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FIRST  PART  OF 

KING  HENRY  VI. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Kine  Henrjr  the  Sixth. 

Duke  of  Gloster,  uncle  to  the  kin^,  and  protector. 

Duke  of  Bedford,  unde  to  the  ktngf  and  regent 

qf  France. 
Thoinas  Beaufort,  duke  qf  Exeter,  great  uncle  to 

the  king. 
Henry  Beaufort,  great  uncle  to  the  kinsr,  bishop  of 

IVinchester^  and  afterwards  cardinal 
John  Beaufort,  eaW  of  Somerset ;  afterwards  duke. 
Richard  Plantagenet,  eldest  son  of  Richard,  late 

earl  of  Cambridge,'  afUrwards  duke  qf  York. 
Earl  of  Warwick.  Earl  qf  Salisbury. 

Earl  of  Suffolk. 

Lord  Talbot,  afterwards  earl  qf  Shrewsbury. 
John  Talbot,  his  son. 
Edinund  Mortimer,  earl  of  March. 
Mortimer's  keeper,  and  a  lawyer. 
Sir  John  Fastolfe.  iStV  William  Lucy. 

iStr  William  Glansdale.       Sir  Thomas  Gai^rave. 
Mayor  of  London.    WoodviWe,  lieut.<f  the  Tower. 


Vernon,  qf  the  white  rose,  or  York  faction. 
Basset,  of  the  red  rose,  or  Lancaster  faction, 
Charles,  dauphin,  and  afterwards  king  of  France, 
Rci^ier,dtiAre  of  A  njou,and  titular  king  ofJ^apUt. 
Duke  of  Burgundy.  Duke  of  Alencon. 

Governor  of  Parts.  Bastard  qf  Orleans. 

Masier-gunner  qf  Orleans,  and  his  son. 
General  of  the  French  forces  in  Bourdeaux. 
A  French  Sergeant.  A  Porter. 

An  old  shepherd,  father  to  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Margaret,  daughter  to  Reignier  ;  afterwards  mar^ 
ried  to  King  Henry.    Countess  of  A  u vergne. 
Joan  la  Pucelle,  commonly  called  Joan  of  Arc. 

Fiends  appearing  to  La  Pucelle,  lords,  hoarders 
of  the  Tower,  heralds,  officers,  soldiers,  meS" 
sengers,  and  several  attendants,  both  on  iht 
English  and  French. 

Scene,  partly  in  England,  and  partly  in  France. 


ACT  I. 

SCEJ^E  /.— Tf Westminster  Abbey.  Dead  march. 
Corpse  of  King  Heniy  the  P\fth  discovered, 
bpng  in  state;  attended  on  by  the  Dukes  qf 
Bedford,  Gloster,  and  Exeter ;  the  EUirl  qf  War- 
wick, the  Bishop  qf  Winchester,  Heralds,  ifc. 

Bedford. 

n  U^G  be  the  heavens  with  black,i  yield  day  to 

night ! 
Comets,  importing  change  of  times  and  states, 
Brandish  your  crystal  tresses  in  the  sky ; 
And  with  them  scourge  the  bad  revolting  stars. 
That  have  consented  unto  Henry's  death ! 
Hcni^'  the  Fifth,  too  famous  to  live  long ! 
En«:laxid  neVr  lost  a  king  of  so  much  worth. 

Glo.  England  ne'er  had  a  king,  until  his  time. 
Virtue  he  had,  de8er\ine  to  command : 
His  brandish'd  sword  dia  blind  men  with  his  beams ; 
His  arms  spread  wider  than  a  dragon's  wings ; 
His  sparkling  eje&  replete  with  wrathful  fire. 
More  dazzled  and  drove  back  his  enemies, 
Than  mid-day  sun,  fierce  bent  against  their  faces. 
Wliat  should  I  say  }  his  deeds  exceed  all  speech : 
He  ne'er  lift  up  his  hand,  but  conquered. 

Ex€.  We  mourn  in  black ;  Wliy  mourn  we  not 
in  blood  ? 
Henry  is  dead,  and  never  shall  revive : 
Upon  a  wooden  coffin  we  attend ; 
And  death's  dishonourable  victory 
We  with  our  st&tely  presence  glorify. 
Like  captives  bound  to  a  triumphant  car. 
V\Tiat !  shall  we  curse  the  planets  of  mishap, 

(1)  Alluding  to  our  ancient  stage-practice  when 
a  tragedy  was  to  be  acted 
vol.  II. 


That  plotted  thus  our  glon's  overthrow ? 
Or  shall  we  think  the  subtle-witted  French 
Conjurers  and  sorcerers,  that,  afraid  of  him, 
By  magic  verses^  have  contriv'd  his  end  ? 

Win.  He  was  a  king  blessed  of  the  King  of  kings. 
Unto  the  French  the  dreadful  judgment  day 
So  dreadful  will  not  be,  as  was  his  sight. 
The  battles  of  the  Lord  of  hosts  he  fought : 
The  church's  prayers  made  him  so  prospcroot. 

Glo.  The  church !  where  is  it  ?  Had  not  church- 
•     men  pray'd. 
His  thread  of  life  had  not  so  soon  decay'd : 
None  do  you  like  but  an  effeminate  prince, 
WTiom,  like  a  school-boy,  you  may  over-awe. 

Win.  Gloster,  whate'er  we  like,  thou  art  pro- 
tector ; 
And  lookest  to  command  the  prince,  and  realm. 
Thy  wife  is  proud ;  she  holdem  thee  in  awe, 
More  than  God,  or  religious  churchmen,  may. 

Glo.  Name  not  religion,  for  thou  lov'st  thelQedi ; 
And  ne'er  throughout  the  year  to  church  thou  go'st, 
Except  it  be  to  pray  against  thy  foes. 

Bed.  Cease,  cea.se  these  jars,  and  rest  your  minds 
in  peace .' 
Let's  to  the  altar : — Heralds,  wait  on  us : — 
Instead  of  gold,  we'll  offer  up  our  arms ; 
Since  arms  avail  not,  now  that  Henry's  dead.— 
Posterity,  await  for  wretched  years, 
When  at  their  mothers'  moist  eves  babes  shall  suck , 
Our  isle  be  made  a  nourish'  of  salt  tears, 
And  none  but  women  left  to  wail  the  dead. — 
Henry  the  Fifth !  thy  ghost  I  invocate ; 
Prosper  this  realm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils ! 
Combat  with  adverse  planets  in  the  heavens ! 

(2)  There  was  a  notion  long  prevalent,  that  life 
might  be  taken  away  by  metrical  charms. 

(3)  Nurse  was  ancientlv  so  spelt 
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FIRST  PART  OF  KING  HENRY  VL 


Act  J. 


A  far  more  glorious  star  thy  soul  will  make. 

Than  Julius  Caisar,  or  bright 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mtss.  My  honourable  lords,  health  to  you  all ! 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Of  loss,  of  slaughter,  and  discomfiture : 
Guienne,  Chanipaignc,  Rheims  Orleans, 
Paris,  Guysors,  Poictiers,  are  all  quite  lost. 

Bed.  What  say'st  thou,  man,  before  dead  Henry's 
corse  ? 
Speak  softly  :  or  the  loss  of  those  great  towns 
Will  make  him  burst  his  lead,  and  rise  from  death. 

Glo.  Is  Paris  lost?  is  Roiien  yielded  up .' 
If  Henry  were  recalPd  to  life  again, 
These  news  would  cause  him  once  more  yield  the 
ehost 

Exe.  How  were  they  lost  ?  what  treachery  was 
usM.? 

Mes».  No  treachery ;  but  want  of  men  and  money. 
Among  the  soldiers  this  is  muttered, — 
That  here  you  maintain  several  factions ; 
And,  whilst  a  field  should  be  despatch^  and  fought, 
You  are  disiputing  of  your  generals. 
One  would  have  lingVing  wars,  with  little  cost; 
Another  would  fly  swift  but  wanteth  wings ; 
A  third  man  thinks,  without  expense  at  all, 
By  guileful  fair  words  iieare  may  be  obtain'd. 
Awake,  awake,  English  nobilitj' ! 
Let  not  sloth  dim  your  honours,  new-begot : 
CroppM  are  the  flower-de-luces  in  your  arms; 
Of  England's  coat  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Exe.  Were  our  tears  wanting  to  this  funeral, 
These  tidings  would  call  forth  her  flowing  tides.' 

Bed.  Me  they  concern ;  regent  I  am  of  France : — 
Give  me  my  steeled  coat,  IMl  fight  for  France. — 
Away  with  these  disgraceful  wailing  robes ! 
Wounds  I  will  lend  the  French,  instead  of  eyes, 
To  weep  their  intermissive  miseries.^ 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

2  Mess.  Lords,  view  these  letters,  full  of  bad 

mischance, 
France  is  revolted  from  the  English  quite ; 
Except  some  petty  towns  of  no  imiwrt : 
The  dauphin  Charles  is  crowned  king  in  Rheims ; 
The  bastard  of  Orleans  with  him  is  ioinM  ;* 
Reigneir,  duke  of  Anjou,  doth  take  his  part; 
The  duke  of  Alen^on  flieth  to  his  side. 

Exe.  The  dauphin  crowned  king !  all  fly  to  him . 
O,  whither  shall  we  fly  from  this  reproach  f 

Glo.  We  will  not  fly,  but  to  our  enemies'  throats : 
Bedford,  if  thou  be  slack.  Til  fight  it  out. 

Bed.  Gloster,  why  doubt'st  thou  of  my  forward- 
ness.^ 
An  army  have  I  rnusterM  in  my  thoughts. 
Wherewith  already  France  is  over-run. 
Enler  a  third  Messenger. 

3  Mess.    My  gracious  lords, — to  add  to  your 

laments. 
Wherewith  you  now  bedew  king  Henry's  hearse, — 
I  must  inform  you  of  a  dismal  tight, 
Betwixt  the  stout  lord  Talbot  and  the  French. 
fVin.  What !  wherein  Talbot  overf:ame  ?  is't  so  ^ 
3  Mess.  O,  no ;  wherein  lord  Talbot  was  over- 
thrown: 
The  circumstance  I'll  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  August  last,  this  dreadful  lord, 
Retiring  from  the  sie^c  of  Orleans, 
Having  full  scarce  six  thousand  in  his  troop. 
By  three  and  twenty  thousand  of  the  French 
Wat  round  encompassed  and  set  upon : 

(1)  Her,  i.  e.  England's. 


No  leisure  had  he  to  enrank  his  men ; 
He  wanted  pik«'s  to  set  before  his  archers ; 
Instead  whcivof,  !?harp  slakes,  pluck'd  out  of  liedges. 
They  pitched  in  the  ground  confu-edly, 
To  keep  the  horstMneii  off"  from  bi-eukiiig  in. 
More  than  three  hours  the  fight  continued ; 
Where  valiant  Talbot,  alxjvc  human  thought, 
Enacted  wonders  with  his  sword  and  lance. 
Hundreds  he  s>ont  to  hell,  and  none  durst  stand  him 
Here,  there,  and  rvcrj-  where,  enrag'd  he  slew  : 
The  French  exclaim'd,  The  devil  was  in  arms 
All  the  whole  army  stood  agai'd  on  him : 
soldiers,  sming  his  undaunted  spirit, 
A  Talbot !  a  Talbot !  cried  out  amain. 
And  rush'd  into  the  bowels  of  the  battle. 
Here  had  the  conquest  fully  been  seal'd  up, 
If  sir  John  FastoUe  had  not  play'd  the  coward ; 
He  lx;ing  in  tlie  vaward  (plac'd  behind. 
With  purpose  to  relieve  and  follow  ihem,) 
Cowardly  fled,  not  having  struck  one  stroke. 
Hence  grew  the  general  wreck  and  massacre ; 
Enclosed  were  they  with  their  enemies: 
A  base  Walloon,  to  win  the  dauphin's  errace. 
Thrust  Talbot  with  a  spear  into  tlie  back ; 
Whom  all  France,  witli  their  chief  assembled 

strength. 
Durst  not  presume  to  look  once  in  the  face. 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  slain .?  then  I  will  slay  myself. 
For  living  idly  here,  in  pomp  and  ease, 
Whilst  such  a  worthy  leader,  wanting  aid, 
Unto  his  dastard  foe-men  is  betray 'd. 

3  Mess.  O  no,  he  lives ;  but  is  took  prisoner. 
And  lord  Scales  with  him,  and  lord  Huiigfiford: 
Most  of  the  rest  slaughter'd,  or  tor)k,  likewise. 

Bed.  His  ransom  there  is  none  but  I  ^hall  pay : 
I'll  hale  the  dauphin  headlong  from  his  thn^ne, 
His  crown  shall  oe  the  ransom  of  my  friend  ; 
Four  of  their  lords  I'll  change  for  one  of  ours.— 
Farewell,  my  rhasters;  to  my  task  will  1 ; 
Bonfires  in  I^rance  forthwith  1  am  to  make. 
To  keep  our  great  Saint  George's  fea*t  withal : 
Ten  thousand  soldiers  with  me  I  will  lake, 
Whose  bloody  deeds  shall  make  all  Europe  quakr, 

3  Mess.  So  you  had  need  ;  for  Oriean.-  is  besiig'd  •, 
The  English  army  is  grown  weak  and  faint : 
The  earl  of  Salisbury  craveth  supply, 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny. 
Since  they,  so  few,  wat(  h  such  a  multitude. 

Exe.  Remember,  lords,  your  oaths  to  Henry 
swoni ; 
Either  to  quell  the  dauphin  utterly, 
Or  bring  him  in  obediem  e  to  your  yoke. 

Bed.  I  do  remember  it ;  and  here  take  leavo. 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  [Exit. 

Glo.  I'll  to  the  Tower,  with  all  the  haste  1  can, 
To  view  the  artillerj'  and  munition  ; 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  youn?  Hcnrj-  king.  [Ex. 

Exe.  To  Eltham  will  I,  where  the  young  king  is, 
Beina:  ortlain'd  his  special  governor ; 
And  for  his  safety  there  I'll  best  devise.        [Exit. 

Win.  Each  hath  liis  place  and  function  to  attend  : 
I  am  left  out;  for  me  nothing  remains. 
But  long  I  will  not  be  Jack-out-of-oflice; 
The  king  from  Eltham  I  intend  to  send. 
And  sit  at  chiefest  stem  of  public  weal. 

[Exit.    Scene  closes. 

SCEJ^E  //.—France.     Before  Orleans.     Enter 

Charles,  vnth  his  forces;  Alenqon,  Reignier, 

and  others. 

Char.  Mars  his  true  moving,  even  as  in  the 
heavens, 

(2)  t.  e.  Their  miseries  which  have  had  only  a 
short  intermisiiori. 
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Scene  II. 


FIRST  PART  OF  KING  HENRY  VI. 


So  in  the  cartli,  to  this  day  is  not  known : 
I^te  did  he  shine  upon  the  English  side ; 
Now  we  arc  victors,  upon  us  he  smiles. 
What  towns  of  any  moment,  but  we  hare  ? 
At  pleasure  here  we  lie,  near  Orleans; 
Othcn^hilcs,  the  famishM  English, Uke  pale  ghosts, 
Faintly  besiege  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 

Alen.  They  want  their  porridge,  and  their  fat 
bull-beeves : 
Either  they  must  be  dieted  like  mules. 
And  have  their  provender  tied  to  their  mouths. 
Or  piteous  they  will  look,  like  drowned  mice. 

JKeig.  Let's  raise  the  siege ;  Why  hve  we  idly 
here? 
Talbot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear : 
Remaiueth  none  but  raad-brainM  Salisbuiy ; 
And  he  may  well  in  frettine  spend  his  gall. 
Nor  mm,  nor  money,  hath  he  to  make  war. 

Char.   Sound,  soimd  alarum ;  we  will  rush  on 
them. 
Now  for  tlie  honour  of  the  forlorn  French : — 
Him  I  forgive  my  death,  that  killeth  me, 
When  he  sees  me  go  back  one  foot,  or  fly.     [Exe. 

Alarums :  excursions ;  afterwards  a  retreat.  Re- 
enter Charles,  Alen^on,  Reignier,  and  others. 

Char.  Who  ever  saw  the  like.'*  what  men  have  I? — 
Dogs !  cowards !  dastards ! — I  would  ne'er  have  fled, 
But  tlial  ihev  left  me  *midst  my  enemies. 

Reig.  Siifisbury  is  a  desperate  homicide ; 
He  fii^hteth  as  one  weary  of  his  life. 
The  other  lords,  like  lions  wanting  food, 
Do  rush  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey.* 

Alen.  \  roissard,  a  countiyman  of  ours,  records, 
Elngland  all  Olivers  and  Rowlands  bred, 
During  tlie  time  Edward  the  third  did  reign. 
More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified ; 
For  none  but  Samsons,  and  Goliascs, 
1 1  sendeth  forth  to  skirmish.     One  to  ten ! 
I>ean  raw-bonM  rascals !  who  would  e'er  suppose 
They  had  such  courage  and  audacity.' 

Char.  Let's  leave  this  town;  for  they  are  hair- 
brain'd  slaves. 
And  hunger  will  enforce  them  to  be  noore  eager : 
Of  old  I  know  them ;  rather  with  their  teeth 
The  walls  they'll  tear  down,  than  forsake  the  siege. 

R^ig.  I  think,  by  some  odd  gimraals^  or  device. 
Their  arms  are  set,  lilie  clocks,  still  to  strike  on  ; 
Else  ne'er  could  they  hold  out  so,  as  they  do. 
By  my  consent,  we'll  e'en  let  them  alone. 

AUn.  Be  it  so. 

Enter  the  Bastard  of  Orleans. 

Bast.  Where's  the  prince  dauphm  ?  I  have  news 
for  him. 

Char.  Bastard^  of  Orleans,  thrice  welcome  to  us. 

Bast.  Methinks  your  looks  are  sad,  your  checr^ 
appall'd ; 
Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  offence  } 
Be  not  dismav'd,  for  succour  is  at  hand : 
A  holy  maid  liither  with  me  I  bring. 
Which,  by  a  vision  sent  to  her  from  heaven. 
Ordained  is  to  niiste  this  tedious  siege, 
And  drive  the  English  forth  the  bounds  of  France. 
The  spirit  of  deep  prophecy  she  hath. 
Exceeding  the  nine  sibyls  of  old  Rome : 
What's  |Kist,  and  what's  to  come,  she  can  descry. 
Speak,  shall  I  call  her  in,'  Believe  my  words, 
F  or  they  are  certain  and  unfallible. 

(1)  I.  c.  The  prey  for  which  they  are  hungry. 

(2)  A  gimmal  is  a  piece  of  jointed  work,  where 
»ne  piece  move-?  within  another ;  here,  it  is  taken 
»t  large  for  an  engine.. 


Char.  Go,  call  her  in:  [JCxt/ Bastard,]  But,firr.t, 
to  iry  her  skill, 
Reignier,  stand  thou  as  dauphin  in  my  place : 
Question  her  proudly,  let  thy  looks  be  stem : — 
By  this  means  shall  we  sound  what  skill  she  hath. 

[RetirtM, 

Enter  La  Pucelle,  Bastard  q/"  Orleans,  and  others. 

Reig.  Fair  maid,  is't  thou  wilt  do  these  wond'rous 
feats .' 

Puc.  Reignier,  is't  thou  that  thinkest  to  beguile 
me.' — 
Where  is  the  dauphin .' — come,  come  from  behind ; 
I  know  thee  well,  though  never  seen  before. 
Be  not  amaz'd,  there's  nothing  hid  from  me : 
In  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart : — 
Stand  back,  you  lords,  and  give  us  leave  a  while. 

Reig.  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  first  dash. 

Puc.   Dauphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  shepherd's 
daughter. 
My  wit  untram'd  in  any  kind  of  art 
Heaven,  and  our  Lady  gracious,  hath  it  pleas'd 
To  shine  on  my  contemptible  estate : 
Lo,  whilst  I  waited  on  my  tender  lambs, 
And  to  sun's  parching  heat  display'd  my  cheeks, 
God's  mother  deigned  to  appear  to  me ; 
And,  in  a  vision  full  of  majesty, 
Will'd  me  to  leave  my  base  vocation. 
And  free  my  country  from  calamity : 
Her  aid  she  promis'cl,  and  assur'd  success : 
In  complete  glory  she  reveal'd  herself; 
And,  whereas  I  was  black  and  swart  before, 
With  those  clear  rays  which  she  infus'd  on  me. 
That  beauty  am  I  bless'd  with,  which  vou  see. 
Ask  me  what  question  thou  canst  possible. 
And  I  will  answer  unpremeditated: 
My  courage  try  by  combat,  if  thou  dar'st. 
And  tljouljhalt  find  that  I  exceed  my  sex. 
Resolve  on  this  :*  Thou  shalt  be  fortunate. 
If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  warlike  mate. 

Char.  Thou  ha«»t  astonish'd  me  with  thy  high 
terras ; 
Only  tliis  proof  I'll  of  thy  valour  make, — 
In  single  combat  thou  shalt  buckle  with  me; 
And,  if  thou  vanquishest,  thy  words  are  true; 
Otherwise,  I  rt»nounce  all  confidence. 

Puc.  I  am  prepar'd :  here  is  my  keen-edg'd  sword, 
Dock'd  with  five  flower-de-luces  on  each  side ; 
The  which   at   Touraine,  in   Saint    Katharine's 

church-yard, 
Out  of  a  deal  of  old  iron  I  chose  forth. 

Char.  Then  come  o'God'sname,  I  fear  no  wcMnan. 

Pvc.  And,  while  I  live,  I'll  ne'er  fly  from  a  man. 
[They  fight. 

Char.  Stay,  stay  thy  hands ;  thou  art  an  amazon, 
.\nd  fightest'with  the  sword  of  Deborah. 

Puc.  Christ's  motlier  helps  me,  else  I  were  too 
weak. 

Char.   Whoe'er  helps  tliee,  'tis  thou  that  must 
help  me : 
Impatiently  I  bum  with  thy  desire ; 
My  heart  and  hands  thou  hast  at  once  subdu'd. 
Excellent  Pucelle,  if  tliy  name  bo  so. 
Let  me  thv  .servant,  and  not  sovereign,  be ; 
'Tis  the  I-Vnrh  dauphin  suetli  to  thee  thus. 

Puc.  1  must  not  yield  to  any  rites  of  love. 
For  my  proft-ssion's  sacred  from  above : 
When  I  have  chased  all  thy  foes  from  hence. 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  recomp»»nsc 

(^)  This  was  not  in  former  times  a  term  of  re 
proach. 

(4)  Countenance. 

(5)  Be  firmly  persuaded  of  it. 
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ActL 


Char.  Mean  time,  look  gracions  on  fhy  prostrate 

thrall. 
Reig.  My  lord,  methinks,  is  reiy  long  in  talk. 
Alai.  Doubtless  he  shrives  this  woman  to  her 
smock; 
Else  ne'er  could  he  so  long  protract  his  speech. 
Reig.  Shall  we  disturb  himf  since  he  keeps  no 

mean? 
AloL  He  may  mean  more  than  we  poor  men  do 
know: 
These  women  are  shrewd  tempters  with  their 
tongues. 
Reig.  My  lord,  where  are  you?  what  derise  you 
on? 
Shall  we  give  over  Orleans,  or  no  ? 

Put.  Why,  no,  I  say,  distrustful  recreants ! 
Fight  till  the  last  gasp ;  I  will  be  yoor  guard. 
Char,  yfhai  she  says,  Pll  confirm;  we'll  fight 

it  out 
Puc.  Assigned  am  I  to  be  the  English  scourge. 
This  night  the  siege  assuredly  1*11  raise : 
Expect  Saint  Martin's  summer,^  halcyon  days, 
Since  I  have  entered  into  these  wars. 
Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water. 
Which  never  ceaseth  to  enlai^  itself. 
Till,  by  broad  spreading,  it  disperse  to  nought 
With  Heniy's  death,  the  English  circle  en£ ; 
Dispersed  are  the  glories  it  included. 
Now  am  I  like  that  proud  insulting  ship, 
Which  Caesar  and  his  fortune  bare  at  once. 

Outr.  Was  Mahomet  inspired  with  a  dove  f 
Thou  with  an  eagle  art  inspired  &en. 
Helen,  the  mother  of  great  Constantine, 
Nor  vet  Saint  Philip's  daughters,^  were  like  thee. 
Bright  star  of  Venus,  fall'n  down  on  the  earth, 
How  may  I  revercntlv  worship  thee  enough  } 
Attn.  Leave  off  delays,  and  let  us  raise  me  siege. 
Rag.  Woman,  do  what  thou  canst  to  save  our 
honours; 
Drive  them  from  Orleans,  and  be  immortaliz'd. 
Char.  Presently  we'll  tiy:— Come,  let's  away 
about  it : 
No  prophet  will  I  trust,  if  she  prove  false.    [Exe. 

SCEJ^E  IIL'-LoaaoiL  HOI  b^ore  the  Thwer. 
Enter,  at  the  gates,  the  Duke  qf  Gloster,  with 
his  serving-men,  in  bhte  coats. 

Glo.  I  am  come  to  survey  the  Tower  this  day ; 
Since  Henir's  death,  I  fear,  there  is  conveyance.*— 
Where  be  these  warders,  ^at  they  wait  not  here  ? 
Open  the  gates;  Gloster  it  is  that  calls. 

[Servants  knock. 
1  Ward.  [Wiihm.\  Who  is  there  that  knocks  so 
imperiously: 

1  Sere.  It  is  the  noble  duke  of  Gloster. 

2  Ward.  [Within.]  Whoe'er  he  be,  you  may 

not  be  let  in. 
1  Sero.  Answer  you  so  the  lord  protector,  villains? 
1  Ward.  [Within.]  The  Lord  protect  him !  so 

we  answer  him : 
We  do  no  otherwise  than  we  are  will'd. 
Glo.  Who  willed  you  ?  or  whose  will  stands  but 


There's  non^  protector  of  the  realm,  but'I.— 
Break  up*  the  gates,  I'll  be  your  warrantize ; 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghill  grooms? 

Servants  rush  at  the  Tmoer  gates.    Enter,  to  the 
gates,  Woodville,  the  lieutenant. 
Wood.  [Within.]  What  noise  is  this?  what  trai- 
tors have  we  here  ? 

(1)  Expect  prosperity  after  misfortune. 

(2)  Meaning  the  four  daughters  of  Philip,  men- 
tioned in  Acts  xxi.  9. 


Gh.  Lieutenant,  is  it  vou,  whose  voice  I  hear? 
Open  the  gates ;  here's  Gloster,  that  would  enter. 

wood. [Within.]  Have  patience,  noble  duke: 
Imay  not  open; 
The  cardinal  of  Winchester  forbids : 
From  him  I  have  express  commandment. 
That  thou,  nor  none  of  thine,  shall  be  let  in. 

Crh.  Faint-hearted  Woodville,  prizest  him  'fore 
me? 
Arrogant  Winchester?  that  haughty  prelate. 
Whom  Henry,  our  late  sovereign,  ne'er  could 

Thou  art  no  friend  to  God,  or  to  the  king : 
Open  the  gates,  or  I'll  shut  thee  out  shortly. 

1  Serv.  Open  the  gates  unto  the  lord  protector ; 
Or  we'll  burst  them  open,  if  that  you  come  not 
quickly. 

Enter  Winchester,  attended  by  a  train  qfseroasUtf 
in  iatany'Coats. 

Win.  How  now,  ambitious  Humphrey?  what 
means  this  ? 

Glo.  Piel'd  priest,*  dost  thou  command  me  to  be 
shutout? 

Win.  I  do,  thou  most  usurping  proditor,* 
And  not  protector  of  the  king,  or  realm. 

GU).  Stand  back,  thou  manifest  conspirator ; 
Thou,  that  contriv'dst  to  murder  our  dead  lord*; 
Thou,  that  giv'st  whores  indulgences  to  sin : 
I'll  canvass^  thee  in  thy  broad  cardinal's  hat, 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  thy  insolence. 

Win.  Jiay,  stand  thou  back,  I  will  not  budge  a 
foot;  ' 

This  be  Damascus,  be  thou  cursed  Cain, 
To  slay  thj^  brother  Abel,  if  thou  wilt 

Glo.  I  win  not  slay  thee,  but  I'll  drive  thee  back : 
Thy  scarlet  robes,  as  a  child's  bearing-cloth, 
I'll  use,  to  carry  diee  out  of  this  place. 

Wm.  Do  what  thou  dar'st;  I  beard  thee  to  thy 
face. 

Glo.  What  ?  am  I  dar'd,  and  bearded  to  my 
face? — 
Drew,  men,  for  all  this  privilmd  place; 
Blue-coats  to  tewny-coats.    Priest,  beware  your 
beard; 

[Gloster  and  his  men  attack  the  bishop. 
I  mean  to  tug  it,  and  to  cuff  you  soundly : 
Under  my  feet  I  stamp  th^  cardinal's  hat ; 
In  spite  of  pope  or  dignibes  of  church. 
Here  by  the  cheeks  I'll  drag  thee  up  and  down. 

Win.  Gloster,  thou'ltanswerthisbefore  the  pope. 

Glo.  Winchester  goose,^  I  ciy — a  rope !  a  rope! — 
Now  beat  them  hence,  why  do  you  let  them  stay? — 
Thee  I'll  chase  hence,  thou  wolf  in  sheep's  array. — 
Out,  tawney-coats  .'—out,  scarlet?  hypocrite ! 

Here  a  greai  twmuU.    In  the  midst  qf  it,  entes 
vie  Mayor  qf  London,  and  officers. 

May.  Fie,  lords !  that  you,  being  supreme  ma 
gistrates. 
Thus  contumeliously  should  break  the  peace  I 

Glo.  Peace,  mayor;  thou  know'st  little  of  my 
wrongs: 
Here's  Beaufort,  that  regards  nor  God  nor  king, 
Hath  here  distrain'd  the  Tower  to  his  use. 

Win.  Here's  Gloster  too,  a  foe  to  citizens; 
One  that  still  motions  war,  and  never  peace, 
O'erchamng  your  free  purses  with  large  fines ; 
That  seeJcs  to  overthrow  religion, 

(3)  Theft.  (4)  Break  open. 

(5)  Alluding  to  his  shaven  crown.     (6)  Traitoe 

(7)  Sift.  (8)  A  strumpet 

(9)  An  allusion  to  the  bishop's  habit 
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Because  he  is  protector  of  the  realm ; 
And  would  have  armour  here  out  of  the  Tower, 
To  crown  himself  king,  and  suppress  the  prince. 
Gh.  I  will  not  answer  thee  with  words,  but  blows. 
[Here  they  skirmish  again. 
May.  Noueht  rests  for  me,  in  this  tumultuous 
stride. 
But  to  make  open  proclamation : — 
Come,  c^ccr ;  as  loud  as  e^er  thou  canst 
Off.  All  manner  of  men,  assembled  here  m  arms 
this  day,  against  God^s  peace  and  the  king*Sj  we 
charge  and  command  you,  in  his  highness*  name, 
to  repair  to  your  several  dwelling-places  ;  and 
not  to  wear,  handle,  or  use,  any  sword,  weapon, 
or  dagger,  hencefonoard,  upon  pain  qf  death. 

Glo.  Cardinal,  1*11  be  no  breaker  of  the  law : 
But  we  shall  meet,  and  break  our  minds  at  large. 

Win.  Gloster,  we'll  meet ;  to  thy  dear  cost,  be 
sure: 
Thv  heart-blood  I  will  have,  for  this  day's  work. 

May.  I'll  call  for  clubs,!  if  you  will  not  away : — 
Thi»  c^Lfdinal  is  more  haughty  than  the  devil. 

Glo.  Mayor,  farewell :  thou  dost  but  what  thou 
may'st. 

Win.  Abominable  Gloster !  guard  thy  head ; 
For  I  intend  to  have  it,  ere  long.  [Exeunt. 

May.  See  the  coast  clear'd,  and  then  we  will 
depart. — 
Good  God!  that  nobles  should  luch  stomachs?  bear 
I  myself  fight  not  once  in  forty  year.        [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  IV.— France.  Before  Orleans.  Enter 
on  the  walls,  the  Master-Gunner  and  his  Son. 

M.  Gun.  Sirrah,  thou  know'st  bow  Orleans  is 
besi^'d ; 
And  how  the  English  have  the  suburbs  won. 

Son,  Father,  I  know ;  and  oft  have  shot  at  them, 
Howe'er,  unfortunate,  I  miss'd  my  aim. 

M  Gun.  But  now  thou  ahalt  not  Be  thou  rul'd 
by  me : 
Cluef  master-gunner  am  I  of  this  town ; 
Something  I  must  do,  to  proctire  roe  grace :' 
The  prince's  espials^  have  inform'd  me. 
How  the  Englisn,  in  the  suburbs  close  intrench'd. 
Wont,  through  a  secret  grate  of  iron  bars 
In  yonder  tower,  to  overpeer  the  city ; 
And  thence  discover,  how,  with  nxwt  advantage. 
They  may  vex  us,  with  shot,  or  with  assault 
To  intercept  this  inconvenience, 
A  piece  of  ordnance  'eainst  it  I  have  plac'd ; 
And  fully  even  these  three  days  have  1  watch'd, 
If  I  could  see  them.    Now,  boy,  do  thou  watch, 
For  I  can  stay  no  longer. 
If  thou  spy'st  any,  run  and  bring. me  word ; 
And  thou  shalt  &id  me  at  the  governor's.     [Exit. 

Son.  Father,  I  warrant  you ;  take  you  no  care 
I'll  never  trouble  you,  if  I  may  spy  them. 

Enter,  in  an  upper  chamber  of  a  tower,  the  Lords 
Salisbury  arut  Talbot,  Sir  William  Glansdale, 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  and  others. 

Sal.  Talbot,  my  life,  my  joy,  a^iu  retum'd ! 
How  wert  thou  handled,  being  pnsoner .' 
Or  by  what  means  got'st  thou  to  be  releas'd  ? 
Discourse,  I  pr'vthee,  on  this  turret's  top. 

Tal.  The  duke  of  Bedford  had  a  prisoner, 
Called — the  brave  lord  Ponton  de  Santrailles ; 
For  him  I  was  exchang'd  and  ransomed. 
But  with  a  baser  man  of  arms  by  far, 
Once,  in  contempt,  they  would  have  barter'd  me : 

'^ ""  That  is,  for  peace-officers  armed  with  club 
or  staves. 


Which  I,  disdaining,  scom'd ;  and  craved  death. 

Rather  than  I  would  be  so  pil'd  estcem'd.' 

In  fine,  redeem'd  I  was  as  I  dcsir'd. 

But,  O !  the  treacherous  Fastolfe  wounds  my  heart ! 

Whom  with  my  bare  fists  I  would  execute. 

If  I  now  had  him  brought  into  my  power. 

Sal.    Yet  tell'st  thou  not,  how  thou  wert  enter- 
tain'd. 

TaL  With  scoffs,  and  scorns,  and  contumelioui 
taunts. 
In  open  market-place  produc'd  they  me. 
To  be  a  public  spectacle  to  all ; 
Here,  said  they,  is  the  terror  of  the  French, 
The  scare-crow  that  affrights  our  children  sa 
Then  broke  I  from  the  officers  that  led  me ; 
And  with  my  nails  dig^'d  stones  out  of  the  g^round. 
To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  shame. 
My  grisly  countenance  made  others  fl  v ; 
None  durst  come  near  for  fear  of  sudden  death. 
In  iron  walls  they  deem'd  me  not  secure ; 
So  great  fear  of  my  name  'mongst  them  was  spread, 
That  they  suppos'd,  I  could  rend  bars  of  steel, 
And  spurn  in  pieces  posts  of  adamant : 
Wherefore  a  guard  of  chosen  shot  I  had, 
That  walk'd  about  me  every  minute-while ; 
And  if  I  did  but  stir  out  of  my  bed. 
Ready  they  were  to  shoot  me  to  the  heart 

Sal.  I  grieve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endur'd, 
But  we  will  be  reveng'd  sufficiently. 
Now  it  is  supper-time  in  Orleans : 
Here,  through  this  grate,  I  can  count  eveiy  one. 
And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortify ; 
Let  us  look  in,  the  sight  will  much  delight  thee. — 
Sir  Thomas  Gai^prave,  and  sir  William  Glansdale, 
Let  me  have  your  express  opinions. 
Where  is  best  place  to  make  our  batteiy  next 

Gar.  I  think,  at  the  north  gate ;  for  there  stand 
lords. 

Glan.  And  I,  here,  at  the  bulwaric  of  the  bridge. 

Tal.  For  aught  I  see,  this  city  must  be  famislrd, 
Or  with  slight  skirmishes  enfeebled. 

[Shot  from  the  town.    Salisbuiy  and  Sir 
Thomas  Gargrave  ^a//. 

Sal.  0  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  sinners ! 

Gar.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me,  woful  man  \ 

TaL  What  chance  is  this,  that  suddenly  hath 
cross'd  us .' — 
Speak,  Salisbury ;  at  least,  if  thou  canst  speak ; 
How  far'st  thou,  mirror  of  all  martial  men  ? 
One  of  thy  eyes,  and  thy  cheek's  side  struck  off  !— 
Accursed  tower !  accursed  fatal  hand. 
That  hath  contriv'd  this  woful  tragedy ! 
In  thirteen  battles  Salisbury  o'ercame ; 
Heniy  the  Fifth  he  first  train'd  to  the  wars ; 
Whilst  any  trump  did  sound,  or  drum  struck  up, 
His  SAVora  did  ne'er  leave  striking  in  the  field. — 
Yet  liv'st  thou,  Salisbury  ^  though  thy  speech  doth 

fail. 
One  eye  thou  hast,  to  look  to  heaven  for  grace : 
The  sun  with  one  eye  viewcth  all  the  world.— 
Heaven,  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive, 
If  Salisbury  want  mercy  at  thy  hands ! — 
Bear  hence  his  body ;  I  will  help  to  bury  it- 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  hast  thou  any  life  } 
Speak  unto  Talbot ;  nay,  look  up  to  him. 
Salisbury,  cheer  thy  spirit  with  this  comfort ; 

Thou  shalt  not  die,  whiles 

He  beckons  with  his  hand,  and  smiles  on  me ; 
As  who  should  say.  When  I  am  dead  and  gmUt 
Remember  to  avenge  me  on  the  French. — 
Plantagenet,  I  will;  and  Nero-like, 

(2)  Pride.  (3)  Favour.  (4)  Spiet. 

(5)  So  stripped  of  hooourt. 
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Jlei  IT. 


Play  on  the  lute,  beholding  the  towns  bum : 
Wretched  shall  France  be  only  in  mv  name. 

[Thunder  heard;  afterwards  an  alarum. 
What  stir  is  this  ?  What  tumult^s  in  the  heavens  ? 
Whence  cocneth  this  alarum,  and  the  noise  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  My  lord,  my  lord,  the  French  have  gatherM 
head: 
The  dauphin,  with  one  Joan  la  Pucelle  join*d, — 
A  holy  prophetess,  new  risen  up, — 
Is  come  with  a  great  power  to  raise  the  siege. 

[  Salijibur^'  groans. 
Tal.  Hear,  hear,  how  dying  Salisbuiy  dotli  groan ! 
It  irks  his  heart,  he  cannot  be  reveng*d. — 
Frenchmen,  I'll  be  a  Salisbury'  to  \6a : — 
Pucelle  or  puzzel,'  dolphin  or  dogfish, 
Yrmx  heartfi  I'll  stamp  out  with  my  horse's  heels, 
And  make  a  quagmire  of  your  mingled  brains. — 
Convey  me  Salisbury  into  his  lent, 
And  then  we'll  tiy  what  these  dastard  Frenchmen 
dare.      [Exeunt^  bearing  out  the  bodies. 

SCEJ^E  F.— The  same,  B^ore  one  qf  the  gates. 
Alarum.  Skirmishings.  Talbot  pursueth  the 
Dauphin,  and  drivtth  him  in :  then  enter  Joan 
la  Pucelle,  driving  Englishmen  before  her. 
Then  enter  TalboL 

Tal.  Where  is  my  strength,  my  valour,  and  my 
force  ? 
Our  English  troops  retire,  I  cannot  stay  them  ; 
A  woman,  clad  in  arnK>ur,  chasAh  them. 

Enter  La  Pucelle. 

Here,  here  she  comes : — I'll  have  a  bout  with  thee : 
Devil,  or  devil's  dam,  I'll  coniure  thee : 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,2  thou  art  a  witch, 
*  And  straightway  give  thy  soul  to  him  thou  scrv'st. 

Put.  Come,  come,  'tis  only  I  that  must  disgrace 
thee.  [Theyjight. 

Tal.  Heavens,  can  you  suffer  hell  so  to  prevail" 
My  breast  I'll  burst  with  straining  of  my  courage, 
And  from  my  shoulders  crack  my  arms  asunder, 
But  I  will  chastise  this  high-mincird  strumpet. 

Puc.  Talbot,  farewell ;  thy  hour  is  not  yet  come  : 
I  must  go  victual  Orleans  forthwith. 
O'ertake  me,  if  thou  canst ;  I  scorn  thy  strength. 
Go,  go ;  cheer  up  thy  hungcr-star\'cd  men ; 
Help  Salisbuiy  to  make  his  testament: 
This  day  is  ours,  as  many  more  shall  be. 

[Pucelle  enters  the  town^  with  soldiers. 

TaL   My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's 
wheel ; 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  do : 
A  witch,  bv  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal, 
Drives  back  our  troops,  and  conquers  as  she  lists : 
So  bees  with  smoke,  and  doves  with  noisome  stench. 
Are  from  their  hives,  and  houses,  driven  away. 
They  call'd  us,  for  our  fierceness,  Englis^h  dogs ; 
Now,  like  to  whelps,  we  ciying  run  away. 

[A  short  alarum. 
Hark,  countrymen !  cither  renew  the  fight. 
Or  tear  the  lions  out  of  England's  coat ; 
Renounce  your  soil,  give  sheep  in  lion's  stead : 
Sheep  run  not  half  so  timorous  from  the  wolf, 
Or  horse,  or  oxen,  from  the  leopard, 
As  you  fly  from  your  oft-subdued  slaves. 

[Alarum.    Another  skirmish. 
It  will  not  be : — ^Retire  into  your  trenches : 

(1)  Dirty  wench. 

(2)  The  superstition  of  those  time<»  taught,  that 
he  who  could  draw  a  witch's  blood  tvas  free  from 
her  power. 


You  all  consented  unto  Salisbury's  death. 
For  none  would  strike  a  stroke  in  his  revenge.- — 
Pucelle  is  enter'd  into  Orleans, 
In  spite  of  us,  or  aught  that  we  could  do. 
O,  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salisbury  I 
The  shame  hereof  will  make  me  hide  my  heaa. 
[Alarum.  Retreat.  Exeunt  Talbot  and  his 
forces,  Sfc. 

SCEJSTE  VL— The  same.  Enter,  on  the  walls.Pu. 

celle,  Charles,  Reignier,  Alenqon,  and  soldiers. 

Puc.  Advance  our  waving  colours  on  the  walls ; 
Rcjscu'd  is  Orleans  from  the  Engli>h  wolves  : — 
Thus  Joan  la  Pucelle  hath  porfomi'd  her  word. 

C^r.Divinest  creature,  bright  Astrsea'sdaughter, 
How  shall  I  honour  thee  for  this  success  ^ 
Thy  promises  are  like  Adonis'  gardens. 
That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitful  were  the  next — 
France,  triumph  in  thy  glorious  proplietess ! — 
Recover'd  is  the  town  of  Orleans : 
More  blessed  hap  did  ne'er  befall  our  state. 

Reig.  Wliy  ring  not  out  the  bells  throughout  the 
town  ? 
Dauphin,  command  the  citizens  make  bonfires. 
And  feast  and  banquet  in  the  opn  streets. 
To  celebrate  the  joy  that  God  hath  given  us. 

Alen.  All  France  will  be  replete  with  mirth  and 

When  thev  shall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  men. 
Char.  'Tis  Joan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won ; 
For  which,  I  will  divide  my  crown  with  her : 
And  all  the  priests  and  friars  in  mv  realm  , 

Shall,  in  procession,  sing  her  endless  praise. 
A  statelier  pyramis  to  her  I'll  rear. 
Than  Rhodope's,  or  Memphis',  ever  was : 
In  memory  of  her,  when  sne  is  dead. 
Her  ashes,  in  an  urn  more  pre<'ious 
Than  the  rich-jewel'd  coffer  of  Darius, 
Transported  shall  be  at  high  festivals. 
Before  the  kings  and  queens  of  France. 
No  longer  on  Saint  Dennis  will  we  cry. 
But  Joan  la  Pucelle  shall  be  France's  saint. 
Come  in  ;  and  let  us  banquet  royally. 
After  this  golden  day  of  victor)'.  [Flourish.   Ext. 


ACT  II. 

iSCEjYE  I.— The  same.     Enter,  to  the  gates,  a 
French  Sergeant,  and  two  Sentinels. 

Serg.  Sirs,  take  your  places,  and  be  vigilant : 
If  any  noise,  or  soldier,  you  perceive, 
Near  to  the  walls,  by  6C»ne  apparent  «ign, 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  the  court  of  giiard.s 

1  Sent.  Sergeant,  you  shall.  [Exit  Serg.]  Thus 
are  poor  servitors 
(When  others  sleep  upon  their  quiet  beds,) 
Constrain'd  to  watch  in  darkness,  rain,  and  cold 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  Burgundy,  and  forces, 
with  scaling-ladders;  their  dnims  beating  a 
dead  march. 

TaL  Lord  regent, — and  redoubted  Burgundy,— 
By  whose  approach,  the  regions  of  Artois, 
Walloon,  ana  Picardy,  are  friends  to  us, — 
This  happy  night  the  Frenchmen  are  secure. 
Having  all  day  carous'd  and  banqueted  : 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity ; 
Af»  fitting  best  to  quittance  their  aeceit, 
Contriv'd  by  art,  and  baleful  sorcery. 

(3)  The  same  as  guard-room. 
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Bed.  Coward  of  France! — ^bow  much  he  wrongs 
his  fame. 
Despairing  of  his  own  ann*s  fortitude, 
To  join  with  witches,  and  the  help  of  hell. 

Bur.  Traitors  have  never  other  company. — 
But  whafs  tliat  Pucelle,  whom  they  term  so  pure? 

Tal.  A  maid,  they  say. 

Bed.  '  A  maid  ?  and  be  so  martial  ? 

Bur.  Pray  God,  she  prove  not  masculine  ere  long; 
If  underneath  the  standard  of  the  French, 
She  carry  armour,  as  she  hath  begun. 

TaL  Well,  let  them  practise  and  converse  with 
spirits : 
God  is  our  fortress ;  in  whose  conquering  name, 
Let  us  resolve  to  scale  their  flinty  bulwarks. 

Bed.  Ascend,  brave  Talbot ;  we  will  follow  thee. 

TaL  Not  all  together :  better  far,  I  guess, 
That  we  do  make  our  entrance  several  ways ; 
That,  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail. 
The  other  yet  may  rise  against  their  force.       * 

Bed.  Agreed ;  I'll  to  yon  comer. 

Bur.  And  I  to  this. 

TaL  And  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his 
grave- 
Now,  Saliiibury  !  for  thee,  and  for  the  right 
Of  Einglish  Henry,  shall  Uiis  night  appear 
How  much  in  du^  I  am  bound  to  botn. 

[The  English  scale  the  wallSf  crying  St  George ! 
a  Talbot !  and  all  enter  by  the  toum. 

Sent  [  IVithin.j  Arm,  arm !  the  enemy  doth  make 
assault .' 

TTu  French  leap  aver  the  tpaUs  in  their  shirts. 

Enter  ^several  ways.  Bastard,  Alen^on,  Reignier, 

half  ready,  and  ha^  unready. 

Alen.  How  now,  my  lords  ?  what,  all  unreadyi  go? 

Bast.  Unready  ?  ay,  and  glad  we  'scap'd  so  well 

Reig.  *Twas  time,  I  trow,  to  wake  and  leave  our 
beds. 
Hearing  alarums  at  our  chamber-doors. 

Akn.  Of  ail  exploits,  since  first  I  foUow'd  arms, 
Ne'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprise 
More  venturous,  or  desperate,  than  this. 

Bast.  I  think,  this  Talbot  be  a  fiend  of  hell. 

Reig.  If  not  of  hell,  the  heavens,  sure,  fav  our  him. 

Alen.  Here  cometh  Charles ;  I  marvel,  how  he 
sped. 

Enter  Charies  and  La  Pucelle. 

Bast.  Tut !  holy  Joan  was  his  defensive  guard. 

Char.  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  dame? 
Didst  thou  at  first,  to  flatter  us  withal. 
Make  U!j  partakers  of  a  little  gain. 
That  now  our  loss  mijfht  be  ten  times  so  much  ? 

Fttc.  Wherefore  is  Charles  impaU'ent  with  his 
friend  ? 
At  all  times  will  you  have  my  power  alike  ? 
Sleeping,  or  waking,  must  I  stAl  prevail. 
Or  will  you  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  mc  ? — 
Improvident  soldiers !  had  your  watch  boon  good, 
This  sudden  misKrhief  never  could  have  fall'n. 

Char.  Duke  of  Alenqon,  tliis  was  your  default ; 
That,  bring  raptain  of  the  watch  to-night. 
Did  look  no  Ijettor  to  that  weighty  charj^o. 

Akn.  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  safely  kept. 
As  that  whereof  1  had  the  government. 
We  had  not  been  thus  shamefully  surpris'd. 

Bast.  Mine  was  secure. 

Reig.  And  so  was  mine,  my  lord. 

Char.  And,  for  myself,  most  part  of  all  this  night. 
Within  her  (juarter,  and  mine  own  precinct, 


(1)  Undressed. 


(2    Plans,  schemes. 


I  was  employ'd  in  passing  to  and  fro. 
About  relieving  of  the  sentinels  : 
Then  how,  or  which  way,  should  they  first  break  in  f 
Puc.  Question,  my  lords,  no  fiuiher  of  the  case. 
How,  or  which  way ;  'tis  sure,  they  found  tome 

place 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made. 
And  now  there  rests  no  other  shift  but  this, — 
To  gather  our  soldiers,  scatter'd  and  dispers'd. 
And  lay  new  platform^  to  endamage  them. 

Alarum.  Enter  an  English  Soldier,  crying,  A 
Talbot!  a  Talbot!  They  fy,  leaving  their 
clothes  behind. 

Sold.  I'll  be  so  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left 
The  ciy  of  Talbot  serves  me  for  a  sword ; 
For  I  have  loaden  me  with  many  spoils. 
Using  no  other  weapon  but  his  name.  [Exit. 

SCEJ^E  Il.—Orleans.  Within  the  town.   Enter 

Talbot,   Bedford,  Bui^gundy,  a  Captain,   tmd   . 

others. 

Bed.  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fled, 
Whose  pitchy  mantle  over-veii'd  the  earth. 
Here  sound  retreat,  and  cease  our  hot  pursuit 

[Retreat  sounded. 

TaL  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Salisbury ; 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  market-place. 
The  middle  centre  of  this  cursed  town. — 
Now  have  I  paid  my  vow  unto  his  soul ; 
For  every  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him. 
There  hath  at  least  five  Frenchmen  died  to-night 
And,  that  hereafter  a^es  may  behold 
What  ruin  happen'd  m  revenge  ci  him. 
Within  their  chiefest  temple  I'll  erect 
A  tomb,  wherein  his  corpse  shall  be  interred  : 
Upon  the  which,  tliat  every  one  may  read. 
Shall  be  engrav'd  the  sack  of  Orleans; 
The  treacherous  manner  of  his  mournful  death,. 
And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France. 
But,  lords,  in  all  our  bloody  massacre, 
I  muse,'  we  met  not  with  the  dauphin's  grace; 
His  new-come  champi(»i,  virtuous  Joan  of  Arc  ; 
Nor  any  of  his  false  confederates. 

Bed.  'Tis  thought,  lord  Talbot,  when  the  fight 
began, 
Rous'd  on  the  sudden  from  their  droW^  beds, 
They  did,  amongst  the  troop»  wf  armeci  men. 
Leap  o'er  the  walls  for  refuge  in  the  field: 

Bur.  Myself  ^as  far  as  I  could  well  discern. 
For  smoke,  and  dusky  vapours  of  the  night.) 
Am  sure,  I  scar'd  the  dauphin,  and  his  trull ; 
When  arm  in  arm  they  both  came  swiftly  running. 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  turtle-doves, 
That  could  not  live  asunder  day  or  night 
After  that  things  are  set  in  order  here. 
We'll  follow  them  witli  all  the  power  we  have. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  All  hail,  my  lords !  which  of  this  princely 
train 
Call  ye  the  warlike  Talbot,  for  his  acts 
So  much  applauded  through  the  realm  of  France  ? 

7Vi/.  Here  is  the  Talbot ;  who  would  speak  with       / 
him  ? 

Mess.  The  virtuous  lady,  countess  of  Auvergne, 
With  modesty  admiring  thy  renown, 
By  me  entreats,  good  lord,  thou  would'st  vouchsafe 
To  visit  her  poor  castle  where  she  lies  ;4 
That  she  may  boast,  she  hath  beheld  the  man 
Whoe  glork'  filU  the  world  with  loud  report. 

Bur.   Is  it  evon  s3?  Nay,  (hen,  I  ;>ee,  our  wars 

(3)  \\oiu]eT.         (4)  t.  e.  Where  she  dweUn 
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Jlctri 


VVni  turn  unto  a  peaceful  comic  gport, 
When  ladies  crave  to  be  encounter'd  with. — 
You  may  not,  my  lord,  despise  her  gejitle  suit. 

Tal.  Ne'er  trust  me  then ;  for,  when  a  world  of 
men 
Could  not  prevail  with'  all  their  oratory, 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindness  over-rulM : — 
And  therefore  tell  her,  I  return  great  thanks; 
And  in  submission  will  attend  on  her. — 
Will  not  vour  honours  bear  me  company  ? 

Bed,  No,  truly ;  it  is  more  than  manners  will : 
And  I  have  heard  it  said, — Unbidden  guests 
Are  often  welcomest  when  they  are  gone. 

Tal.  Well  then,  alone,  since  there's  no  remedy, 
I  mean  to  prove  this  lady's  courtesy. . 
Come  hither,  captain.  [fVhispers.] — You  perceive 
my  mind. 

Capt  I  do,  my  lord ;  and  mean  accordingly. 

[Exeunt. 

SCJEJVE  III.—Auvergne.     Ckmri  of  the  castle. 
Enter  the  Countess  and  her  Porter. 

Count.  Porter,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge ; 
And,  when  you  have  done  so,  bring  the  keys  to  me. 

Fort.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit. 

Count.  The  plot  is  laid :  if  all  things  fall  out  ri^t, 
I  shall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit. 
As  Scythian  Thomyris  by  Cyrus'  death. 
Great  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadful  knight. 
And  his  achievements  of  no  less  account : 
Fain  would  mine  eyes  be  witness  with  mine  ears. 
To  give  their  censure^  of  these  rare  reports. 

Enter  Messenger  and  Talbot 

J^ess.  Madam, 
According  as  your  ladyship  desir'd, 
By  message  crav'd,  so  is  lord  Talbot  come. 

Omni.  And  he  is  welcome.     What?  is  this  the 
man.^ 

Mess.  Madam,  it  is. 

Count.  Is  this  the  scourge  of  France.' 

Is  itas  the  Talbot,  so  much  fear'd  abroad. 
That  with  his  nam«  the  mothers  still  their  babes.' 
I  see,  report  is  fabulous  and  false : 
I  thought,  I  should  have  seen  some  Hercules, 
A  second  hector,  for  his  grim  aspect. 
Ana  laige  i^portion  of  his  strong-knit  limbs. 
Alas !  this  is  a  child,  a  silly  dwarf: 
It  cannot  be,  this  weak  and  writhled^  snrimp, 
Should  strike  such  terror  to  his  enemies. 

Tal.  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you : 
But  since  your  ladyship  is  not  at  leisure, 
I'll  sort  some  other  time  to  visit  you. 

Count.  What  means  he  now? — Go  ask  him 
whither  he  goes  ? 

Mess.  Stay,  my  lord  Talbot ;  for  my  lady  craves 
To  know  the  cause  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

Tal.  Marry,  for  that  she's  in  a  wrong  belief, 
I  go  to  certify  her,  Talbot's  here. 

Re-enter  Porter,  toith  keys. 

Count.  If  thou  be  he,  then  art  thou  prisoner. 

Tal.  Prisoner!  to  whom? 

Count.  To  me,  blood-thirsty  lord ; 

And  for  that  cause  I  train'd  thee  to  my  house. 
Long  time  thy  shadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me, 
For  in  my  gallery  thy  picture  hangs : 
But  now  the  substance  shall  endure  the  like; 
And  I  will  chain  these  legs  and  arms  of  thine, 
That  hast  by  tyranny,  these  many  years, 
Wasted  our  country,  slain  our  citizens. 


(1)  For  opinion. 
(3)  Fooliah. 


(2)  Wrinkled, 
(4)  f  or  a  purpoBC. 


And  sent  our  sons  and  husbands  captivate. 

Tal.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Count.  Laughest  thou,  wretch  ?  thy  mirth  <>hall 
turn  to  moan. 

Tal.  I  laugh  to  see  your  ladyship  so  fond,' 
To  think  that  you  have  aught  but  Talbot's  shadow. 
Whereon  to  practise  your  severity. 

Count.  Why,  art  not  thou  the  man  ? 

TaL  I  am  indeed. 

Count.  Then  have  I  substance  too. 

Tal.  No,  no,  I  am  but  i^hudow  of  myself: 
You  are  deceiv'd,  my  substance  is  not  here ; 
For  what  you  see,  is  but  the  smallest  part 
And  least  proportion  of  humanity : 
I  tell  you,  madam,  were  the  whole  frame  here. 
It  is  of  such  a  spacious  lofty  pitch. 
Your  roof  were  not  suthcient  to  contain  it 

Count.   This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the 
nonce  ;4 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here : 
How  can  these  contrarieties  agree  ? 

TaL  That  will  I  show  you  prest^ntly. 

He  winds  a  horn.  Drums  heard ;  then  a  peal  of 
ordnance.  The  gates  being  forced^  enter  soldiers. 

How  say  you,  madam  ?  are  you  now  persuaded. 
That  Talbot  is  but  shadow  of  himself? 
These  are  his  substance,  sinews,  arms,  and  strength. 
With  which  he  yoketh  your  rebellious  necks ; 
Razeth  your  cities,  and  subverts  your  towns. 
And  in  a  moment  makes  them  desolate. 

Count.  Victorious  Talbot !  pardon  my  abuse : 
I  find,  thou  art  no  less  than  fame  hath  bruited  \^ 
And  more  than  may  be  gather'd  by  thy  shape. 
Let  my  presumption  not  provoke  thy  wrath ; 
For  I  am  sorry,  that  with  reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art 

Tal.  Be  not  dismay'd,  fair  lady ;  nor  misconstrue 
The  mind  of  Talbot,  as  you  did  mistake 
The  outward  composition  of  his  body. 
What  you  have  done,  hath  not  oflended  me : 
No  other  satisfaction  do  I  crave. 
But  only  (with  your  patience,)  that  we  may 
Taste  of  your  wine,  and  see  what  cates  you  have; 
For  soldiers'  stomachs  always  serve  them  well. 

Count.  With  all  my  heart :  and  think  me  honoured 
To  feast  so  great  a  warrior  in  my  hou.se.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^''E  /F.— London.  The  Temple  Garden. 
Enter  the  Earls  of  Somerset,  Suffolk,  and 
Warwick;  Richard  Plantagenet,  Vernon,  and 
another  Lawyer. 

Plan.  Great  lords,  and  gentlemen,  what  means 
this  silence  ? 
Dare  no  man  answer  in  a  case  of  truth  ? 

Su^.  Within  the  Temple  hall  we  were  too  loud  ; 
The  garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Plan.  Then  say  at  once,  if  I  maintain'd  the  truth ; 
Or  else  was  wrangling  Somerset  in  the  error  ? 

Sf//7!  'Faith,  I  have  been  a  truant  in  the  law ; 
And  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it : 
And,  therefore,  frame  the  law  unlo  my  will. 

Som.  Judge  you,  my  lord  of  Warwick,  tlien 
between  us. 

War.  Bet^veen  two  hawks,  which  flies  the  higher 
pitch ; 
Between  two  dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  mouth ;  ' 
lietwccn  two  blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper; 
Between  two  horses,  which  doth  bear  him  best ;« 
Between  t^vo  girls,  which  hath  the  merriest  eye ; 
I  have,  perhaps,  some  shallow  spirit  of  judgment 

(5^  Announced  loudly. 

(6)  t.  e.  Regulate  his  motions  most  adroitly. 
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But  in  these  nice  sharp  quillets  of  the  law, 
Good  faith,  I  am  no  wiser  than  a  daw. 

Plan.  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance . 
The  truth  appears  so  naked  on  my  side. 
That  any  purblind  eye  may  find  it  out. 

Som.  And  on  my  side  it  is  so  well  appareird, 
So  clear,  so  shining,  and  so  evident. 
That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man*s  eye. 
Plan,  Since  you  are  tongue-tyM,  and  so  loath  to 
speak, 
In  dumb  significants  proclaim  your  thoughts : 
Let  him,  that  is  a  true-bom  gentleman. 
And  stands  upon  the  honour  of  his  birth. 
If  he  suppose  that  I  have  pleaded  truth, 
From  off  this  brier  plucH  a  white  rose  with  me. 

Som.  Let  him  that  is  no  coward,  nor  no  flatterer, 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  truth. 
Pluck  a  red  rose  from  off  this  thorn  with  me. 

fVar.  I  love  no  colours  ;i  and,  without  all  colour 
Of  base  insinuating  flattery, 
I  pluck  this  white  rose,  with  Plantagenet.    * 

Sit^.  I  pluck  this  red  rose,  with  young  Somerset ; 
And  say  withal,  I  think  he  held  the  right. 

Vitr.  Stay,  lords  and  gentlemen  :  and  pluck  no 
more. 
Till  you  conclude — that  he,  upon  whose  side 
The  fewesrt  roses'  are  croppM  from  the  tree. 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  opinion. 

Scm.  Good  master  Vernon,  it  is  well  objected  ;2 
If  I  have  fewest,  I  subscribe  in  silence. 
Plan.  And  I. 

Ver.  Then,  for  the  truth  and  plainness  of  the  case, 
I  pluck  this  pale,  and  maiden  blossom  here. 
Giving  my  verdict  on  the  white  rose  side. 

Som.  Prick  not  your  finger  as  you  pluck  it  off; 
Lest,  bleeding,  you  do  paint  the  white  rose  red 
And  fall  on  my  side  so  against  your  will. 

Fer.  U  I,  my  lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed, 
Opinion  shall  be  surgeon  to  my  hurt. 
And  keep  me  on  the  side  where  still  I  am. 
Som.  VVell,  well,  come  on:  Who  else  .^ 
Law.  Unless  my  study  and  my  books  be  false. 
The  argument  you  held,  was  wrong  in  you; 

[To  Somerset. 
In  sign  whereof,  I  pluck  a  white  rose  too. 

Plan.  Now,  Somerset,  where  is  your  ailment  ? 
Som.  Here,  in  my  scabbard ;  meditating  that. 
Shall  die  your  white  rose  in  a  bloody  red. 
Plan,    Mean  time,  your  cheeks  do  counterfeit 
our  roses ; 
For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witnessing 
The  truth  on  our  side. 

Som.  No,  Plantagenet, 

'Tis  not  for  fear;  but  anger,— that  thy  cheeks. 
Blush  for  pure  shame,  to  counterfeit  our  roses ; 
And  yet  thy  tongue  will  not  confess  thy  error. 
Plan.  Hath  not  thy  rose  a  canker,  Somerset  ? 
Som.  Hath  not  thy  rose  a  thorn,  Plantagenet  ? 
Plan.  Ay,  sharp  and  piercing,  to  maintain  bis 
truth; 
Whiles  thy  coosumine  canker  eats  his  falsehood. 
«5ofn.  VV%?I1,  V\\  find  friends  to  wear  my  bleeding 
roses. 
That  shall  maintain  what  I  have  said  is  true, 
Where  false  Plantagenet  dare  not  be  seen. 

Plan.  Now,  by  this  maiden  blossom  in  my  hand, 
I  scorn  thee  and' thy  fashion,  peevish  boy. 
Sv^.  Turn  not  thy  scorns  this  way,  Plantagenet. 
Plan.  Proud  Poole,  I  will ;  and  acorn  both  him 
and  thee. 

(1)  Tints  and  deceits:  a  play  on  the  word. 

(2)  Justly  proposed. 

^)  t.  e,  Hcne  who  have  no  right  to  arms. 
vol/  II. 


Suff".  V\\  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat 
Som.  Away,  away,  good  William  £)e-la-Poole ! 
We  grace  the  yeoman,  by  conversing  with  him. 
Jvar.  Now,  by  God's  will,  thou  wrongest  him, 
Somerset ; 
His  grandfather  was  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence, 
Third  son  to  the  third  Edward  king  of  England  ; 
Spring  crestless  yeomen'  from  so  deep  a  root  ? 

Plan.  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege,* 
Or  durst  not,  for  his  craven  heart,  say  ilius. 
Som.  By  him  that  made  me,  Pll  maintain  my 
words 

On  any  plot  of  ground  in  Christendom : 
Was  not  thy  father,  Richard,  earl  of  Cambridge, 
For  treason  executed  in  our  late  king's  days  f 
And,  by  his  treascHi,  stand'st  not  thou  attainted, 
Corrupted,  and  exempt*  from  ancient  gentry.^ 
His  trespass  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  blood ; 
And,  till  thou  be  restored,  thou  art  a  yeoman. 

Plan,  My  father  was  attached,  not  attainted , 
Condemn'd  to  die  for  treason,  but  no  traitor ; 
And  that  I'll  prove  on  better  men  than  Somerset, 
Were  growing  time  once  ripen'd  to  my  will. 
For  your  partakei^  Poole,  and  you  yourself, 
I'll  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory. 
To  scourge  you  for  this  apprehension  i^ 
Look  to  it  well ;  and  say  you  are  well  wam'd. 

Som,  Ay,  thou  shalt  find  us  ready  for  thee  still 
And  know  us,  by  these  colours,  for  thy  foes ; 
For  these  my  friends,  in  spite  of  thee,  shall  wear. 
Plan.  And,  by  my  soul,  this  pale  and  angiy  rose. 
As  co^izance  of  my  bUxid-drinking  hate, 
Will  i  for  ever,  and  my  faction,  wear; 
Until  it  wither  with  me  to  my  grave. 
Or  flourish  to  the  height  of  my  degree. 
Svff'.  Go  forward,  and  be  chok'd  with  thy  am- 
bition ! 
And  so  farewell,  until  I  meet  thee  next        [Erit. 
Som.  Have  with  thee,  Poole. — Farewell,  ambi- 
tious Richard.  [Exit, 
Plan.  How  I  am  brav'd,  and  must  perforce  en- 
dure it  f 
Tf^ar.  This  blot,  that  they  object  against  your 
house. 
Shall  be  wip'd  out  in  the  next  imrliament, 
Call'd  for  the  truce  of  W^inchester  and  Gloster: 
And,  if  thou  be  not  then  created  York, 
I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick. 
Mean  time,  in  signal  of  my  love  to  thee. 
Against  proud  Somerset,  and  William  Poole, 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  rose : 
And  here  I  prophesy, — This  brawl  to-day. 
Grown  to  this  faction,  in  the  Temple  garden. 
Shall  send,  between  the  red  rose  and  the  white, 
A  thousand  souls  to  death  and  deadly  night 

Plan.  Good  master  Vernon,  I  am  bound  to  you, 
That  you  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  flower. 
fer.  In  your  behalf  still  will  I  wear  the  same. 
Zjaw.  And  so  will  1. 
Plan.  Thanks,  gentle  sir. 
Come,  let  us  four  to  dinner :  I  dare  say, 
This  quarrel  will  drink  blood  another  day.    [Exe. 

SCEJVJE  v.— The  satne.  A  room  in  the  Totper. 
Enter  Mortimer,  brought  in  a  chair  by  two 
Keepers. 

Mor.  Kind  keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  age, 
Let  dying  Mortimer  here  rest  himself — 
Even  like  a  man  new  haled  from  the  rack, 
So  fare  my  limbs  with  long  imprisonment : 

(4)  The  Temple,  being  a  religious  house,  was  a 
sanctuary. 

(5)  Excluded.    (6)  Confederate.    (7)  Opiuioa 
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And  these  grey  locks,  the  porsuirants  of  death,i 

Nestor-like  aged,  in  an  age  of  care, 

Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer. 

These   eyes, — like   lamps  whose  wasting  oil  is 

spent, — 
Wax  dim,  as  drawing  to  their  exigent  :2 
Weak  shoulders,  overborne  with  burdening  grief; 
And  pithless  arms,  like  to  a  withered  vine. 
That  droops  his  sapless  branches  to  the  ground. — 
Yet  are   these  feet — whose  strengthless  stay   is 

numb. 
Unable  to  support  this  lump  of  clay, — 
Swift-wingea  with  desire  to  get  a  grave, 
As  witting  I  no  other  comfort  have. — 
But  tell  me,  keeper,  will  my  nephew  come  ? 

1  Keqi.  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  lord,  will  come : 
We  sent  unto  the  Temple,  to  his  chamber ; 
And  answer  was  returned,  that  he  will  come. 

JIfor.  Enough ;  my  soul  shall  then  be  satisfied. — 
Poor  gentleman  !  his  wrong  doth  equal  mine. 
Since  Henry  Monmouth  first  began  to  reign 
(Before  whose  glory  I  was  great  in  arms,) 
This  loathsome  sequestration  have  I  had ; 
And  even  since  then  hath  Richard  been  obscured, 
DeprivM  of  honour  and  inheritance : 
But  now  the  arbitrator  of  despairs. 
Just  death,  kind  umpire*  of  men's  miseries, 
With  sweet  enlargement  doth  dismiss  me  hence ; 
I  would,  his  troubles  likewise  were  expired. 
That  80  he  might  recover  what  was  lost 

Enter  Richard  Plantagenet 

1  Keep.  My  lord,  your  loving  nephew  now  is 
come. 

M&r.  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  friend.^    Is  he 
come.^ 

Plan.  Ay,  noble  uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd. 
Your  nephew,  late-despised<  Richard,  comes. 

JIfor.  Direct  mine  arms,  I  may  embrace  his  neck. 
And  in  his  bosom  spend  my  latter  gasp : 
O,  tell  me,  when  my  lips  do  touch  hi»  cheeks, 
That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  kiss. — 
And  no\v  declare,  sweet  stem  from  York's  great 

stock, 
Why  didst  thou  say — of  late  thou  wert  despis'd  ? 

Plan.  First,  lean  thine  aged  back  against  mine 
arm; 
And,  in  that  ease,  I'll  tell  thee  my  disease.^ 
This  day,  in  argument  upon  a  case, 
Some  words  there  grew  'twixt  Somerset  and  me : 
Among  which  terms  he  used  his  lavish  tongue. 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  father's  death; 
Which  obloc|uy  set  bars  before  my  tongue, 
Else  with  the  like  I  had  requited  him : 
Therefore,  good  unc4e, — for  my  father's  sake. 
In  honour  of  a  true  Plantagenet, 
And  for  alliance'  sake, — declare  the  cause 
My  father,  earl  of  Cambridge,  lost  his  head. 

'j\for.  That  cause,  fair  nephew,  that  imprisoii'd  me, 
And  hath  dctain'd  me,  all  my  flow'ring  youth. 
Within  a  loathsome  dungeon,  there  to  pine. 
Was  cursed  instrument  of  his  decease. 

Plan.   Discover  more  at  large  what  cause  that 
was; 
For  I  am  ignorant,  and  cannot  guess. 

Mor.  I  will ;  if  that  my  fading  breath  permit, 
And  death  approach  not  ere  my  talc  be  done 
Henr}'the  Fourth,  grandfather  to  this  king, 
Depos'd  his  nephew  Richard ;  Edward's  son, 

(1)  The  heralds  that,  fore-running  deatli,  pro- 
claim its  approach. 

(2)  End. 

(3)  t.  f  He  who  terminates  or  concludes  misery. 


The  first-begotten,  and  the  lawful  heir 

Of  Eklward  king,  tlie  third  of  that  descent : 

During  whose  reign,  the  Percies  of  the  north, 

Finding  his  usurpation  most  unjust, 

Endeavour'd  my  advancement  to  the  throne  : 

The  reason  mov'd  these  warlike  lords  to  this. 

Was — for  that  (young  king  Richard  thus  rcmov'd. 

Leaving  no  heir  begotten  of  his  body,) 

I  was  the  next  by  birth  and  pmrentage ; 

For  by  my  mother  I  derived  am 

From  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  son 

To  king  Edward  the  Third ;  whereas  he. 

From  John  of  (iaunt  doth  bring  hi'  pei^grec, 

l^ing  but  fourth  of  that  heroic  line. 

But  mark ;  as,  in  this  haughty^  great  attempt. 

They  laboured  to  plant  the  rightful  heir, 

I  lost  mv  liberty,  and  they  their  lives. 

Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  Fifth,— 

Succeeding  his  father  Bolingbroke, — did  reign. 

Thy  father,  earl  of  Cambridge, — then  deriv'd 

From  iXmous  Edmund  Langlcy,  duke  of  York, — 

Manying  my  sister,  that  thy  mother  was, 

Afcain,  in  pity  of  my  hard  distress, 

I-evicd  an  anny ;  weening'  to  redeem. 

And  have  instull'd  me  in  the  diadem: 

But,  as  the  rest,  so  fell  that  noble  earl, 

And  was  beheaded.     Thus  the  Mortimers, 

In  whom  the  title  rested,  were  suopress'd. 

Plan.  Of  which,  my  lord,  your  nonour  is  the  last. 

J\Ior.  True ;  and  thou  seest,  that  I  no  issue  have ; 
And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death : 
Thou  art  my  heir ;  the  rest,  I  wish  thee  gather : 
But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  studious  care. 

Plan.  Thy  grave  admonishments  prevail  with  me: 
But  yeiy  roethinks,  my  father's  execution 
VN'us  nothing  less  than  bloody  tyranny. 

Mor.  With  silence,  nephew,  be  thou  politic ; 
Stix>n«j-fixed  is  the  house  of  Lancaster, 
And,  like  a  mountain,  not  to  be  remov'd. 
But  now  thy  uncle  is  removing  hence ; 
As  princes  clo  their  courts,  when  they  are  cloy'd 
With  long  continuance  in  a  settled  place. 

Plan.  0,  uncle,  'would  some  part  of  my  young 
years 
Mijrht  but  redeem  the  passage  of  your  age  ! 

Mor.  Thou  dost  then  wrong  me ;  as  the  slaugh 
t'rer  doth. 
Which  giveth  many  wounds,  when  one  will  kill. 
Mnum  not,  except  thou  sorrow  for  my  good ; 
Only,  give  order  for  my  funeral ; 
And  so  farewell ;  and  fair^  be  all  tliy  hopes ! 
And  prospeixius  be  thv  life,  in  peace,  and  war ! 

[Diej. 

Plan.  And  peace,  no  war,  befall  thy  parting  soul ! 
In  prisfui  hast  thou  sjient  a  pilgrimage, 
And  like  a  hermit  overpass'd  thy  days. — 
Well,  I  will  lock  his  counsel  in  my  Ijreast; 
.And  what  I  do  imagine,  let  that  rest — 
Keej>ers,  convey  him  hence ;  and  I  myself 
Will  see  his  burial  better  than  his  life.' — 

[F.reuni  Keepers,  hearing  out  Mortimer. 
Here  dies  the  duskv  torch  of  Mortimer, 
Chok'd  with  ambitfon  of  the  in«  aner  sort:—        * 
And,  for  those  wrongs,  those  bitter  injuries, 
Which  Somerset  hath  offer'd  to  my  house, — 
I  doubt  not,  but  with  honour  to  redress : 
And  therefore  haste  I  to  the  parliament; 
Either  to  be  restored  to  my  blood. 
Or  make  my  ill9  the  advantage  of  my  good.  [Exit 

(4)  Lately-despised.    (5)  Uneasiness,  di.scontent 
(6)  High.         (7)  Thinking. 

(8)  Lucky,  prosperous. 

(9)  My  ifl,  is  my  ill  usage. 
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ACT  III. 

SCEJVE  I.—Thegame.  The  Parliament' House. 
Flourish.  Enter  King  Henir,  Exeter,  Gloeter, 
Warwick,  Somerset,  ami  Suffolk ;  the  Bishop  of 
Winchester,  Richard  Plantagenet,  and  others. 
Gloster  q^ers  to  put  up  a  bill  ,-i  Winchester 
snatches  it,  and  tears  it. 

Win.  Com*st  thou  with  deep  premeditated  lines, 
With  written  pamphlets  studiously  devis'd, 
Humphrey  of  Gloster?  if  thou  canst  acctise, 
Or  aught  intends  to  lay  unto  my  charge. 
Do  it  without  invention  suddenly ; 
As  I  with  sudden  and  extemporal  speech 
Purpose  to  answer  what  thou  canst  object 

(xlo.  Presumptuous  priest !  this  place  commands 
my  patience. 
Or  thou  8hould*st  find  thou  hast  dishonour'd  me. 
Think  not,  although  in  writing  I  preferred 
The  manner  of  thy  vile  outrageous  crimes, 
That  therefore  I  liave  forg'd,  or  am  not  able 
Verbatim  to  rehearse  the  method  of  mv  pen : 
No,  prelate ;  such  is  thy  audacious  wickedness, 
Thy  lewd,  pestiferous,  and  dissentious  pranks, 
As  very  infants  prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  art  a  most  pernicious  usurer ; 
Froward  by  nature,  enemy  to  peace  ; 
Lascivious,  wanton,  more  than  well  beseems 
A  man  of  thy  profession,  and  degree ; 
And  for  thy  treacheiy.  What's  more  manifest ; 
In  that  thou  laid'st  a  trap  to  take  my  life. 
As  well  at  London-bridge,  as  at  the  Tower  ? 
Besides,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  thoughts  were  sifted, 
The  king,  thy  sovereign,  is  not  quite  exempt 
From  envious  malice  of  thy  swelling  heart 

Win.  Gloster,  I  do  defy  thee. — Lords,  vouchsafe 
To  give  me  hearing  what  I  shall  reply. 
If  I  were  covetous,  ambitious,  or  perverse, 
As  he  will  have  me,  How  am  I  so  poor  } 
Or  how  haps  it,  I  seek  not  to  advance 
Or  raise  myself,  but  keep  my  wonted  calling.' 
And  for  dissension.  Who  preierreth  peace 
More  than  I  do, — except  I  be  provotM  } 
No,  my  good  lords,  it  is  not  that  offends ; 
It  is  not  that,  that  hath  incensM  the  duke : 
It  is,  because  no  one  should  sway  but  he ; 
No  one,  but  he,  should  be  about  the  king; 
And  that  engenders  thunder  in  his  breast. 
And  makes  him  roar  these  accusations  forth. 
But  he  shall  know,  I  am  as  good 

Glo.  As  good .? 

Thou  bastard  of  my  pandfather ! — 

Win.  Kjy  lordly  sir ;  For  what  are  you,  I  pray. 
But  one  imperious  in  another's  throne .' 

GU).  Am  I  not  the  protector,  saucy  priest.' 

Win.  And  am  I  not  a  prelate  of  tne  church  ? 

Glo.  Yes,  as  an  outlaw  in  a  castle  keeps, 
And  useth  it  to  (patronage  his  theft. 

Win.  Unreverent  Gloster ! 

Glo.  Thou  art  reverent 

Touching  thv  spiritual  function,  not  thy  life. 

WinU  This  Home  shall  remedy. 

War.  Iloam  thither  then. 

Som.  My  lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear. 

War.  Ay,  see  the  bishop  be  not  overborne. 

Som.  Methinks,  my  lord  should  be  religious. 
And  know  the  office  that  belongs  to  such. 

War.  Methinks,  his  lordship  should  be  humbler ; 
It  fitteth  not  a  prelate  so  to  plead. 

Som.  Yes,  when  his  holy  state  is  toach*d  so 


(V)  I.  «.  Articles  of  accusatioik 
(2)  Unseemly,  indecent 


War.  State  holy,  or  unhallowM,  what  of  that.' 
Is  not  his  grace  protector  to  the  king? 

Plan.  Plantagenet,  I  see,  must  hold  his  tongue ; 
Lest  it  be  said,  Speak^  sirrah,  when  you  should  f 
Must  your  boid verdict  enter  talk  with  lords? 
Else  would  I  have  a  fling  at  Winchester.     [Aside, 

K.  Hen.  Uncles  of  Gloster,  and  of  Wincnester, 
The  special  watchmen  of  our  English  weal ; 
I  would  prevail,  if  prayers  might  prevail, 
To  join  your  hearts  in  love  and  ami^. 
O,  what  a  scandal  is  it  to  our  crown. 
That  two  such  noble  peers  as  ye,  should  jar ! 
Believe  me,  lords,  my  tender  years  can  tell. 
Civil  dissension  is  a  viperous  worm, 
That  niaws  the  bowels  of  the  commonwealth. — 
[A  noise  within ;  Down  with  the  tawny,  coats ! 
What  tumult's  this? 

War.  An  uproar,  I  dare  warrant. 

Begun  through  malice  of  me  bishop's  men. 

[A  noise  again;  Stones!  stones! 

EnUr  the  Mayor,  q/*  London,  attended. 
May.  O,  my  good  lords, — and  virtuous  Heniy, — 
Pity  the  city  of  Ixxidon,  pity  us ! 
Thle  bishop  and  the  duke  of  Gloster's  men, 
Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  weapon. 
Have  fiU'd  their  pockets  full  of  pebble-stones ; 
And,  banding  themselves  in  contrary  parts, 
Do  pelt  so  fast  at  one  another's  pate. 
That  many  have  their  giddy  brains  knock'd  out : 
Our  windows  are  broke  down  in  every  street. 
And  we,  for  fear,  compell'd  to  shut  our  shops. 

Enter,  skirmishing,  the  retainers  of  Gloeter  and 
Winchester,  with  bloody  pates. 

K.  Hen.  We  charge  you,  on  allegiance  to  our^elf. 
To  hold  your  slaught'ring  hands,  and  keep  the  peace. 
Pray,  uncle  Gloster,  mitigate  this  strife. 

1  Serv.  Nay,  if  we  be 

Forbidden  stones,  we'll  fall  to  it  with  our  teeth. 

2  Serv.  Do  what  ye  dare,  we  are  as  resolute. 

[Skirmish  again, 
Glo.  You  of  my  household,  leave  this  peevish 
broil. 
And  set  this  unaccustom'd^  fight  aside. 

3  Serv.  My  lord,  we  know  your  grace  to  be  a  man 
Just  and  upright ;  and,  for  your  royal  birth. 
Inferior  to  none,  but  his  majesty  : 

And  ere  that  we  will  suffer  such  a  prince. 

So  kind  a  father  of  the  commonweal. 

To  be  di^raced  by  an  inkhom  mate,' 

We,  and  our  wives,  and  children,  all  will  fight. 

And  have  our  bodies  slaughter'd  by  thv  foes. 

1  Serv.  Ay,  and  the  very  parings  of  our  nails 
Shall  pitch  a  field,  when  we  are  dead. 

\ Skirmish  again. 

Glo.  Stay,  stay,  I  say  ! 

And,  if  you  love  me,  as  you  say  you  do. 
Let  me  persuade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 

K.  Hen.  O,  how  this  discord  doth  afflict  my 
soul! — 
Can  you,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  behold 
My  sighs  and  tears,  and  will  not  once  relent  ? 
WYk)  should  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not  ? 
Or  who  should  study  to  prefer  a  peace. 
If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  in  broils  ? 

War.  My  lord  protector,  yield; — ^yicld,  Win- 
.  Chester; — 
Except  you  mean,  with  obstinate  repulse. 
To  slay  your  sovereign,  and  destroy  the  realm. 
You  see  what  mischief,  and  what  murder  too, 

^3)  This  was  a  term  of  reprottch  towards  men 
of  learning. 
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Hath  been  enacted  through  your  enmity ; 
Then  be  at  peace,  except  ye  thirst  for  biood. 

Win.  He  shall  submit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 

Glo.  Compassion  on  the  king  commands  me  stoop; 
Or,  I  would  see  his  heart  out,  ere  the  priest 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

War.  Behold,  mv  lord  of  Winchester,  the  duke 
Hath  banish'd  mooay  discontented  fuiy. 
As  by  his  smoothed  brows  it  doth  appear: 
Why  look  you  still  so  stem,  and  tragical } 

Glo.  Here,  Winchester,  I  offer  thee  my  hand. 

K.  Hen.  Fie,  uncle  Beaufort!  I  have  heard  you 
preach. 
That  malice  was  a  greatand  grievous  sin  : 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach, 
But  prove  a  chief  offender  in  the  same  ^ 

War.  Sweet  king! — the  bishop  hath  a  kindly 
gird.1 
For  shame,  my  lord  of  Winchester !  relent ; 
What,  shall  a  child  instruct  you  what  to  do  } 

Win.  Well,  duke  of  Gloster,  I  willyield  to  thee ; 
Love  for  thy  love,  and  hand  for  hand,  I  give. 

Glo.  Ay ;  but,  I  fear  me,  with  a  hollow  heart. — 
See  here,  my  friends,  and  loving  countrymen ; 
This  token  serveth  for  a  flag  of  truce. 
Betwixt  ourselves,  and  all  our  followers : 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  dissemble  not ! 

Win.  So  help  me  God,  as  I  intend  it  not ! 

[Aside. 

K.  Hen.  O  loving  uncle,  kind  duke  of  Gloster, 
How  joyful  am  I  made  by  this  contract ! — 
Away,  my  masters  !  trouble  us  no  more ; 
But  join  in  friejidship,  as  your  lords  have  done. 

1  Serv.  Content ;  1*U  to  the  surgeon's. 

2  Serv.    *  And  so  will  I. 

3  Serv.  And  I  will  see  what  physic  the  tavern 

affords.      \Exeunt  Servants,  Mayor,  i^e 

War.  Accept  this  scroll,  most  gracious  sovereign ; 
Which  in  the  right  of  Richard  Plantagenet 
We  do  exhibit  to  vour  majesn^. 

Glo.  Well  urg'd,  my  lora  of  Warwick;  for,  sweet 
prince. 
An  if  your  grace  mark  every  circumstance, 
You  have  great  reason  to  do  Richard  right : 
Especially,  for  those  occasions 
At  Eltham-place  I  told  your  majesty. 

K.  Hen.  And  those  occasions,  uncle,  were  of 
force: 
Therefore,  mv  loving  lords,  our  pleasure  is. 
That  Richarcf  be  restored  to  his  blood. 

War.  Let  Richard  be  restored  to  his  blood ; 
So  shall  his  father's  wrongs  be  recompens'd. 

Win.  As  will  the  rest,  so  willeth  Winchester. 

K.  Hen.  If  Richard  will  be  true,  not  that  alone, 
But  all  the  whole  inheritance  I  give. 
That  dotli  belong  unto  the  house  of  York, 
From  whence  vou  spring  by  lineal  descent. 

Plan.  Thy  humble  servant  vows  obedience, 
And  humble  senice,  till  the  point  of  death. 

K.  Hen.  Stoop  tlicn,  and  set  your  knee  against 
my  foot ; 
And,  in  reguerdon2  of  that  duty  done, 
i  rirt  thee  with  the  valiant  sword  of  Yoric : 
Rise,  Richard,  like  a  true  Plantagenet ; 
And  rise  created  princely  duke  of  York. 

Plan.   And  so  thrive  Richard,  as  thy  foe«  may 
fall! 
And  as  my  duty  springs,  so  perish  they 
That  gruage  one  tnought  against  your  majesty  ! 

All.  Welcome,  high  prince,  the  mighty xiukc  of 
York! 

f  n  Feels  an  emotion  of  kind  remorse. 
(2)  Recompense. 


Sam.  Perish,  base  prince,  ignoble  duke  of  York  ! 

[Aside. 

Glo.  Now  it  will  best  avail  your  majesty. 
To  cross  the  seas,  and  to  be  crown'd  in  France  : 
The  presence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Am(»ig:st  his  subjects,  and  his  loyal  friends ; 
As  it  disanimates  his  enemies. 

K.  Hen.  When  Gloster  says  the  word,  king  Hen- 
ry goes; 
For  friendly  counsel  cuts  off  many  foes. 

Glo.  Your  ships  already  are  in  readiness. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  Exeter. 

Exe.   Ay,  we  may  march  in  England  or   in 
I^rance, 
Not  seeing  what  is  likely  to  ensue  : 
This  late  dissension  grown  betwixt  the  peers. 
Bums  under  feigned  ashes  of  forg'd  love. 
And  will  at  last  break  out  into  a  tlame  : 
As  fester'd  members  rot  but  by  degrees. 
Till  bones,  and  flesh,  and  sinews,  fall  away. 
So  will  this  base  and  envious  discord  breed. 
And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  prophecy. 
Which,  in  the  time  of  Hemy,  nam'd  the  Fifth, 
Was  in  the  mouth  of  eveiy  sucking  babe, — 
That  Henn',  bom  at  Monmouth,  should  win  all ; 
And  Henry,  bom  at  Windsor,  should  lose  all : 
Which  is  so  plain,  that  Exeter  doth  wish 
His  days  may  finisli  ere  that  hapless  time.     [Eont. 

SCEJCE  //.—France.     Before  Rouen.     Enter 

La  Pucelle  disguised^  and  Soldiers  dressed  like 

countrymen^  with  sacks  upon  their  backs. 

Puc.  These  are  the  city  gates,  the  gates  of  Roiien, 
Through  which  our  policy  must  make  a  bn  ach  : 
Take  heed,  be  wary  how  you  place  your  words ; 
Talk  like  the  vulear  sort  of  market-men. 
That  come  to  gatner  money  for  their  corn. 
If  we  have  entrance  (as  I  nope  we  shall,) 
And  that  we  find  the  slothful  watch  but  weak, 
I'll  by  a  sign  give  notice  to  our  friends. 
That  Charles  the  dauphin  may  encounter  tliem. 

1  Sold.  Our  sacks  sliall  be  a  mean  to  sack  the  city, 
And  we  be  lords  and  rulers  over  Roiien ; 
Therefore  we'll  knock.  [Knocks. 

Guard.  [Within.]  Qui  est  Id  ? 

Puc.  Paisans,  pavvres  gens  de  France  : 
Poor  market- folks,  that  come  to  sell  their  corn. 

Guard.  Enter,  go  in ;  the  market-hell  i.H  rung. 
[Opens  the  gates. 

Puc.  Now,  Roiien,  I'll  shake  thy  bulwnrivs  to 
the  ground.     [Pucelle,  Sf^'enttr  the  city. 

Enter  Charles,  Bastard  of  Orleans,  Aleiiqo.i,  and 
forces. 

Char.  Saint  Dennis  bless  this  happv  stratagem ! 
And  once  again  we'll  sleep  secure  m  koiien. 

Bast.  Here  enter'd  Pucelle,  and  her  practisants  } 
Now  she  is  there,  how  will  she  specify 
Where  is  the  best  and  safest  passage  in .' 

Alen.  By  tlimstingout  atorch  fixim  \  oiidertower; 
Which,  once  discern'd,  shows,  that  her  meaning  i>,-- 
No  way  to  that,<  for  weakness,  which  she  enWr'd. 

Enter  La  Pucelle  on  a  battlement :  holding  out  a 
torch  burning. 

Puc.  Behold,  this  is  the  happy  wedding  torch, 
That  joineth  Roiien  unto  her  countiymen : 
But  burning  fatal  to  the  Talbotites. 

Bast.    See,  noble  Charles !  the  beacon   d  our 
friend. 
The  burning  torch  in  yonder  turret  stands. 

(3)  Confederates  in  stratagems. 

(4)  I.  e.  No  way  equal  to  tliat 
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Ouar.  Now  shine  it  like  a  comet  of  revenge, 
A  profit  to  the  fall  of  all  our  foes ! 

Aien.  Defer  no  time,  Delays  have  dangerous 
ends; 
Enter,  and  cry — The  Dauphin  ! — presently, 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  watch.    [  They  enter. 

Alarums.    Enter  Talbot,  and  certain  English. 
TaL  France,  thou  shalt  rue  this  treason  with  thy 
tears, 
If  Talbot  but  survive  thy  treacheiy. — 
Pucelle,  that  witch,  that  damned  sorceress. 
Hath  wrought  this  hellish  mischief  unawares, 
That  hardly  we  escapM  the  pridei  of  France. 

\Exeunt  to  the  town. 

Alarum:  Excursions.  Enter  from  the  <oim, 
Bedford,  brought  in  sick^  in  a  chair ^  with  Tal- 
bot, Burgundy,  and  the  English  forcts.  Then, 
enter  on  the  walls.  La  Pucelle,  Charles,  Bastard, 
Alen9<»,  and  others. 

Pue.  Good  roorroif ,  gallants !  want  ye  corn  for 
bread  ? 
I  think,  the  duke  of  Burgundy  will  fast 
Before  heMl  buv  again  at  such  a  rate : 
•Twas  full  of  darnel ;  Do  you  like  the  taste  ? 
Bur.  Scoflf  on,  vile  fiend,  and  shameless  court- 
ezan. 
I  trust,  ere  long,  to  choke  thee  with  thine  own, 
And  make  thee  curse  the  harvest  of  that  com. 
Char.  Your  grace  may  starve,  perhaps,  before 

that  time. 
Bed.  O,  let  no  words,  but  deeds,  revenge  this 

treason! 
Puc.  What  will  you  do,  good  grey-beard.^  break 
a  lance. 
And  run  a  tilt  at  death  within  a  chair.' 

Tal.  Foul  fiend  of  France,  and  hag  of  all  despite. 
Encompassed  with  thy  lustful  paramours .' 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  age. 
And  twit  with  cowardice  a  man  half  dead  ? 
Damsel,  Til  have  a  bout  with  you  again. 
Or  else  let  Talbot  perish  with  this  shame. 

Puc.  Are  you  so  hot,  sir  .•* — Yet,  Pucelle,  hold 
thv  peace ; 
If  Talbot  do  but  Ihunder,  rain  will  follow. — 

[Talbot,  and  the  rest,  consult  together. 

God  speed  the  parliament !  who  shall  be  the  speaker? 

TeU.  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  meet  us  in  the 

field? 
Pttc.  Bel  ike,  your  lordship  takes  us  then  for  fools, 
To  try  if  that  our  own  be  ours,  or  no. 

Tal.  I  speak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate, 
But  unto  thee,  Alen<;on,  and  the  rest : 
Will  ye,  like  soldiers,  come  and  fight  it  out  ? 
Alen.  Signior,  no. 

TaL  Signior,  hang ! — base  muleteers  of  France  ! 
Like  peasant  foot-boys  do  they  keep  the  walls. 
And  dare  not  take  up  arms  like  gentlemen. 

Puc.  Captains,  away :  let's  get  us  from  the  walls; 
For  Talbot  means  no  goodness,  by  his  looks. — 
God  be  wi*  you,  my  lord !  we  came,  sir,  but  to  tell 

you 
That  we  are  here. 

[Exeunt  La  Pucelle,  ifC.from  the  walls. 
Tal.  And  there  will  we  be  too,  ere  it  be  long, 
Or  else  reproach  be  Talbot's  greatest  fame ! — 
Vow,  Burgundy,  bv  honour  of  thy  house 

g'rickM  on  by  public  wrongs,  sustained  in  France,) 
ther  to  get  the  town  a^n,  or  die  : 
And  I, — as  sure  as  English  Henry  livei, 

• 

(1)  Haughty  power. 

(2)  Scofli.  (3)  Quite  dispirited. 


And  as  his  father  here  was  conqueror ; 
As  sure  as  in  this  late  betrayed  town 
Great  Cceur-de-lion's  heart  was  buried ; 
So  sure  I  swear  to  get  the  town,  or  die. 

Bur.  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  vows. 

TaL  But,  ere  we  go,  re^rd  this  dying  prince. 
The  valiant  duke  of  Bedford : — Come,  my  lord. 
We  will  bestow  you  in  some  better  place. 
Fitter  for  sickness,  and  for  crazy  age. 

Bed.  Lord  Talbot,  do  not  so  dishonour  me : 
Here  will  I  sit  before  the  walls  of  Roiien, 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  weal,  or  wa 

Bur.  Courageous  Bedford,  let  us  now  persuade 
you. 

Bed.  Not  to  be  gone  from  hence ;  for  once  I  read 
That  stout  Pendragon,  in  his  litter,  sick. 
Came  to  the  field,  and  vanquished  his  foes : 
Methinks,  I  should  revive  the  soldiers'  hearts. 
Because  I  ever  found  them  as  myself 

Tal.  Undaunted  spirit  in  a  dying  breast ! — 
Then  be  it  so : — Heavens  keep  old  Bedford  safe ! — 
And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgundy, 
But  gather  we  our  forces  out  of  h^d, 
And  set  upon  our  boastingenemy. 

[Exeunt  Burgundy,  Talbot,  and  forces,  leav- 
ing Bedford,  and  others. 

Alarum :  Excursions.   Enter  Sir  John  Fastolfe, 
and  a  Captain. 

Capt.  Whither  away,  sir  John  Fastolfe,  in  such 
haste  ? 

Fast.  Whither  away  ?  to  save  myself  by  flight ; 
We  are  like  to  have  the  overthrow  again. 

Capt  WTiat !  will  you  fly,  and  leave  loid  Talbot  ? 

Fast.  Ay, 

All  the  Talbots  in  the  world  to  save  my  life.  [ExiL 

Capt  Cowardly  knight !  ill  fortune  follow  thee  ! 

[Exit 
Retreat :  Excursions.    Enter  from  the  town.  La 

Pucelle,  Alen^oa,  Charles,   J^c.f  and  exeunt. 

Bed.  Now,  quiet  soul,  departwhen  heaven  please; 
For  I  have  seen  our  enemies'  overthrow. 
What  is  the  trust  or  strength  of  foolish  man? 
They,  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  scoffs, 
Are  glad  and  fain  by  flig^ht  to  save  themselves. 

[Dies,  and  is  carried  off  in  his  chair. 

Alarum:  Enter  Talbot,  Burgundy,  and  others. 

Tal.  Lost,  and  recover'd  in  a  day  again  I 
This  is  a  double  honour,  Burgundy : 
Yet,  heavens  have  glory  for  Uiis  victor>' ! 

Bur.  Warlike  and  martial  Talbot,  burgundy 
Enshrines  thee  in  his  heart ;  and  there  erects 
Thv  noble  deeds,  as  valour's  monument. 

i'al.  Thanks,  gentle  duke.    But  where  is  Pu- 
celle now? 
I  think,  her  old  familiar  is  asleep : 
Now  Where's  the  Bastard's  braves,  and  Charles  his 

gleeks.^a 
What,  all  a-mort?'  Rouen  hangs  her  head  for  grief. 
That  such  a  valiant  company  are  fled. 
Now  will  we  take  some  order*  in  the  town. 
Placing  therein  some  expert  officers ; 
And  then  depart  to  Paris,  to  the  king; 
For  there  young  Harry,  with  his  nobles,  lies. 

Bur.  What  wills  lord  Talbot,  pleaseth  Burgundy. 

Tal.  But  yet,  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 
The  noble  duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceas'd, 
But  see  his  exequies*  fulfill'd  in  Rouen ; 

(4)  Make  some  nccessaij  dispositiont. 

(5)  Funeral  rites. 
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A  braver  soldier  never  couched  lance, 
A  gentler  heart  did  never  sway  in  court  : 
But  kings,  and  mightiest  potentates,  must  die ; 
For  that^s  the  end  of  human  misery.        [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  III— The  same.  The  plains  near  the 
dty.  Enter  Charles,  the  Bastard,  Aleii90D,  La 
Pucelle,  and  Jorces. 

Puc.  Dismay  not,  pnncefl,  at  this  accident, 
Nor  grieve  that  Roiien  is  so  recovered : 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrosive, 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedied. 
Let  frantic  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while. 
And  like  a  peacock  sweep  along  his  tail ; 
We*ll  pull  his  plumes,  and  take  away  his  train, 
If  dauphin,  and  the  i^est,  will  be  but  rul'd. 

Char.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto, 
And  of  thy  cunning  had  no  diffidence; 
One  sudden  foil  shall  never  breed  distrust. 

Bast.  Search  out  thy  wit  for  secret  policies. 
And  we  will  make  thee  famous  through  the  world. 

Alen.  We'll  set  thy  statue  in  some  holy  place, 
And  have  thee  reverenced  like  a  blessed  saint ; 
Employ  thee  then,  sweet  virgin,  for  our  good. 

Puc.  Then  thus  it  must  be ;  this  doth  Joan  devise ; 
By  fair  persuasions,  mixM  with  sugarM  words, 
We  will  entice  the  duke  of  Burgundy 
To  leave  the  Talbot,  and  to  follow  us. 

Char.  Ay,  many,  sweeting,  if  we  could  do  that, 
France  were  no  place  for  Henry's  warriors ; 
Nor  should  that  nation  boast  it  so  with  us, 
Bot  be  extirpedi  from  our  provinces. 

AUn.  For  ever  should  they  be  expuls'd'  from 
France, 
And  not  have  title  to  an  earldom  here. 

Puc  Your  honours  shall  perceive  how  I  will  work. 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wished  end. 

[Drums  heard. 
Haric !  by  the  sound  of  drum,  you  may  perceive 
Their  powers  are  marching  unto  P&ris-ward. 

An  English  march.    Enter,  and  pass  over  at  a 
distance,  Talbot  and  his  forces. 

There  goes  the  Talbot,  with  his  colours  spread ; 
And  all  the  troops  of  English  after  him. 

A  French  march.    Enter  the  Duke  q/"  Burgundy 
and  forces. 

Now,  m  the  rearward,  comes  the  duke  and  his ; 
Fortune,  in  favour,  makes  him  lag  behind. 
Sommoo  a  parley,  we  will  talk  with  him. 

[A  parley  sounded. 

Char.  A  parley  with  the  duke  of  Burgundy. 

Bur.  Who  craves  a  parley  with  the  Burgundy  ? 

Puc  The  princely  Qiarles  of  France,  thy  coun- 
tryman. 

Bur.   What  say'st  thou,  Cliarles.^  for  I  am 
marching  hence. 

Ouir.  Speak,  Pucelle;  and  enchant  him  with 
thy  words. 

Puc.  Brave  Burgundy,  undoubted  hope  of  France ! 
Stay,  let  thy  humble  handmaid  speak  to  thee. 

Bur.  Speak  on ;  but  be  not  over-tedious. 

Puc.  Look  on  thy  country,  look  on  fertile  France, 
And  see  the  cities  and  the  towns  defaced 
By  wasting  ruin  of  the  cruel  foe ! 
As  looks  the  mother  on  her  lowly  babe. 
When  death  doth  close  his  tender  dying  eyes, 
See,  tee,  the  pining  malady  of  France ; 
Behold  the  wounds,  the  most  unnatural  wounds. 
Which  thou  thyself  hast  given  her  woful  breast ! 
O,  turn  thy  edged  sword  another  way ; 

(1)  Rooted  out  (2)  Expelled. 


Strike  those  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  those  that ' 
One  drop  of  blood,  drawn  from  thy  country's  bo 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  streams  of  fort 

gore; 
Return  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears. 
And  wasih  away  thy  counti;)'s  stained  spots ! 

Bur.  Either  she  hath  bewitch'd  me  with  h> 
words. 
Or  nature  makes  me  suddenly  relent 

Puc.  Besides,  all  French  and  Frwice  exclaims 
on  thee, 
Doubtino;  thy  birth  and  lawful  progeny. 
Who  join'st  thou  with,  but  witii  a  lordly  nation. 
That  will  not  trust  thee,  but  for  profit's  sake  ? 
When  Talbot  hath  set  footing  once  in  France, 
And  fashion'd  thee  that  instrument  of  ill, 
Who  then,  but  English  Henr)',  will  be  lord, 
And  thou  be  thrust  out,  like  a  fugitive  ? 
Call  we  to  mind, — and  mark  but  this,  for  proof; — 
Was  not  the  duke  of  Orleans  thy  foe  ? 
And  was  he  not  in  Ekigland  prisoner.' 
But,  when  they  heard  ne  was  thine  enemy. 
They  set  him  free,  without  his  ransom  paid, 
in  spite  of  Burgundy,  and  all  his  friends. 
See  then  I  thou  fight'st  against  thy  countrj-men. 
And  join'st  with  them  will  be  thy  slaughtcr-nien. 
Come,  come,  return ;  return,  thou  wand'ring;  loi-d ; 
Charles,  and  the  rest,  will  take  thee  in  their  arms. 

Bur.  I  am  vanquished ;  these  haughty*  words  of 
hers 
Have  batter'd  me  like  roaring  caimon-shot, 
And  made  me  almost  yield  upon  my  knees. — 
F'orgive  me,  country,  and  sweet  countrymen ! 
And,  lords,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace: 
My  forces  and  my  power  of  men  are  yours ; — 
So,  farewell,  Talbot ;  I'll  no  longer  trust  thee. 

Puc  Done  like  a  Frenchman ;  turn,  and  turn 
again! 

Char.  Welcome,  brave   duke!   thy  friendship 
makes  us  fresh. 

Bast  And  doth  beget  new  courage  in  our  breasts. 

A  ten.  Pucelle  hath  bravely  play'd  her  part  in  tliis. 
And  doth  deserve  a  coronet  of  gold. 

Char.  Now  let  us  on,  my  lords,  and  join  our 
powers ; 
And  seek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  foe.       [Exe. 

SCEJVE  /T.— Paris.  A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Gloster,  and  other  Lords, 
Vernon,  Basset,  Sfc.  To  them  Talbot,  and  some 
of  his  Officers. 

Tai    My    gracious   prince, — and    honourable 
-  peers, — 
Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  this  realm, 
I  have  a  while  given  truce  unto  my  wars, 
To  do  my  duty  to  my  sovereign  : 
In  sign  whereof,  this  arm — that  hadi  reclaim'd 
To  your  obedience  fifty  fortresses. 
Twelve  cities,  and  seven  walled  towns  of  strength, 
Besides  five  hundred  prisoners  of  esteem, — 
Lets  fall  his  sword  before  your  highness'  feet ; 
And,  with  submissive  loyalty  of  heart. 
Ascribes  the  gloiy  of  his  conquest  got. 
First  to  my  God,  and  next  unto  vour  grace. 

K.  Hen.  Is  this  the  lord  Talbot,  uncle  Gloster, 
That  hath  so  long  been  resident  in  France  ? 

Glo.  Yes,  if  it  please  your  majesty,  my  liege. 

K.  Hen.  Welcome,  brave  captain,  and  victorioui 
lord! 
When  I  was  young  (as  yet  I  am  not  old,) 
I  do  remember  how  my  father  said, 
A  stouter  champion  never  bandied  sword. 

(3)  Elevated. 
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Long  since  we  werereflolvedi  of  ^our  truth. 
Your  faithful  service,  and  your  toil  in  war ; 
Yet  never  have  vou  tasted  our  reward, 
Or  been  repieraon'd^  with  so  much  as  thanks. 
Because  till  now  we  never  saw  your  face : 
Therefore,  stand  up ;  and,  for  these  good  deserts, 
We  here  create  you  earl  of  Shrewsbury ; 
And  in  our  coronatioi  take  your  place. 

[Exeunt  King  Henry,  Gloster,  Talbot,  and 
JSTobUa. 

Ver.  Now,  sir,  to  you,  that  were  so  hot  at  sea. 
Disgracing  of  these  colours  that  I  wear 
In  honour  of  my  noble  lord  of  York, — 
Dar^st  thou  maintain  the  former  words  thou  spek'st  ? 

Bas,  Yes,  sir ;  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 
The  envious  barking  of  your  saucy  tongue 
Against  my  lord  the  duke  of  Somerset 

Ver.  Sirrah,  thy  lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 

Ba$.  Why,  what  is  he  ?  as  good  a  man  as  York. 

Ver.  Hark  ye ;  not  so :  in  witness,  take  ye  that. 


J  Strikes  him. 
1 


Bas.  Villain,  thou  know^st,  the  law  of  arms  is  such, 
That,  who  so  draws  a  sword,  ^tis  present  death ; 
Or  else  this  blow  should  brOach  thy  dearest  blood. 
But  ril  unto  his  majesty,  and  crave 
I  may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  wrong; 
When  thou  shalt  see,  Til  meet  thee  to  thy  cost. 

Ver.  Well,  miscreant,  Pll  be  there  as  soon  as  you ; 
And,  after,  meet  you  sooner  than  you  would. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

SCEJ^E  l— The  same.  A  room  of  state.  Enter 
King  Henrv,  Gloster,  Exeter,  York,  Suffolk, 
Somerset,  Winchester,  Warwick,  Talbot,  the 
Governor  of  Paris,  and  others. 

Glo.  Lord  bishop,  set  the  crown  upon  his  head. 
fVin.  God  save  king  Heniy,  of  that  name  the 

Sixth ! 
Glo.  Now,  governor  of  Paris,  take  your  oath — 
[Governor  kneels. 
That  you  elect  no  other  king  but  him : 
Esteem  none  friends,  but  such  as  are  his  friends ; 
And  none  your  foes,  but  such  as  shall  pretend* 
Malicious  practices  against  his  state : 
This  shall  ye  do,  so  help  you  righteous  God ! 

[Exeunt  Governor  and  his  train. 

Enter  Sir  John  Fastolfe. 

Fast.  Mv  gracious  sovereign,  as  I  rode  from 
Calais, 
To  haste  unto  your  coronation, 
A  letter  was  delivered  to  my  hands. 
Writ  to  your  grace  from  the  duke  of  Burgundy. 

Tal.  ^hamc  to  the  duke  of  Burgundy,  and  thee ! 
I  vow'd,  base  knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  next. 
To  tear  the  garter  from  thy  cravenV  leg, 

[Flvcking  it  off 
(Wliich  I  have  done)  because  unworthily 
Tho<i  wast  installed  in  that  high  degree. — 
Pardon  me,  princely  Henry,  and  the  rest : 
This  da<»tard,  at  the  battle  of  Patay, 
W'hen  but  in  all  I  was  six  thousand  strong, 
An<l  that  the  Fionrh  were  almost  ten  to  one, — 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a  stroke  was  given. 
Like  to  a  trusty  'squire,  did  run  awav; 
In  which  ast^aiilt  we  lost  twelve  hundred  men ; 
Mygelf,  and  divers  gentlemen  beside, 

CDCoiihnned  in  o|miion.       'l'^  Rewarded. 
(3;  Design.     (4)  Mean,  dastar  lly.     (5)  High. 


Were  there  surprisM,  and  taken  prisoners. 
Then  judge,  great  lords,  if  I  have  done  amiss ; 
Or  whether  that  such  cowards  ought  to  M-ear 
This  ornament  of  knighthood,  yea,  or  no. 

GU).  To  say  the  truth,  this  fact  was  infamoo?. 
And  ill  beseeming  any  conunon  man ; 
Much  more  a  knight,  a  captain,  and  a  leader. 

Tal.  When  first  this  order  was  ordainM,  my  lottlji. 
Knights  of  the  garter  were  of  noble  birth;* 
Valiant,  and  virtuous,  full  of  haughty^  courage. 
Such  as  were  grown  to  credit  by  the  wars ; 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  shrinking  for  distre»s. 
But  always  resolute  in  most  extremes.^ 
He  then,  that  is  not  fumishM  in  this  sort. 
Doth  but  usurp  tlie  sacred  name  of  knight. 
Profaning  this  most  honourable  order ; 
And  should  (if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judge,) 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  hedge-bom  swain 
That  doth  presume  to  boast  of  gentle  blood. 

K.  Hen.  Stain  to  thy  countrymen  !  thou  hear'st 
thy  doom: 
Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  wast  a  knight ; 
Henceforth  we  banish  thee,  on  pain  of  death. — 

[Exit  Faslolft. 
And  now,  my  lord  protector,  view  the  letter 
Sent  from  our  uncle  duke  of  Bui^undy. 

Glo.  WTiat  means  his  grace,  that  he  hathchangM 
his  style  }     [Viewinr  the  superscription. 
No  more  but,  plain  and  blunt^', — To  the  king? 
Hath  he  forgot,  he  is  hi^  sovereign  i 
tOr  doth  this  churlish  superscription 
Pretend^  some  alteration  in  good  will } 
What'f  here  1 — /  Aore,  upon  especial  cause, — 

[Rea(k 

Moo^d  with  compassion  of  my  country^s  wreok., 

Together  with  the  pitiful  complaints 

Of  such  as  your  oppression  feeds  tipo»,— 

Forsaken  your  pernicious  faction^ 

And  joined  with  Charles,  the  rigktfit  king  of 
France. 

0  monstrous  treachery !  Can  this  be  so ; 
That  in  alliance,  amity,  and  oaths, 

There  should  be  found  such  false  dissembling  guile* 
K.  Hen.  WTiat!  doth  my  uncle  Burgundy  revolt ' 
Glo.  He  doth,  my  lord  ;  and  is  become  your  foe. 
K.  Hen.  Is  that  the  worst,  this  letter  dolii  contain  ? 
Glo.  It  is  the  worst,  and  all,  my  lord,  he  writis. 
K.  Hen.  Why  then,  lord  Talbot  there  shall  talk 
with  him, 
And  give  him  chastisement  for  this  abuse : — 
My  lord,  how  say  you .'  are  you  not  content  .* 
Tal.  Content,  my  lie^.'  Yes;  but  that  I  am 
prevented,^ 

1  should  have  begg*d  I  might  have  been  emplovM. 

K.  Hen.  Then  gather  strength,  and  march  imto 
him  strai^t : 
Let  him  per<?eive,  how  ill  we  brook  his  treason ; 
And  what  offence  it  is,  to  flout  his  friends. 

7'a/.  I  go,  my  lord ;  in  heart  desiring  still, 
You  may  behold  confusion  of  your  foes.         [  Ea  it. 
Enter  Vernon  and  Basset. 
Ver.  Grant  me  the  combat,  gracious  sovereiini  ? 
Bas.  And  me,  my  lord,  grant  me  the  cfwnbat  too ! 
York.   This  is  my  8er>'ant;   Hear  him,  noblt- 

prince ! 
Som.  And  this  is  mine ;  Sweet  Henry,  favour  him ! 
K.  Hen.  Be  patient,  loi-ds ;  and  give  thcni  leave 
to  speak. — 
Say,  gentlemen.  What  makes  you  thus  exclaim  .* 
And  wherefore  crave  you  combat?  or  with  whuui  I 

(f]')  i.  €.  Ill  gn-aU'i^t  extremities. 
(7)  Dr>igii.  \ii'  Aiiticioattfd. 
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Fer.  Whii  him,  1117  lord;  for  be  hath  dooe  me 

wrong. 
Bat.   And  I  whh  ham;  far  be  bath  dooe  me 

JLHen.  Wtat  it  that  wrong  whem/ foa  both 
complain  ? 
Fint  let  me  know,  and  then  HI  answer  jtn. 

Bat.  Crrytnng  the  Ma  from  England  kilo  France, 
This  fi-lkjw  here,  with  euTions  carping  tongue. 
Upbraided  me  about  the  rose  I  wear ; 
Sajring — the  mnguine  cxiloar  cf  the  leares 
Did  repre««^t  mj  master's  blnshinr  cbeeksi, 
When  fttubbomljr  he  did  repugn'  me  truth, 
Aboat  a  certain  Question  in  the  bw, 
Ar^u^d  betwixt  the  duke  cf  York  and  him ; 
With  rxher  vile  and  i^rnonanious  termt : 
In  confutation  o(  which  rude  reproach. 
And  in  defence  o(  mj  lonfs  worthiness, 
J  crave  the  benefit  of  law  of  arms. 

Ver.  Knd  that  is  mr  petition,  noble  lord : 
For  thrxij^h  he  seem,  with  forged  quaint  conceit. 
To  set  a  (^km  upon  his  bold  intent. 
Yet  know,  my  lord,  I  was  p>rovok*d  \rf  him ; 
And  he  fir^t  took  exceptions  at  this  badt^e, 
Pronrjuncinf: — that  the  palene«  of  this  flower 
B<:wray*d2  the  faintnesa  of  my  master's  heart. 

York.  Will  not  this  malice,  Somerset,  be  leA? 

Som.    YcAir  private  grudge,  my  lord  of  York, 
will  out. 
Though  ne'er  so  ctmninjrfy  you  smother  it 

ILHen.  (iood  Lord!  what  madness  rales  in 
brain-sick  men ; 
When,  for  so  slight  and  frivolous  a  cause. 
Such  factirMJS  emulations  shall  arise  ! — 
Good  cousins  both,  of  York  and  Somerset, 
Quiet  yourselves,  I  pray,  and  be  at  peace. 

York.  Let  this  dissension  first  be  tried  bj  fight. 
And  therMOur  highness  shall  command  a  peace 

Horn.  The  auarrel  toucheth  none  but  us  alone ; 
Betwixt  ourselves  let  us  decide  it  then. 

York.  There  is  my  pledge ;  accept  it,  Somerset 

Ver.  Nay,  let  it  rest  where  it  began  at  first 

Bag.  CVjfifinn  it  so,  mine  honourable  lord. 

Glo.  Confirm  it  so  ?  Confounded  be  your  strife  I 
And  perish  yt*^  with  your  audacious  prale ! 
Presumptuous  va<isals !  are  you  not  asham'd, 
W'ith  this  immodest  clamorous  outrage 
To  trouble  and  disturb  the  king  and  us.' 
And  you,  my  lords, — methinks,  you  do  not  well. 
To  bear  with  their  perverse  objections; 
Much  less,  to  take  occasion  from  their  mouths 
To  raise  a  mutiny  betwixt  yourselves ; 
I^t  me  ]X;rsuade  you  take  a  better  course. 

Ext.  It  grieves' his  highness  ;—<jood  my  lords, 
be  friends. 

K.  Hen.  Come  hither,  you  that  would  be  com- 
batants : 
Henceforth,  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  favour, 
Quite  to  forget  this  quarrel,  and  the  cause. — 
And  you,  my  lords, — remember  where  we  are  ; 
In  France,  amongst  a  fickle  wavering  nation : 
If  thrv  p<»n.eive  dissension  in  our  looks, 
And  that  within  ourselves  we  disagree. 
How  will  their  grudging  stomachs  be  provok'd 
To  wilful  aisolxMlience,  and  rebel  ? 
Beside,  what  infamy  will  there  arise. 
When  foreign  princes  shall  be  certified. 
That  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard,  ^ 

King  Henry's  peers,  and  chief  nobility. 
Destroyed  themselves,  and  lost  the  realm  of  France .' 
(),  think  upon  the  conquest  of  my  father, 

(1)  Rr«i?t  (2)  Betrayed. 

(3)  ''i'i»  «4trange,  or  wonderful. 


rMy  lender  year?:  and  let  ns  not  ibrego 
That  for  a  tnde,  that  was  booghc  wi&  blood  ! 
Let  me  be  ompire  in  this  doobdol  strife. 
I  see  BO  reaaco,  it  I  wear  iit»  rose, 

'FwUtMgomarwirmm 
That  any  one  sfaonld  therefore  be  gagpiciom 
I  more  incline  to  Somerset,  than  York : 
Both  are  my  kimmen,  and  I  kwe  them  both: 
As  well  they  may  opbirajd  me  with  nnr  crown. 
Because,  ibnooth,  the  king  of  ScoCi  b  crown*(L 
But  yoor  dbcretians  better  can  persosde. 
Than  I  am  abie  to  instnict  or  leach : 
.\od  therefore,  as  we  hither  came  in  peace. 
So  let  OS  still  continae  peace  and  love. — 
Cousm  of  York,  we  mstitme  your  grace 
To  be  om*  regent  in  these  parts  of  France : 
And  good  my  lord  of  Somerset  unite 
Yoor  troops  of  horsemen  with  his  bands  of  foot  ;— 
.\ad.  Eke  true  subjects,  sons  of  your  progcnilors, 
Go  cheerfully  together,  and  digest 
Your  angiT  cholcr  on  your  enemies^ 
Ourseli^  my  lord  protector,  and  the  test. 
After  some  respite,  will  return  to  Calais ; 
From  thence  to  Ejigland ;  where  I  hc^  oe  long 
To  be  presented,  by  your  victories. 
With  Charles,  Alenqon,  and  that  traitorous  root 
[FUmrish.     Elxeuni  Kine  Henry,  Gkx.  Som 
Win.  Su£  oW  Basset 

IFar.  My  lord  of  York,  I  promise  you,  the  king 
Prettily,  methought,  did  play  the  orator. 

i'ork.  And  so  he  did ;  but  yet  I  like  it  not. 
In  that  he  wears  the  bad^  of  Somerset 

tVar.  Tush !  that  was  but  his  fancy,  blame  him  not; 
I  dare  presume,  sweet  prince,  he  tnought  no  harm. 

Forik.  And,  if  J  wist  he  did, — But  let  it  rest ; 
Other  affidis  must  now  be  managed. 

J£iru7ii  York,  Warwick,  and  Vernon. 

Exe.  W  ell  didst  thou,  Richard,  to  suppress  thy 
voice: 
For,  had  the  passions  of  thy  heart  burst  out, 
I  fear,  we  should  have  seen  deciphered  there 
More  rancorous  spite,  more  furious  raging  broils. 
Than  yet  can  be  imagined  or  suppos'o. 
But  howsoe'er,  no  simple  man  that  sees 
This  jarring  discord  01  nobility. 
This  shouldering  of  each  other  in  the  court, 
lliis  factious  bandying  of  their  favourites, 
But  that  it  doth  presage  some  ill  event 
'Tis  much,'  when  sceptres  are  in  children's  hands 
But  more,  when  env)-^  breeds  unkind^  division ; 
There  comes  the  ruin,  there  begins  confusion.  [Els. 

SCEJ^E  //.—France.    B^ore  Bourdeaux.   En- 
ter Talbot,  tcith  his  forces. 

Tal.  Go  to  the  gates  of  Bourdeaux,  trumpeter. 
Summon  their  general  unto  the  wall. 

Trumpet  sounds  a  parley.     Enter^  on  the  walls 
the  General  of  the  French ^brcM,  and  others. 

English  John  Talbot,  captains,  calls  you  forth, 
Ser\ant  in  arms  to  Harry  king  of  England ; 
And  thus  he  would, — Open  your  city  gates. 
Be  humble  to  us ;  call  my  sovereign  yours, 
And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  subjects. 
And  I'll  withdraw  me  and  my  bloody  power. 
But,  if  you  frown  upon  this  profTer'd  peace, 
You  tempt  the  fury  of  my  throe  attendants. 
Lean  famine,  quartering  steel,  and  climbing  fire; 
Who,  in  a  moment,  even  with  the  earth 
Shall  lay  your  stately  and  air-braving  towers, 
1  f  you  forsake  the  oner  of  their  love. 
Gen.  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  owl  of  death. 


(4)  Enmity.  . 


(5)  Unnatural 
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Our  nation's  terror,  and  their  bloody  Koai|^ ! 

The  period  of  thy  tyranny  approacheth. 

On  us  thou  canst  not  enter,  but  by  death : 

For,  I  protest,  we  are  well  fortified, 

And  strong  enough  to  issue  out  and  fig^ht : 

If  thou  retire,  the  dauphin,  well  appointed, 

Stands  with  the  snares  of  war  to  tangle  th«e : 

On  either  hand  thee  there  are  squadrons  pitched. 

To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  flight ; 

And  no  way  canst  thou  turn  thee  for  redress. 

But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  spoil, 

And  pale  destruction  meets  thee  in  the  face. 

Ten  tnousand  French  have  ta'en  the  sacrament 

To  rive  their  dangerous  artillery 

Upon  no  Christian  soul  but  F-oglish  Talbot. 

Lo .'  there  thou  stand'st,  a  breathing  valiant  man, 

Of  an  invincible  unconquerM  spirit : 

This  is  the  latest  glory  of  thy  praise, 

That  I,  thy  enemy,  due'  thee  withal ; 

For  ere  tl4  glass,  that  now  begins  to  run. 

Finish  the  process  of  his  sandy  hour. 

These  eyes,  that  see  thee  now  well  coloured. 

Shall  see  thee  witherM,  bloody,  pale,  and  dead. 

[Drum  afar  off. 
Hark !  hark  !  the  dauphin's  drum,  a  warning  bell, 
Sings  heavy  music  to  thy  timorous  soul ; 
And  mine  shall  ring  thy  dire  departure  out. 

[Exeunt  General,  ijcc/rom  the  walls. 
Tal.  He  fables  not,  I  hear  the  enemy ; — 
Out,  some  light  horsemen,  and  peruse  their  wings. — 
O,  negligent  and  heedless  discipline ! 
How  are  we  park'd,  and  bouncled  in  a  pale ; 
A  little  herd  of  England's  timorous  deer, 
Maz'd  with  a  yelping  kennel  of  French  curs ! 
If  we  be  English  deer,  be  then  in  blood  ;2 
Not  rascal-like,'  to  fall  down  with  a  pinch ; 
But  rather  moody-mad,  and  desperate  stags^ 
Turn  on  the  bloody  hounds  with  heads  of  steel. 
And  make  the  cowards  stand  aloof  at  bay : 
Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine. 
And  they  shall  find  dear  deer  of  us,  my  friends. — 
God,  and  Saint  George !  Talbot,  ana  England's 

right ! 
Prosper  our  colours  in  this  dangerous  fight !  [Exe, 

SCEJVE  Ill—Plaim  in  Gascony.  Enter  York, 
with  forces  ;  to  him  a  Messenger. 

York.  Are  not  the  speedy  scouts  retum'd  again. 
That  d(^'d  the  mighty  army  of  the  dauphin  r 

Mess.  They  are  retum'd,  my  lord;  and  give  it  out, 
That  he  is  march'd  to  Bourdeaux  with  his  power, 
To  fight  with  Talbot :  As  he  march'd  along. 
By  your  espials^  were  discoveted 
Two  mightier  troops  than  that  the  dauphin  led ; 
Which  join'd  with  him,  and  made  their  march  for 
Bourdeaux. 

York.  A  plague  upon  that  villain  Somerset ; 
That  thus  delays  my  promised  supply 
Of  horsemen,  that  were  levied  for  this  siege ! 
Renowned  Talbot  doth  expect  my  aid ; 
And  I  am  lowted^  by  a  traitor  villain. 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier : 
God  comfort  him  in  this  necessity  ! 
If  he  miscarry,  farewell  wars  in  France 

ErUer  Sir  William  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Thou  princely  leader  of  our  English 
strength, 

(1)  Endue,  honour.  (2)  In  high  spirits. 

(3)  A  rascal  deer  is  the  term  of  chace  for  lean 
poor  deer. 

(4)  Spies.  (5)  Vanquished,  baffled. 
(6;  Expended,  consumed. 

VOL.  It. 


Never  so  needful  on  the  earth  of  France, 
Spur  to  the  rr-scue  of  the  noble  Talbot ; 
Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  waist  of  iron. 
And  hemm'd  about  with  grim  destruction  : 
To  Bourdeaux, warlike  duke!  to  Bourdeaux,  York' 
Else,   farewell   Talbot,   France,   and   England's 
honour. 

York.  O  God !  that  Somerset — who  in  proud  heart 
Doth  stop  my  comets — were  in  Talbot's  place ! 
So  should  we  save  a  valiant  gentleman, 
By  forfeiting  a  traitor  and  a  coward. 
Mad  ire,  and  wrathful  fuiy,  make^  me  weep. 
That  thus  we  die,  while  remiss  traitors  sleep. 

Lucy.  O,  send  some  succour  to  the  distress'd  lord! 

York.  He  di€»s,  we  lose ;  I  break  my  warlike  word: 
We  moum,  France  smiles ;  we  lose,  they  daily  get; 
All  'long  of  this  vile  traitor  Somerset. 

Lucy.  Then,  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbot's 
soul! 
And  on  his  son,  young  John ;  whom,  two  hours 

since, 
I  met  in  travel  toward  his  warlike  father! 
This  seven  years  did  not  Talbot  see  his  son ; 
And  now  they  meet  where  both  their  lives  are  done.* 

York.  Alas !  what  joy  shall  noble  Talbot  have. 
To  bid  his  young  son  welcome  to  his  grave  ? 
Away !  vexation  almost  stops  my  breath. 
That  sunder'd  friends  greet  in  thic  hour  of  death. — 
Lucy,  farewell :  no  more  my  fortune  can, 
But  curse  the  cause  I  cannot  aid  the  man. — 
Maine,  Blois,  Poictiers,  and  Tours,  are  won  away, 
'Long  all  of  Somerset,  and  his  delay.  [Exit, 

Lucy.  Thus,  while  the  vulture^  of  sedition 
Feeds  in  the  bosom  of  such  great  ccHnmanders, 
Sleeping  neglection  doth  betray  to  loss 
The  conquest  of  our  scarce-cold  conqueror. 
That  ever-living  man  of  memory, 
Henry  the  Fifth : — Whiles  they  each  other  cross, 
Lives,  honours,  lands,  and  all,  hurry  to  loss.  [Exit. 

SCEJ^E  IV.— Other  plains  qf  Ga^ony.  Enter 
Somerset,  xcith  his  forces  /  an  Officer  of  Tal- 
bot's with  him. 

Som.  It  is  too  late ;  I  cannot  send  them  now  : 
This  expedition  was  by  York,  and  Talbot, 
Too  rashly  plotted ;  all  our  general  force 
Might  with  a  sally  of  the  very  town 
Be  buckled  with  :  the  over-daring  Talbot 
Hath  sullied  all  his  gloss  of  former  honour, 
By  this  unheedful,  desperate,  wild  adventure  : 
York  set  him  on  to  fight,  and  die  in  shame, 
That,  Talbot  dead,  great  York  might  bear  the  name. 

Qffi.  Here  is  sir  William  Lucy,  who  with  me 
Set  irom  our  o'er-match'd  forces  forth  for  aid. 

Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 
Som.  How  now,  sir  William .'  whither  were  you 

sent.^ 
Lucy.  Whither,  my  lord  ?  from  bought  and  sold 
lord  Talbot  ;8 
Who,  rin^'d  about^  with  bold  adversity, 
Cries  out  for  noble  York  and  Somerset, 
To  beat  assailing  death  from  his  weak  legions. 
And  whiles  the  honourable  captain  there 
Drops  bloody  sweat  from  his  war-wearied  limbs. 
Ana,  in  advantage  ling'ring,  looks  for  rescue, 
You,  his  false  hopes,  the  tmst  of  England's  honour. 
Keep  off  aloof  with  worthless  emulation. 
Let  not  your  private  discord  keep  away 

(7)  Alluding  to  the  tale  of  Prometheus. 

(8)  t.  e.  From  one  utterly  ruined  by  the  treache- 
rous practices  of  others. 

(9)  Ejicircled. 
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The  lencd  succours  that  should  lend  him  aid, 
While  he,  renowned  noble  gentleman, 
Yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds  : 
Orleans  the  bastard,  Charles,  and  Burgundy, 
Alencon,  Reignier,  compass  him  about, 
And  Talbot  perisheth  by  your  default. 

Som.  York  set  him  on,  York  should  have  sent 
him  aid. 

lAicy.  And  York  as  fast  upon  your  grace  ex- 
claims ; 
Swearing  that  you  withhold  his  levied  host. 
Collected  for  this  expedition. 

Som.  York  lies ;  he  might  have  sent  and  had  the 
horse: 
1  owe  him  little  duty,  and  less  love ; 
And  take  foul  scorn,  to  fawn  on  him  by  sending. 

Lucy.  The  fraud  of  England,  not  the  foRc  of 
France, 
Hath  now  ejitrappM  the  noble-minded  Talbot  : 
Never  to  England  shall  he  bear  his  life; 
But  dies,  betrayed  to  fortune  by  your  strife. 

Som.  Come^go;  1  will  despatch  the  horsemen 
straight  : 
Within  six  hours  they  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Ijucy.  Too  late  coiner  rescue ;  he  is  ta'en  or  slain : 
For  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled ; 
And  fly  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might 

Som.  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot  then  adieu ! 

Jjucy.  His  fame  lives  in  the  world,  his  shame  in 
you.  [Kieunt. 

SCBU^''E  r.—TAe  English  camp,  near  Bourtleaux. 
Enter  Talbot  and  John  his  son. 

Tal.  O  young  John  Talbot !  I  did  send  for  diee, 
To  tutor  thee  in  strata^.ms  of  war ; 
That  Talbot's  name  might  be  in  thee  reviv'd. 
When  sapless  age,  and  weak  unable  limbs, 
Should  bring  thy  father  to  his  drooping  chair. 
But, — O  malignant  and  ill-boding  stars ! — 
Now  thou  art  come  unto  a  feast  of  death,l 
A  terrible  and  unavoided^  danger : 
Therefore,  dear  boy,  mount  on  my  swiftest  horse ; 
And  I'll  direct  thee  how  thou  shalt  escape 
By  sudden  flight :  come,  dally  not,  begone. 

John.  Is  my  name  Talbot.^  and  am  I  your  son ? 
And  sliall  I  fly  ?  O,  if  you  love  my  mother, 
Dishonour  not  her  honourable  name, 
To  make  a  bastard,  and  a  slave  of  me : 
The  worid  will  say — He  is  not  Talbot's  blood. 
That  basely  fled,  wheji  noble  Talbot  stood. 

Tal.  FIv,  to  revenge  my  death,  if  I  be  slain. 

John.  He,  that  flies  so,  will  ne'er  return  again. 

Tal.  If  we  both  stay,  we  both  are  sure  to  die. 

John.  Then  let  me  stay ;  and,  father,  do  you  fly : 
Your  loss  is  great,  so  your  regard^  should  be ; 
My  worth  unknown,  no  loss  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  death  the  French  can  little  boast ; 
In  yours  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  lost. 
Flight  cannot  stain  llie  honour  you  have  won ; 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  exploit  have  done : 
You  fled  for  vantage,  eveiy  one  will  swear ; 
But,  if  I  bow,  they'll  say— it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  stay. 
If,  the  first  hour,  I  shrink,  and  run  away. 
Here,  on  my  knee,  I  beg  morlalitv. 
Rather  than  life  preserv'd  with  iniamy. 

Tal.  Shall  all  thy  mother's  hopes  lie  in  one  tomb  ? 

John.  Ay,  rather  than  I'll  stiame  my  mother's 
womb. 

TeU.  Upon  my  blessing  I  command  thee  go. 

John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 

(1^  To  a  field  where  death  will  be  fea^ited  with 
■laughter. 


Tal.  Part  of  tliy  father  may  be  saved  in  tlice. 
John.  No  part  of  him,  but  will  be  shame  in  me. 
Tal.  Thou  never  hadst  renown,  nor  canst  not 

lose  it. 
John.  Yes,  your  renowned  name;  Shall  flight 

abuse  it.^ 
Tal.  Thy  father's  charge  shall  clear  thee  from 

that  stain. 
John.  You  cannot  witness  for  me,  being  slain. 
If  death  bo  so  apparent,  then  bolli  fly. 

7'oi.  And  leave  my  followers  here,  to  fight,  and 
die.'* 
My  age  was  never  tainted  with  such  shame. 

John.  And  shall  my  }  ouih  be  guilty  of  such  blame.' 
No  more  can  I  be  scver'd  from  your  side. 
Than  can  yourself  yourself  in  twain  divide : 
.Slay,  go,  do  what  you  will,  the  like  do  I; 
For  live  I  will  not,  if  my  father  die. 

7'a/.  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair  son, 
Boni  to  eclipse  thy  life  this  aftemotm. 
C-omc,  side  by  side  tc^ether  live  and  die ; 
And  soul  with  soul  from  France  to  heaven  fly. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  ri.—A  JUld  of  battle.  Alarum  :  Ex- 
cursionSywherein  Talbot's  Son  is  hemmed  ahoui^ 
and  Talbot  rescues  him. 

2^al.  Saint  George  and  victory !  fight,  soldiers, 

fight: 
The  regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word. 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France's  sword. 
Where  is  John  Talbot  ^ — pause,  and  take  thy  breath; 
I  gave  thee  life,  and  rescued  thee  from  death. 

John.  O  twice  my  father !  twice  am  I  thy  son  . 
The  life  thou  gav'st  me  first,  was  lost  and  done ; 
Till  with  tliy  warlike  sword,  despite  of  fate. 
To  my  determin'd^  time  thou  gav'st  new  dale. 
7'aif.  When  from  the  dauphin's  crest  thy  su  ©:%< 

struck  fire. 
It  warm'd  thy  father's  heart  with  proud  desire 
Of  bold-fac'd  victory.     Then  leaden  age, 
Quicken'd  with  youthful  spleen,  and  warlike  ra^e. 
Beat  down  Alenqon,  Orleans,  Burgimdy, 
And  from  the  pride  of  Gallia  rcscu'd  thee. 
The  ireful  bastard  Orleans — that  dr»'W  blood 
From  thee,  my  boy;  and  had  the  maidenhood 
Of  thy  first  fight — I  soon  encountered ; 
And,  interchanging  blows,  I  quickly  shed 
Some  of  his  bastard  blood ;  and,  in  disgrace, 
Bes))oke  him  thus  :  Contaminated,  base, 
And  misbegotten  blood  I  spill  of  thine, 
J\U  an  and  righ  t  poor ;  for  that  pure  blood  of  mine, 
IVhich  thou  didst  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave 

boy  .— 
Here,  purposing  the  Bastard  to  destroy. 
Came  in  strong  rescue.     Speak,  thy  father's  care  ; 
Art  not  thou  weary,  John  ?  How  dost  thou  fare  .•* 
Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  battle,  boy,  and  fly. 
Now  thou  art  seal'd  the  son  of  chivaliy.' 
Fly,  to  revf-nge  my  death,  when  I  am  dead ; 
The  help  of  one  stands  mo  in  little  stead. 
O,  too  much  folly  is  it,  well  I  wot, 
To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  small  lx>at. 
If  I  to-day  die  not  with  Frenchmrn's  rage. 
To-morrow  I  shall  die  with  mickle  age  : 
By  me  they  nothing  gain,  an  if  I  stay, 
*'tis  but  the  short'ning  of  my  life  one  day : 
In  thee  thy  mother  dies,  our  housrhold's  name, 
My  death's  revenge,  thy  youth,  and  Engl  and'b  fame  • 
All  these,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  thy  stay  ; 
All  these  are  sav'd,  if  thou  wilt  fly  away. 


(2)  For  unaroidable. 

(3)  Your  care  of  your  own  safety. 


(4)  Ended 
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John,  The  strord  of  Orleans  hath  not  made  me 
smart. 
These  words  of  yours  draw  life-blood  from  my  heart 
On  that  advantage,  bought  with  such  a  shame 

So  »ve  a  paltry  life,  and  slay  bright  fame,) 
(ore  young  Talbot  from  old  Talbot  fly, 
The  coward  horse,  that  bears  me,  fall  and  die : 
And  like*  me  to  the  peasant  boys  of  France ; 
To  be  shame^s  scorn,  and  subject  of  mischance  ! 
Surely,  by  all  the  glory  you  have  won, 
An  if  I  fly,  I  am  not  Talbot's  son  : 
Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot ; 
If  son  to  Talbot,  die  at  Talbot's  foot. 

Tul,  Then  follow  thou  thy  desperate  sire  of  Crete, 
Thou  Icarus ;  thy  life  to  me  is  sweet : 
If  thou  wilt  fight,  fi^t  by  thy  father's  side ; 
And,  commendable  prov'd,  let's  die  in  pride. 

[ExeufU. 

SCEJ^E  VII.— Another  part  of  the  same.— 
Alarum:  Excursions.  Enter  Talbot  woundedf 
supported  by  a  Servant 

TaL  Where  is  my  other  life? — ^mine  own  is 
gone:— 
O,  Where's  young  Talbot  ?  where  is  valiant  John  ? — 
Triumphant  death,  smear'd  with  captivity  t^ 
Young  Talbot's  valour  makes  me  smile  at  thee  : — 
When  he  perceiv'd  me  shrink,  and  oa  my  knee. 
His  bloody  sword  he  brandish'd  over  me, 
And,  like  a  hungry  lion,  did  commence 
Rough  deeds  of  rage,  and  stem  impatience ; 
But  when  my  an^  guardant  stooa  alone, 
Tend'ring  my  ruin,'  and  assail'd  of  none, 
Dixry-ey'd  fuir,  and  great  rage  of  heart, 
Suddenly  maae  him  from  my  side  to  start 
Into  the  clust'ring  battle  of  the  French  : 
And  in  that  sea  <m  blood  my  boy  did  drench 
His  ovemiounting  spirit ;  and  there  died 
My  Icarus,  my  lilossora,  in  his  pride. 

Enter  Soldiers^  bearing  the  body  of  John  Talbot. 

Serv,  O  my  dear  lord!  lo,  where  your  son  is 
borne! 

TaL  Thou  antic  death,  which  laugh'st  us  here 
to  scorn. 
Anon,  from  thy  insulting  tyranny, 
Coupled  in  bonds  of  perpetuity. 
Two  Talbots,  wingea  through  the  lither<  sky. 
In  thy  de^ite,  shall  'scape  mortal!^. — 
O  thou,  whose  wounds  become  hard-favour'd  death, 
Speak  to  thy  father,  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath  : 
Brave  death  by  speaking,  whether  he  will,  or  no ; 
In»gine  him  a  Frenchman,  and  thy  foe. — 
Poor  boy !  he  smiles,  mcthinks ;  as  who  should  sav — 
Had  death  been  French,  then  death  had  died  to-day. 
Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  father's  arras ; 
My  spirit  can  no  longer  bear  these  harms. 
Soldiers,  adieu  !  I  have  what  I  would  have, 
Now  my  old  arms  are  young  John  Talbot's  grave. 

\Diea. 

Alarums.  Exeunt  Soldiers  and  Servant^  leaving 
the  two  bodies.  Enter  Charles,  Alenqon,  Bur- 
gundy, Bastard,  La  Pucclle,  and  forces. 

Char.  Had  York  and  Somerset  brought  mscue  in. 
We  should  have  found  a  bloody  dav  of  this. 

£asi.  How  the  young  whelp  of  Talbot's,  raging- 
wood,* 
Did  flesh  his  puny  sword  in  Frenchmen's  blood ! 

Puc  Once  I  encounter'd  him,  and  thus  I  said, 

(1)  Liken  rac,  reduce  me  to  a  levf.l  with. 

(2)  Death  stained  and  dishonoured  with  captivity. 

(3)  *  Watching  me  with  teudeme:*<«  in  my  fall.' 


Tliou  maiden  youth^  be  vanquished  by  a  maid: 
But — with  a  proud,  majestical  high  scorn, — 
He  answer'd  thus ;  i'oung  Talbot  was  not  bom 
To  be  the  pillage  of  a  giglotfi  wench  : 
So,  rushing  in  the  bowels  of  the  French, 
He  left  me  proudly,  as  unworthy  fight 

Bur.  Doubtless  he  would  have  made  a  noble 
knight : 
See,  where  he  lies  inhersed  in  the  arms 
Of  the  most  bloody  nurser  of  his  harms. 

Bast.  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bonei* 
asunder; 
Whose  life  was  England's  gloiy,  Gallia's  wonder. 

Char.  0,no;  forbear:  for  that  which  we  have  fled 
During  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 

Enter  Sir  William  Lucy,  attended;  a  French 
herald  preceding. 

Lucy.  Herald, 
Conduct  me  to  the  dauphin's  tent ;  to  know 
Who  hath  obtain'd  the  glory  of  the  day. 

Char.  On  what  sulnnissive  message  art  thou  ^xM  ' 

Lucy.  Submission,  dauphin?  'tis  a  mere  French 
word; 
We  English  warriors  wot  not  what  it  means. 
I  come  to  know  what  prisoners  thou  hast  ta'en, 
And  to  survey  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

Char.  For  prisoners  ask'st  thou  ?  hell  our  prison  is. 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  seek'st 

Lucy.  Where  is  the  great  Alcides  of  the  field. 
Valiant  lord  Talbot,  earl  of  Shrewsbuiy ; 
Created,  for  his  rare  success  in  arms, 
Great  earl  of  Washford,  Waterford,  and  Valence; 
Lord  Talbot  of  Goodrig  and  Urchinfield, 
Lord  Strange  o(  Blackmere,  lord  Verdun  of  Alton, 
Lord  Cromwell  of  Wingfield,  brd  Fumival  of 

Shefllield, 
The  thrice  victorious  lord  of  Falconbridge ; 
Knight  of  the  noble  order  of  Saint  George, 
Worthy  Saint  Michael,  and  the  golden  deece ; 
Great  marcshal  to  Henry  the  Sixth, 
Of  all  his  wars  within  the  realm  of  France  ? 

Puc.  Here  is  a  silly  stately  style  indeed  ! 
The  Turk,  that  two  and  fifty  kingdoms  hath. 
Writes  not  so  tedious  a  style  as  this. — 
f{im,  that  thou  magnifiest  with  all  these  titles. 
Stinking,  and  fly-blown,  lies  here  at  our  feet. 

Lucy.  Is  Talbot  slain;  the  Frenchmen's  only 
scoui^. 
Your  kingdom's  terror  and  black  Nemesis  ? 
O,  were  mine  eye-balls  into  bullets  tum'd, 
That  I,  in  rage,  might  shoot  them  at  your  faces  ! 
O,  that  I  could  but  call  these  dead  to  life  ! 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  realm  of  France : 
Were  but  his  picture  left  among  you  here, 
It  would  amaze?  the  proudest  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their  bodies ;  that  1  may  bear  them  hence. 
And  give  them  burial  as  beseems  their  worth. 

Puc.  I  think,  this  upstart  is  old  Talbot's  gho^t. 
He  speaks  with  such  a  proud  conmanding  spirit 
For  God's  sake,  let  him  have  'em ;  to  keej)  them  here. 
They  would  but  stink,  and  putrefy  the  air. 

Uiar.  Go,  take  their  bodies  hence. 

Lucy.  I'll  bear  them  hence  : 

But  from  their  ashes  shall  be  rear'd 
A  phcenix  that  shall  make  all  France  afcard. 

Oiar.  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  with  'em  what 
thou  wilt 
And  now  to  Paris,  in  this  conquering  vein ; 
All  will  be  ours,  now  bloody  Talbot's  slain.  [Exe. 

(4)  Flexible,  yielding. 

(5)  Raving  mad.  (6)  Wanton. 
(7)  Confound. 
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AciF, 


ACT  V. 

SCE^E  /.—London.    A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enier  King  Henry,  Gloster,  and  Exeter. 

JC  Hen.  Have  jou  perused  the  letters  from  the 
pope, 
The  emperor,  and  the  earl  of  Armagnac  ? 

Glo.  1  have,  my  lord ;  and  their  intent  is  this, — 
They  humbly  sue  imto  your  excellence, 
To  have  a  godly  peace  concluded  of, 
Between  the  realms  of  England  and  of  France. 

K.  Hen.  How  doth  your  grace  affect  their  mo- 
tion ? 

Glo.  Well,  my  good  lord ;  and  as  the  only  means 
To  stop  effusion  oi  our  Christian  blood, 
And  *stablish  quietness  oa  every  side. 

K.  Hen.  Ay,  many,  uncle ;  for  I  always  thought, 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural, 
That  such  immanityt  and  bloody  strife 
Should  reign  among  professors  of  one  faith. 

Glo.  Beside,  my  lord, — the  sooner  to  effect. 
And  surer  bind,  this  knot  of  amity, — 
The  earl  of  Armagnac — near  knit  to  Charles, 
A  man  of  great  authority  in  France, — 
Proffers  his  only  daughter  to  vour  grace 
In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  sumptuous  dowry. 

K.  Hen.  Marriage,  uncle !  alas  !  my  years  are 
young ; 
And  fitter  is  my  study  and  my  books. 
Than  wanton  dalliance  with  a  paramour. 
Yet,  call  the  ambassadors ;  and,  as  you  please. 
So  let  them  have  their  answers  evcrj'  one ; 
I  shall  be  well  content  with  any  choice. 
Tends  to  God^s  glory,  and  my  country's  weal. 

Enter  a  Legate^  and  two  ambassadors^  toith  Win 
Chester,  in  a  eardinaPs  habit. 

Exe.  What !  is  my  lord  of  Winchester  installed. 
And  caird  unto  a  cardinal's  degree .' 
Then,  I  perceive,  tliat  will  be  verified, 
Heniy  the  Fifth  did  sometime  prophesy, — 
If  once  he  come  to  be  a  cardinal, 
He'll  make  his  cap  co-equal  with  the  crown, 

K.  Hen.  My  lords  ambassadors,  your  several  suits 
Have  been  considered  and  dcbatea  on. 
Your  purpose  is  both  good  and  reasonable : 
And,  therefore^  are  we  certainly  resolvM 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  friendly  peace ; 
Which,  by  my  lord  of  Winchester,  we  mean 
Shall  be  transported  presently  to  France. 

Glo.  And  for  the  proffer  of  my  lord  your  master, — 
I  have  informed  his  highness  so  at  large. 
As — liking  of  the  lady's  virtuous  gifts. 
Her  beauty,  and  the  value  of  her  dower, — 
He  doth  intend  she  shall  be  England's  queen. 

K.  Hen.  In  argument  and  proof  of  which  con 
tr4ct, 
Bear  her  this  jewel,  [To  the  Amb."]  pledge  of  my 

affection. 
And  90,  my  lord  protector,  see  them  guarded. 
And  safely  brought  to  Dover;  where,  inshipp*d. 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  sea. 

[Exeunt  King  Henry  and  train  ;  Gloeter, 
Exeter,  and  Ambassadors. 

Win.  Stay,  my  lord  legate;  you  shall  first  receive 
The  sum  of  money,  which  I  promised 
Should  be  deliver'd  to  his  honness 
For  clothing  me  in  these  grave  ornaments. 

Le^.  I  will  attend  upon  your  lordship's  leisure. 

fVin.  Now,  Winchester  will  not  submit,  I  trow. 
Or  be  inferior  to  the  proudest  peer. 

(1)  Barbarity,  savageness. 

(2)  Chtrms  sewed  up. 


Humphrey  of  Gloster,  thou  shalt  well  perceive. 

That,  neither  in  birth,  or  for  authority. 

The  bishop  will  be  overborne  by  thee : 

I'll  either  make  thee  stoop,  and  bend  thy  knee. 

Or  sack  this  country  with  a  mutiny.  [Extitni 

SCEJVE  //.—France.  Plains  in  Anjou.  Enter 
Charles,  Burgundy,  Alen^on,  La  Pucelle,  and 
forces,  marching. 

Char.  These  news,  my  lords,  may  cheer  our 
drooping  spirits : 
'Tis  said,  the  stout  Parisians  do  revolt, 
And  turn  again  unto  the  warlike  French. 
Alen,  Then  march  to  Paris,  royal  Charles  of 
France, 
And  keep  not  back  your  powers  in  dalliance. 

Puc.  Peace  be  amongst  them,  if  they  turn  to  ui; 
Else,  ruin  combat  with  their  palaces ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Success  unto  our  valiant  general. 
And  happiness  to  his  accomplices ! 

Char.  What  tidings  send  our  scouts  .'*  I  pr'ythee, 
speak. 

J)fess.  The  English  army,  that  divided  was 
Into  two  parts,  is  now  conjoin'd  in  one ; 
And  means  to  give  you  battle  presently. 

Char.  Somewhat  too  sudden,  sirs,  the  warning  is , 
But  we  will  presently  provide  for  them. 

Bur.  1  trust,  the  ghost  of  Talbot  is  not  there ; 
Now  he  is  gone,  my  lord,  you  need  not  fear. 

Puc.  Of  all  base  passions,  fear  is  most  accurs'd : — 
Command  the  conquest,  Charles,  it  shall  be  thine ; 
L«t  Henry  fret,  and  all  the  world  repine. 

Char.  Then  on,  my  lords ;  and  France  be  for- 
tunate !  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  HI— The  same.      Before   Ansnera. 
Alarums :  Excursions.     Enter  La  Pucelle. 

Puc.  The  regent  conquers,  and  the  Frenchmen 
fly- 
Now  help,  ye  charming  spells,  and  periapts  ;2 
And  ye  choice  spirits  that  admonish  me. 
And  give  me  signs  of  future  accidents ! 

[Thunder, 
You  speedy  helpers,  that  are  substitutes 
Under  the  lordly  monarch  of  the  north,* 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  enterprise ! 

Enter  Fiends. 

This  speedy  quick  appearance  ai^es  proof 
Of  your  accuslom'd  diligence  to  me. 
Now,  ye  familiar  spirits,  that  are  cull'd 
Out  of  the  powerful  regions  under  eartli. 
Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  field. 
[They  walk  about,  and  speak  not 
O,  hold  me  not  with  silence  over-long ! 
Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  blood, 
I'll  lop  a  member  off,  and  give  it  you. 
In  earnest  of  a  further  benefit ; 
So  you  do  condescend  to  help  me  now. — 

[They  hang  their  headt 
No  hope  to  have  redress  ? — My  body  shall 
Pay  recompense,  if  you  will  grant  my  suit. 

[  They  shake  their  heads 
Cannot  my  body,  nor  blood-sacrifice. 
Entreat  you  to  your  wonted  furtherance  ? 
Then  take  my  soul ;  my  body,  soul,  and  all. 
Before  that  llngland  give  the  French  the  foil. 

[They  depart 
See !  they  forsake  me.    Now  the  time  is  come, 

(3)  The  north  was  suppoeed  to  be  the  particulai 
habitation  of  bad  spirits. 
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Tliat  Fnnoe  most  vaill  ber  loftjr-plamed  crest, 

Aod  let  ber  head  fall  into  England's  lap. 

Mj  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak. 

And  hell  too  strong  for  me  to  buckle  with : 

Now,  France,  thy  gkny  droopcdi  to  the  dust  [£«. 

JUmrtPta.  Enter  French  and  EngUak^Jightinx. 
La  Pncelle  and  Yoikjight  hand  to  hand.  La 
Pucelle  is  taken.     The  French  Jly, 

York.  Damsel  of  France,  I  think  I  hare  you  fast : 
Unchain  ^our  spirits  now  with  speliiog  charms, 
And  tiT  if  they  can  gain  your  lioerty. — 
A  goooly  prize,  fit  for  the  devirs  grace ! 
See,  bow  toe  ugly  witch  doth  bend  her  brows. 
As  it,  with  Circe,  she  would  change  my  shape. 

Fue.  Cbai^'d  to  a  woner  shape  mou  canst  not  be. 

York.  O,  Charles  the  dauphm  is  a  proper  man ; 
No  shape  but  his  can  please  vour  dainty  eye. 

Fuc  A  plaguing  mischiet  light  on  Charles,  and 

And  may  ye  both  be  suddenly  surprisM 
By  bloody  hands,  in  sleeping  on  your  beds ! 
York.  Fell,  banning}  bag!  enchantress,  hold  diy 

tongue. 
Fuc  I jpr'ytbee,  give  me  leave  to  curse  a  while. 
York,  ^urse,  miscreant,  when  thou  comest  to  the 
stake.  [Exeunt. 

Alarmiu.    Eider  Suflblk,  leading  m  Lady  Mar- 
garet 

Saff.  Be  jrhat  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  prisoner. 
[Gaxet  on  her. 

0  frirest  beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  fly ; 

For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverent  bands. 
And  lay  than  gently  on  thy  tender  side. 

1  kiss  these  finders  {Kiuing  her  hand.]  for  eternal 

peace: 
Who  art  tbon  ?  say,  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar.  Mamret  my  name ;  and  daughter  to  a  king, 
The  king  of  Naples,  whosoe'er  thou  art 

Suff".  An  earl  I  am,  and  Suflblk  am  I  call'd. 
Be  not  offended,  nature's  miracle, 
Tbou  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  roe : 
So  doth  the  swan  her  downv  cygnets  save. 
Keeping  than  prisoners  undeineath  her  wings. 
Yet,  if  tins  servile  usage  once  ofilend, 
Gks  and  be  free  again  as  Suflblk's  friend. 

[She  turns  away  at  going. 
O,  stay ! — ^I  have  no  power  to  let  Ber  pass ; 
My  hand  would  free  oer,  but  my  heart  says— na 
As  plavs  the  sun  upon  the  elassv  streams, 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  beam. 
So  seems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eyes. 
Fain  would  I  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  speak : 
ru  call  for  pen  and  ink,  and  write  my  mind : 
Fie,  De  la  Pbole !  disable  not  thyself;' 
Hast  not  a  tongue  ?  is  she  not  here  thy  prisoner  ? 
Wilt  tbou  be  (bunted  at  a  woman's  sight? 
Ay;  beauty's  princely  majesty  is  such, 
Confounds  the  tongue,  and  makes  the  senses  rough. 

Mar.  Say,  earl  of  Suflblk,— if  thy  name  be  so,— 
What  ransom  must  I  pay  before  I  pass  f 
For,  Iperceive,  I  am  thy  prisoner. 

Shtjfi  How  canst  thou  tell,  she  will  deny  thy  suit, 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  her  love  f  [Aside. 

Mar.    Why  speak'st  tbou  not?    what  nuisom 
must  I  pay? 

Suff:  She's  beautiful ;  and  therefore  to  be  woo'd 
She  IS  a  woman ;  therefore  to  be  won.        [Aside. 

Mar.  Wilt  thou  accept  of  ransom,  yea,  or  no  ? 

SujU^.  Fond  man !  remember,  that  thou  hast  a  wife; 

(1)  Lower.  (2)  To  ban  is  to  curse. 

(3)  *  Do  not  reprexent  thyself  ao  iveak.' 


Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  paramour? 

[Aside. 

Mar.  I  were  best  leave  him,  for  he  will  not  hear. 

Suff".  There  all  u  marr'd;  there  lies  acoolingcard. 

JIfor.  He  talks  at  random ;  sure  the  man  is  mad. 

Sujf.  And  yet  a  dispensation  may  be  had. 

Mar.  And  yet  1  would  that  you  would  answer  me. 

Suff".  I'll  win  this  lady  Margaret    For  whom  ? 
Why,  for  my  king :  Tush !  that's  a  wooden  thing/* 

Mar.  He  talks  of  wood :  It  is  some  carpenter. 

Suff".  Yet  so  my  fancy^  may  be  satisfied, 
And  peace  establuhed  between  these  realms. 
But  there  remains  a  scruple  in  that  too : 
For  though  ber  father  be  the  king  of  Naples, 
Duke  of  Anjou  and  Maine,  yet  he  is  poor. 
And  our  nobility  will  scom  the  match.        [Aside. 

Mar.  Hear  ve,  captain?  Are  you  not  at  leisure  ? 

Suff".  It  shall  be  so,  disdain  they  ne'er  so  much: 
Heniy  is  youthful,  and  will  quickly  yield. — 
Madam,  I  have  a  secret  to  reveal. 

Mar.  What  though  I  be  enthrell'd  ?  heteems  a 
knight. 
And  will  not  any  way  dishonour  me.  [Aside. 

Stiff'.  Lady,  voucfaisafe  to  listen  what  I  say.' 

Mar.  Perhaps,  I  shall  be  rescu'd  by  the  French; 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtes]|r..     [Aside. 

Suff".  Sweet  madam,  give  me  hearing  ui  a  cause — 

Jfiar.  Tush!  women  have  been  captivate  ere 
now.  >  [Aside. 

Sujff[  Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  so? 

JImw*.  I  ciy  you  mercy,  'tis  but  quid  for  quo. 

Suff.  Sinr,  gentle  princess,  would  you  not  suppose 
Your  bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  c^peen  ? 

Mar.  To  be  a  queen  b  bondage,  is  more  vile. 
Than  is  a  slave  in  base  servility ; 
For  princes  should  be  free. 

Suff.  And  so  shall  you. 

If  happy  England's  royal  kin^  be  free. 

Mar.  Why,  what  concerns  his  freedom  unto  me? 

Suff".  I'll  undertake  to  make  thee  Heniy 's  queen ; 
To  put  a  golden  sceptre  in  thy  hand. 
Ana  set  a  precious  crown  upon  thy  head. 
If  thou  wilt  condescend  to  be  aiv — 

Mar.  What? 

Suff.  His  love. 

Mar.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  Heniy's  wife. 

Suff.  No,  ^tle  maidam;  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  so  fair  a  dame  to  be  his  wife. 
And  have  no  portion  in  the  choice  myself. 
How  say  vou,  madam ;  are  you  so  content? 

Mar.  An  if  my  father  please,  I  am  content 

Suff.  Then  call  our  captains,  and  our  colours, 
forth: 
And.  madam,  at  your  father's  castle  walls 
We'll  crave  a  parley,  to  confer  with  him. 

[Troops  came  forward. 

A  parley  sounded.    E*Jer  Reignier,  on  the  walls. 

Suff.  See,  Reignier,  see,  thy  daughter  prisoner. 

Reig.  To  whom? 

Suff.  Tome. 

Reig.  Suflblk,  what  remedj  ? 

I  am  a  soldier;  and  unapt  to  weep. 
Or  to  exclaim  on  fortune's  fickleness. 

Stiff.  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,  my  lord ; 
Consent  (and,  for  thy  honour,  give  consent,) 
Thy  daughter  shall  oe  wedded  to  my  king ; 
Whom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto; 
And  Ibis  her  easy-held  imprisonment 
Hath  gain'd  thy  daughter  princely  liberty. 

(4)  An  awkward  business,  an  undertaking  no* 
likely  to  succeed. 

(5)  Uyvt. 
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Act  r. 


Reig'  Speaks  Suffolk  as  he  thinks  ? 

Suff".  Fair  Margaret  knows. 

That  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  face,i  or  feie:n. 

Reig.  Upon  thy  princely  warrant,  I  descend, 
To  give  thee  answer  of  thy  just  demand. 

[Etii^/rom  the  walls. 

Stiff".  And  here  I  will  expect  thy  coming. 

Trunq>ets  sounded.     Enter  Reignier,  below. 

Reig.  \V6lcoroe,  brave  earl,  into  our  territo- 
ries; 
Command  in  Anjou  what  your  honour  pleases. 

Suffi  Thanks,  Reignier,  happy  for  so  sweet  a 
child. 
Fit  to  be  made  companion  with  a  king : 
What  answer  makes  your  grace  unto  my  suit? 

Reig.  Since  thou  dost  deign  to  woo  her  little 
worth, 
To  be  the  princely  bride  of  such  a  lord ; 
Upon  cqpdition  I  may  quietly 
Enjoy  mme  own,  the  countj-  Maine,  and  Anjou, 
Free  from  oppression,  or  the  stroke  of  war, 
My  daughter  shall  be  Henry's,  if  he  please. 

SuJT.  That  is  her  ransom,  I  deliver  her ; 
And  those  two  counties,  I  will  undertake, 
Your  grace  shall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Reig.  And  I  again, — in  Henry's  royal  name, 
As  deputy  unto  that  gracious  king. 
Give  mee  her  hand,  tor  sign  of  plighted  faith. 

Suff.   Reignier  of  France,  I  give  thee  kingly 
thanks, 
Because  this  is  in  traffic  of  a  king : 
And  yet,  methinks,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  attorney  in  this  case.         [Aside. 
I'll  over  then  to  England  with  this  news. 
And  make  this  marriage  to  be  solemniz'd  ; 
So,  &rewell,  Reignier :  Set  this  diamond  safe 
In  golden  palaces,  as  it  becomes. 

Meig.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Christian  prince,  king  Heniy,  were  he  here. 

Mar.  Farewell,  my  lord !  Good  wishes,  praise, 
and  prayers, 
Shall  Suffolk  ever  have  of  Margaret  [Going. 

Siiff.  Farewell,  sweet  madam  I  But,  hark  you, 
Margaret ; 
No  princely  commendations  to  my  king .' 

Mar.  Such  ccnnmendations  as  become  a  maid, 
A  ▼J'SJ."*  ®"*^  ^  servant,  say  to  him. 

Sif^  Words  sweetly  plac'd,  and  modestly  di- 
rected. 
But,  madam,  I  must  trouble  you  again, — 
No  loving  token  to  his  majesty  ^ 

Mar.   Yes,  my  good  lord;   a  pure  unspotted 
heart. 
Never  yet  taint  with  love,  I  send  the  king. 

Sim.  And  this  withal.  [Kisses  her. 

Mi..  That  for  thyself; — I  will  not  so  presume. 
To  sei./l  such  peevish^  tokens  to  a  king. 

[Exeunt  Reignier  and  Margaret. 

Suff.  O,  wert  thou  for  myself!— But,  Suffolk, 
stay; 
Thou  ma^'st  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth ; 
There  Mmotaurs,  and  ugly  treasons,  lurk. 
Solicit  Henry  with  her  wond'rous  praise : 
Bethink  thee  on  her  virtues  that  surmount ; 
Mad,i  natural  graces  that  extinguish  art ; 
Repeat  their  semblance  often  on  the  seas. 
That,  when  thou  com'st  to  kneel  at  Henry's  feet. 
Thou  may'st  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder. 

[Exit. 

( 1 )  Play  the  hypocrite.  (2)  Childish. 

(3)  Wild.  (4)  Untimely. 

(5)  Miserhcresimpiymeansanuserablecreature.! 


SCEJ^E  IV.— Camp  of  Oie  Duke  of  York,  in 
Anjou.     Enter  York,  Warwick,  and  others. 

York.  Bring  forth  that  sorceress,  condemn'd  to 
bum. 

Enter  La  Pucelle,  guarded,  and  a  Shepherd. 

Shep.  Ah,  Joan!   this  kills  thy   father's  heart 
outright ! 
Have  I  sought  every  countr}'  far  and  near, 
And,  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  thee  out, 
Mu.-it  I  behold  thy  timeless^  cruel  death  ? 
Ah,  Joan,  sweet  daughter  Joan,  I'll  die  with  thee! 

Puc.  Decrepit  miser  I*  base  ignoble  wretch  ! 
I  am  descended  of  a  gentler  blood ; 
Thou  art  no  father,  nor  no  friend,  of  mine. 

Shep.  Out,  out !— My  lords,  an  please  you,  'tia 
not  so; 
1  did  be^et  her,  all  the  parish  knows : 
Her  mother  liveth  yet,  can  testify, 
She  was  the  first  fruit  of  my  bachelorship. 

War,  Graceless !  wilt  thou  deny  thy  parentage.* 

York.  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  been; 
Wicked  and  vile ;  and  so  her  de^th  concludes. 

Shep.  Fie,  Joan !  that  thou  wilt  be  so  obstacle  .'(^ 
God  knows  Oiou  art  a  collop  of  my  flesh ; 
knd  for  thy  sake  have  I  shed  many  a  tear : 
Deny  me  not,  I  pr'^'thee,  gentle  Joan. 

Puc.  Peasant,  avaunt ! — You  liave  subora'd  this 
man. 
On  purpose  to  obscure  my  noble  birth. 

Shep.  'Tis  true,  I  gave  a  noble  to  the  priest. 
The  mom  that  I  was  wedded  to  her  motner. — 
Kneel  down  and  take  my  blessing,  good  my  girl. 
Wilt  thou  not  stoop .'  Now  cursed  be  the  time 
Of  thy  nativity  !  I  would,  the  milk 
Thy  mother  gave  thee,  when  thou  suck'dst  her 

breast. 
Had  been  a  little  ratsbane  for  thy  sake  ! 
Or  else,  when  thou  didst  keep  my  lambs  a-flcld, 
I  wish  some  ravenous  wolf  had  eaten  thee .' 
Dost  thou  deny  ihy  father,  cursed  drab  .* 
O,  bum  her,  bum  her;  hanging  is  too  good.  [Exit. 

York.  Take  her  away ;  for  she  hath  liv'd  too  long. 
To  fill  the  world  with  vicious  qualities. 

Puc.  First,  let  me  tell  you  whom  you  have  coq 
denin'd : 
Not  me  begotten  of  a  shepherd  swain, 
But  issu'd  from  the  progeny  of  kings ; 
Virtuous,  and  holy  ;  chosen  from  above. 
By  inspiration  of  celestial  grace, 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth. 
I  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  spirits  : 
But  you, — that  are  polluted  with  your  lusts, 
Stain'd  with  the  guUtless  blood  oi  innocents, 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thousand  vices, — 
Because  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have. 
You  judge  it  straight  a  thing  impossible 
To  compass  wonders,  but  by  help  of  devils. 
No,  misconceived  V  Joan  of  Arc  hath  been 
A  virgin  from  her  tender  infancy. 
Chaste  and  immaculate  in  very  thought ; 
^^Tiose  maiden  blood,  thus  rigorously  effus'd, 
Will  cry  for  vengeance  at  the  gates  of  heaven. 

York.  Ay,  ay ; — away^  with  her  to  execution. 

War.  And  hark  ye,  sirs ;  because  she  is  a  maid. 
Spare  for  no  faggots,  let  there  be  enough : 
Place  barrels  of  pitch  uprai  the  fatal  stake. 
That  so  her  torture  may  be  shortened. 

Puc.  Will  nothing  tum  your  unrelenting  hearts.' — 
Then,  Joan,  discover  thine  infimiity ; 

(6)  A  corruption  of  obstinate. 
^7)  *  No,  ye  misconceivcrs,  ye  who  mistake  nia 
na  my  qualities.' 
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That  warranteth  by  law  to  be  thy  privilege. — 
1  ain  with  child,  ye  bloody  honiiciaes : 
Murder  not  then  the  fruit  within  my  womb, 
Althoue;h  ye  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

York.  Now  heaven  forefend !  the  holy  maid  with 
child? 

JVar.  The  greatest  miracle  that  e'er  ve  wrought : 
Is  all  your  strict  prcciseness  come  to  this  ? 

York.  She  and  the  dauphin  have  been  juggling : 
I  did  ima^ne  what  woula  be  her  refuge. 

IVar.  Well,  go  to;  we  will  have  no  iMistards  live ; 
Especialh^  since  Charles  must  father  it 

Puc.  You  are  deceived ;  my  child  is  non^  of  his ; 
It  was  AlenqcMi,  that  enjoy*d  my  love. 

York.  Alcnqon!  that  notorious  Machiavel ! 
It  dies,  an  if  it  had  a  thousand  lives. 

Puc.  O,  give  me  leave,  I  have  deluded  you  ; 
"Twas  neither  Charles,  nor  yet  the  duke  I  namM, 
But  Reignier,  king  of  Naples,  that  prevaiPd. 

H^ar.  A  married  man :  that's  most  intolerable, 

York,  Why,  here's  a  girl !  I  think,  she  knows 
not  well. 
There  were  so  many,  whom  she  may  accuse. 

H^ar.  It's  sign,  she  hath  been  liberal  and  free. 

York.  And,  yet,  forsooth,  she  is  a  virgin  pure ! — 
Stnimpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  brat,  and  thee 
Use  no  entreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain. 

Puc.  Then  lead  me  hence ; — with  whom  I  leave 
my  curee : 
May  never  glorious  sun  reflex  his  beams 
Upon  the  countiy  where  you  make  abode ! 
But  darkness  and  the  doomy  shade  of  death 
Environ  you ;  till  mischief,  and  despair, 
Drive  you  to  break  your  necks,  or  hang  yourselves ! 
[Exiif  guarded. 

York.  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  consume  to  ashes. 
Thou  foul  accursed  minister  of  hell ! 

Enter  Cardinal  Beaufort,  attended. 

Car.  Lord  regent,  I  do  greet  your  excellence 
With  letters  of  commission  from  the  king. 
For  know,  my  lords,  the  states  of  Christendom, 
Mov'd  with  remorse!  of  these  outrageous  broils. 
Have  earnestly  implor'd  a  general  peace 
Betwixt  our  nation  and  the  aspirins^  French ; 
And  here  at  hand  the  dauphin,  dnd  his  train, 
Approacheth,  to  confer  alxHit  some  matter. 

York.  Is  all  our  travail  tum'd  to  this  elTect  ? 
After  the  slaughter  of  so  many  peers. 
So  many  captains,  eentlcmen,  and  soldiers. 
That  in  this  quarrel  have  been  overthrown. 
And  sold  their  bodies  for  their  countiy's  benefit. 
Shall  we  at  last  conclude  effeminate  peace  ? 
Have  we  not  lost  most  part  of  all  the  towns. 
By  trea«on,  falsehood,  and  by  treachery. 
Our  great  pr(»:f  nitors  had  conquered  ? — 
0,  Warwick,  Wanvick  !  I  foresee  with  grief. 
The  utter  loss  of  all  the  realm  of  France. 

fVar.  Be  patient,  York :  if  we  conclude  a  peace, 
It  shall  be  with  such  strict  and  severe  covenants. 
As  little  shall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 

Enter  Charles^  attended;  Alen<^n,  Bastard,  Reig- 
nier,  and  others. 

Char.  Since,  lords  of  England,  it  is  thus  agreed. 
That  peaceful  truce  shall  be  proclaim'd  in  France, 
We  come  to  be  informed  by  yourselves 
What  the  conditions  of  that  league  must  be. 

York.   Speak,  Winchester;  for  boiling  choler 
chokes 
The  hollow  passage  of  my  poison'd  voice, 

(1)  Compassion.  (2)  Baneful. 

(3^  Coronet  is  here  used  for  croivn. 


si^ht  of  these  our  balefuP  enemies. 
in.  Charles,  and  the  rest,  it  is  enacted  thus . 
That — in  regard  king  Henry  gives  consent. 
Of  mere  compassion,  and  of  lenity, 
To  ease  your  country  of  distressful  war. 
And  suffer  you  to  breathe  in  fruitful  peace, — 
You  shall  become  true  liegemen  to  his  crown : 
And,  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  swear 
To  pay  him  tribute,  and  submit  thyself, 
Thou  shalt  be  plac'd  as  viceroy  under  him, 
And  still  enjoy  thy  regal  dignity. 

^len.  Must  he  be  (hen  as  shadow  of  himself.' 
Adorn  his  tejnples  with  a  coronet  ;* 
And  yet,  in  suostance  and  authority, 
Retain  but  privilege  of  a  private  man  f 
This  proffer  is  absurd  ana  reasonless. 

Char.  'Tis  known  already,  that  I  am  possest'd 
With  more  than  half  the  Gallian  territories, 
And  therein  reverenc'd  for  their  lawful  king: 
Shall  I,  for  lucre  of  the  rest  unvanquish'd, 
Detract  so  much  from  that  prerogative. 
As  to  be  call'd  but  viceroy  of  the  whole  ? 
No,  lord  ambassador ;  I'll  rather  keep 
That  which  I  have,  than,  coveting  for  more. 
Be  cast  from  possibility  of  all. 

York.  Insulting  Charles!  hast  thou  by  secret 
means 
Used  intercession  to  obtain  a  league; 
And,  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromise, 
Stand'st  thou  aloof  upon  comparison  ? 
Either  accept  the  title  thou  usurp'st. 
Of  benefit*  proceeding  from  our  king. 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  desert. 
Or  we  will  plague  thee  with  incessant  wars. 

Reig.  My  lord,  you  do  not  well  in  obstinacy 
To  cavil  in  the  course  o(  this  contract : 
If  once  it  be  neglected,  ten  to  one, 
We  shall  not  find  like  opportunity. 

AUn.  To  say  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy. 
To  save  your  subjects  from  sucn  massacre. 
And  ruthless  slaughters,  as  are  daily  seen 
By  our  proceeding  in  hostility : 
And  therefore  take  this  compact  of  a  truce. 
Although  you  break  it  when  your  pleasure  serves. 
[Aside  to  Charles. 

JVar.    How  say'st  thou,    Charles?    shall  ouf 
condition  stand  ? 

Char.  It  shall: 
Only  reserv'd,  you  claim  no  interest 
In  any  of  our  towns  of  garrison. 

York.  Then  swear  allegiance  to  his  majesty ; 
As  thou  art  knight,  never  to  disobey. 
Nor  be  rebellious  to  the  crown  of  England, 
Thou,  nor  thy  nobles,  to  the  crown  of  England. — 
[Charies,  and  the  rest,  give  tokens  ^fealty. 
So,  now  dismiss  your  army  when  you  please ; 
Hang  up  your  ensigns,  let  your  drums  be  still, 
For  here  we  entertain  a  solemn  peace.     ^Exeunt. 

SCEJVE  V. — London.  A  room  in  1  •«  palace. 
Enter  King  Henry,  in  conference  with  Suffolk ; 
Gloster  anS  Exeter  JbUowtng. 

K.  Hen.  Your  wond'rous  rare  description,  noble 
earl, 
Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  astonish'd  me : 
Her  virtues,  graced  with  external  gifts. 
Do  breed  love's  settled  passions  in  my  heart : 
And  like  as  rigour  in  tempestuous  gusts 
Provokes  the  mightiest  hulk  a^inst  the  tide; 
So  am  I  driven,  by  breath  of  her  renown. 
Either  to  suffer  shipwreck,  or  arrive 

(4)  *Be  content  to  live  as  the  beneficiaiy  of  our 
king.' 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


=ux.   Txu  x»«*    r»::*     nan's:    j 


httf     $    V  j»*r.   trr  tufjr. 
"Tim  I*  Hrjjr'   -^  ^  avirrr.  UH«>,  mn:  -poir 

.,6«if  »r?  c  •-•i  ,  'jw— a   0  BM^  an  tra. 
V-  i»v?ijj*^*   i^<«Ma*   UHT^iui  KT  tmrvnvok. 

ti^rruGi*  •    '  n»irl»fr  o    nrm  wtrrtu 
jTmm  »•  w»  >!3«»r  11  ir  at»'/iv^ain  - 

IKrwt  %^  'VtirpviMrM   \/    uf  mxmjB   ipat 

hui  fktrfrv/tK   ivru.  anrj*  ir  afrmr  met  obk. 

if.  WW  */;yr»*i',^    nm   *u<j«it   t#»  iii'si*;;  'l. 

Irt  «js»  «/  ^^t^'vrr  am  '-•uiitniuM  «tni*  - 

Wwvn  «<«^*j<  •^•  nAH'.T^  IK  fti  xMir^ .  u^mf  L  feme 

JtUs*  v^s^r*"!**  «»^tur»..  nmifft  wrti  u»r  uirtL. 
Jhy\rnr-*9  u»r  if  iir  uuu*.   uir  iir  t  *»iur 
Ibtr'  ^rfistfir  •  'Mm::*.  ttiK  uuuunm^c  «piTt: 
rMw"  tijtfi   n*  Mcmf*n.  '.-unnuuuit  »  msirtL, 
^  i\  «n*n»*f  uu*  mn^  n.  mwu'  uf  t:  louc : 
I  V  H-M^  .  tui   uutt  fc  '.Tji«|ii»fnf», 
i«  ill.*'*'  i«  u*5:*^  mm*  cuut|ii*;nf!v, 


x»-  Qs  fir   nfc'ii  ",  ?^i-  ai:^  i   ri'wjfui . 
Jar  -  wil.TiJk  xnez  Bc  :k  csi  ou:  tsbbi 


r  toHi    a   }Q^  afcrt  t>*  T^-  ^ 

•^-OML  am  tarn  nars-  w*t»  T*:Lriijafc*t  wtsnMc  te 
irv:  BKT  Be  aamm«£  ;k>  wu  ^fwi  zirMk  lac  -qh 
■  Tcro»*-  WCT»  icrrrEnntv.'Te**-  Araam-u  anc  txmr  Ikr 
u .  lUK  ••  o"  tm'  xms-  r»Tt  Ot  rs;2ih  tBn«  luvr^ 
nr?  am  &r  *itt  ai;!nir  n-!<Q2^if^  rv  -ca.-j  a>  nii^ 
rmcu  sr  tiHiL.     Ttaa  x&s  n»;  ^r*-  wnttn  ngmm 

tRii   I  tcfc.  T-ntt-i    anr  niuypr  i«>^ 

ir.Diiocv  ntsm  t-  DKiuioi  mant  o  tax-  ntsri,  md 
■ir  n'  tht  aOksr  purv 

-  rl-ir7  tttf  Sarti  n  ^srandiinc  iwncb  .ttithbi^c  iaB|;, 
"  "V^naK  sa»  <i  mar^  tau  trtt  manapnc.. 

-  Tnc  tiM-t   inR-  F  T«nr».  am.  nBOt    m-  {j^naad 

IMRM 

-  "iTma  or  nw  «as»  l»»»tl  iftrwri.  * 

Trmnn  t^  tnr  n  tn*^  nh'-  Thr  Twr  tnllnirimr 
-onaub.  V  Utr  ni:.  wtu  tmrwr-K.  n«  mnmmnc  ti 
ts»  hmsw*  ir'  T/iH  anr  Ijm.TH**^ 

Tiif  «»rmir  nm  thin  rwi'J-  i\  H'»nr-i  '\1.  wfm 
•nnnifL  ii  "itUW.  'W^hi^j.  H?'n-«  ^  »ra>  witrink  wc 
iatcm  nil-*,  mi:  r  v»-  ninifr  ik^ov.-tM  u.  Ir^i.  ani 
t>iRTF9im  tviitn  «w  iuiMi.hTi.-v  a:  Thr  firq:  md 
•*f :  tmr  iw-ls  TV  ir*  lai'r  n-  Hpii'^  M  har  hns 
(ittn.  stumx  nr.  thf  Aarr..  anr  wnsitf  r«">niiiti*\  hat-r 
'  iaiiiran>£  m  ffr  ptan^  bar  tht  authm  hrvv)  iVh  puS 


iHbT!:. 


.'OH\Sv>\, 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


SEXX)ND  PART  OF 

KING  HENRY  VI. 


*«*  *  Tlie  Cootenfion  of  the  two  famous  houses  of  Toric  and  Lancaster,*  in  two  parts,  was  pub- 
Inbed  in  quarto,  in  1600 ;  and  the  first  part  was  entered  on  the  Stationen*  books,  (as  Mr.  Steevens 
has  obseived,)  March  12, 1593-4.  On  these  two  plajs,  which  I  believe  to  have  been  written  by  some 
preceding  author, before  the  year  1590,  Shakspeare  formed,  as  I  conceive,  this  and  the  following  drama; 
altering,  retrenching,  or  amplifying,  as  he  thought  proper.  At  present  it  is  only  necessarjr  to  apprize 
the  reader  of  the  method  ooservea  in  the  printing  of  these  plays.  All  the  lines  printed  in  the  usual 
manner  are  found  in  the  original  auarto  plays  (or  at  least  with  such  minute  variations  as  are  not  worth 
noticing :)  and  those,  I  conceive,  ahakspeare  adopted  as  he  found  them.  The  lines  to  which  inverted 
s  are  prefixed,  were,  if  my  hypothesis  be  well  founded,  retouched,  and  greatly  improved  by  him; 


MALONE. 


PEaiSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Eng  Heniy  Vu  Sixth : 

Humphrey,  duke  of  GtosUr^  his  unelA, 

CcarMa^  Beaufort,  bishop  ^f  Winchester,  great 

uncle  to  the  king. 
Richard  Flantagenet,  duke  of  York  .- 
Edward  and  Richard,  his  sons. 
Duke  of  Somerset,         "^ 
Duibo/ Suffolk, 
Duke  of  BuckiDgham,    }qfthe  kingfs  party. 

Young  Clifibnl,  his  son.  J 

Lord  Scales,  Governor  cf  the  Tower.  Lord  Say. 
Sir  Humphrey  Stafford,  and  his  brother.  Sir  John 

Stanley. 
A  Sea>eapfatn,  Master,  and  Master's  Mate,  and 

Walter  Whitmore. 
Ttoo  Genttemtn,  prisoners  Ufith  Suflblk. 
A  Herald.  Yaux. 


Hume  and  Southwell,  two  priests. 

Bolingbroke,  a  conjurer.  A  Spirit  raised  by  hinu 

Thomas  Homer,  an  armourer.    Peter,  his  man. 

Clerk  of  Chatham.    Mayor  of  Saint  Albania. 

Simpcox,  an  impostor.    Two  Murderers. 

Jack  Cade,  a  rebel : 

George,  John,  Dick,  Smith,  the  Weaver,  Michael, 

4'C.  his  followers. 
Alexander  Iden,  a  Kentish  gentleman. 

Margaret,  queen  to  kinr  Henry. 

Eleanor,  duchess  of  Ghster. 

Maigeiy  Jourdain,  a  toitch.     Wife  to  Simpcox. 

Lords,  Ladies,  and  Attendants ;  Petitioners,  AU 
dermen,  a  Beadle,  Sheriff,  and  Officers ;  CUi- 
sens.  Prentices,  Falconers,  Guards,  SoUHers, 
Messengers,  4'c. 

Scene,  dispersedly  in  various  parts  of  England, 


ACT  I. 

SCE^^  I.—Loodan.^A  room  of  state  in  the 
palace.  Flourish  of  Trumpets :  then  Hautboys. 
Enter,  on  one  side,  KingHeniy,  Duke  qf  Glos- 
ter,  Saltsbuiy,  Warwick,  and  Cardinal  Beaufort ; 
on  the  other.  Queen  Maigaret,  led  in  by  Suffolk ; 
York,  Somerset,  Buckin^iam,  and  others,  fol- 
knomg. 

Suffolk. 

AS  by  yoor  high  imperial  majeshr 
t  had  in  charge  at  my  depart  for  France, 
As  procurator  to  yoor  excellence. 
To  marry  princess  Margaret  for  your  grace ; 
So,  in  the  mnwos  ancient  cit^,  Tours, — 
In  presence  of  the  kings  of  France  and  Sicil, 
The  dukes  of  Orieans,  Calaber,  Bietaigne,  and 
Alencon, 


Seven  earis,  twelve  barons,  twenty  reverend  bishops, 
I  have  perfonn*d  my  task,  and  was  espousMf^ 
And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  knee,       '* « 
In  sight  of  England  and  her  lordly  peers, 
Deliver  up  my  title  in  the  aueen 
To  your  moat  gracious  hands,  that  are  the  substance 
Of  that  great  shadow  I  did  represent ;  « 

The  happiest  gift  that  ever  marquis  gave. 
The  fiiirest  aueen  that  ever  king  receivM. 

K.  Hen.  Suffolk,  arise.-  Welcome,  queen  Ma^ 
garet: 
I  can  express  no  kinder  sign  of  love. 
Than  this  kind  kiss.— O  Lord,  that  lends  me  life, 
Lend  me  a  heart  replete  with  thankfubiess ! 
For  thou  hast  given  me,  in  this  beauteous  face, 

*  A  world  of  earthly  blessings  to  my  soul, 

*  If  sympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

*  Q,  Mar.  Great  king  of  England,  and  my  gra- 
cious lord ; 
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*  The  mutual  amrerence  that  mj  mind  hath  had^ — 

*  By  dajr,  by  night ;  waking,  and  in  mj  dreams ; 

*  In  courtly  comply,  or  at  my  beads,— 

*  With  you  mine  aldeivliefestS  soverei^ 

*  Makes  me  the  bolder  to  salute  my  \axa^ 

*  With  ruder  temis ;  such  as  mr  wit  arords, 

*  And  overjoy  of  heart  doth  minister. 

'  K,  Hen.  Her  sight  did  ravish :  buther  grace  in 

*  Her  woKU  y-clad  with  wisdom's  majesty, 

*  Makes  me,  from  wondering  fall  to  weepmg  joys ; 

*  Such  is  the  fulness  of  mr  heart's  content — 

*  Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voice  welcome  mv  love. 

AIL  Long  live  queen  Margaret,  Engiand^s  hap- 
piness! 

Q.JIfar.  We  thank  you  alL  [FUmruik. 

l9uff'.  My  lord  protector,  so  it  please  your  grace. 
Here  are  the  articles  of  contracted  peace. 
Between  our  sovereisn  and  the  Frencn  king  Charles, 
'  For  eie^hteen  moams  concluded  by  consent 

Glo.  j/Zeodf.]  Imprimis,  It  is  aptedhetween  the 
French  kinrj  Chariea,  and  JVilUam  de  la  PooU, 
marquess  of  Suffolk,  ambassador  for  Henry  king 
qf  England,— that  the  said  Henry  shaU  espouse 
uu  lady  Margaret,  daughter  unto  Reignier  king 
^^apUSj  Sicilia,  and  Jerusalem ,'  and  croum 
her  queen  of  England,  ere  the  thirtieth  of  May 

next  ensuing. -Item, — That  the  duchy  o/Anjou 

and  the  county  of  Maine,  shall  be  released  and 
ddivered  to  the  king  her  father— — 

K.  Hen.  Uncle,liow  now } 

Olo.  Pardon  me,  gracious  lord ; 

Some  sudden  qualm  hath  struck  me  at  the  heart, 
And  dimm'd  mine  eyes,  that  I  can  read  no  further. 

K.  Hen.  Uncle  of  Winchester,  I  pray,  read  on. 

Win.  Item, — His  further  agreed  between  them, 
— that  the  duchies  qf  Anjou  and  Maine  shall  be 
released  and  delivered  over  to  the  king  her  father  ,• 
and  she  sent  over  of  the  king  of  England's  own 
proper  cost  and  charges,  unUumt  having  dowry. 

IL  Hen.  Thev  please  us  well. — ^Lord  marquess, 
kneel  down; 
We  here  create  thee  the  first  duke  of  Suffolk, 
And  prt  thee  with  the  sword. — 
Consul  of  York,  we  here  discharge  your  grace 
From  being  regent  in  the  parts  o?  France, 
Till  term  of  eighteen  months  be  full  expirM. — 
Thanks,  uncle  Winchester,  Gloster,  York,  and 

Buckingham, 
Somerset,  Salisbuiy,  and  Warwick ; 
We  diank  you  all  for  this  ^reat  favour  dcxie, 
In  entertainment  to  mypnncely  queen. 
Come,  let  us  in ;  and  with  all  speed  provide 
To  see  her  coronation  be  perfonnM. 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  and  Suffolk. 

<?/Oft  Brave  peers  of  England,  pillars  of  the  state, 
'  Td'^bu  duke  Humphrey  must  unload  his  grief, 
'  Your  rrief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  land. 

*  What !  did  m^  brother  Heni^  spend  his  youth, 
'  His  valour,  coin,  and  people,  in  the  wars  ? 

'  Did  he  so  often  lodge  in  open  field, 
'  In  winter's  cold,  and  summer's  parching  heat, 
'  To  conauer  France,  his  true  inheritance  ? 
'  And  dia  ray  brother  Bedford  toil  his  wits, 

*  To  keep  by  policy  what  Henry  got? 

*  Have  you  yoursefves,  Somerset,  Buckingham, 

*  Brave  York,  Salisbuiy,  and  victorious  Warwick, 

*  Receiv'd  deep  scars  in  France  and  Normandy  ? 

*  Or  hath  mine  uncle  Beaufort,  and  myself, 

*  With  all  the  learned  councQ  of  the  realm, 

(1)  I  am  the  bolder  to  address  you,  having 
already  familiarized  you  to  my  imagination. 

(2)  Beloved  above  all  things. 


*  Studied  so  long,  sat  in  the  coonoil-house, 

*  Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro 

*  How  France  and  Frenchmen  might  be  kept  in  awe.^ 
*■  And  hath  liis  highness  in  his  infancy 

*  Been  crown'd  in  Paris,  in  despite  of  foes? 

*  And  sluill  these  labours,  and  these  honours,  die  ? 

*  Shall  Ileniy's  conquest,  Bedford's  vigilance, 

*  Your  deeds  of  war,  and  all  our  counsel,  die 

*  O  peers  of  England,  shameful  is  this  league ! 
*■  Fatal  this  marriage,  canceiline  your  fame : 

<  Blotting  your  names  from  bocws  of  memory : 

*  Razing  the  characters  of  your  renown ; 

*  Defacmg  monuments  of  conquered  France ; 

*  Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been ! 

'  Gxr.  rfephew,  what  means  this  passionate  dis 
course? 
*■  This  peroration  with  such  circumstance  ?' 
'  For  France,  'ds  ours ;  and  we  will  keep  it  still. 

*  Glo.  kj,  uncle,  we  will  keep  it,  if  we  can ; 

*  But  now  It  is  impossible  we  should : 
Suffolk,  the  new-made  duke  that  rules  the  roast, 

*  Hath  given  the  duchies  of  Anjou  and  Maine 

*  Unto  the  poor  king  Reignier,  whose  large  style 

*  Agrees  not  with  the  leanness  of  his  purse. 

*  Sal  Now,  by  the  death  of  him  that  died  for  all 

*  These  counties  were  the  keys  of  Normandy: — 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick,  my  valiant  son  ? 

*  War.  For  grief,  that  they  are  past  recovery : 

*  For,  were  there  hope  to  conquer  tnem  again, 

*  My  sword  should  shed  hot  blood,  mine  eyes  no 

tears. 
Anjou  and  Mame !  myself  did  win  them  both ; 
Those  provinces  these  arms  of  mine  did  conquer: 
And  are  the  cities,  that  I  got  with  wounds, 

*  Deliver'd  up  again  with  peaceful  words  ? 

*  Mort  Dieu .' 

*  York.  For  Suffolk's  duke — ^may  he  be  sufibcate, 

*  That  dims  the  honour  of  this  warlike  isle ! 

*  France  should  have  torn  and  rent  my  veiy  heart, 

*  Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  league. 
I  never  read  but  England's  kings  have  had 
Large  sums  of  gold,  and  dowries,  with  their 

wives  : 
'  And  our  kin^  Henry  gives  away  his  own, 
*■  To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

*  Glo.  A  proper  jest,  and  never  heard  before, 

*  That  Suffolk  snould  demand  a  whole  fifteenth, 

*  For  costs  and  charges  in  transporting  her  I 

*  She  should  have  staid  in  France,  and  starv'd  in 

France, 

Before 

»  Car.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  now  you  ^w  too  hot; 

*  It  was  the  pleasure  of  my  lord  the  king. 

*  Glo.  My  lord  of  Wincliester,  I  know  your  mind; 

*  'Tis  not  my  speeches  that  vou  do  mislike, 

*■  But  'tis  my  presence  that  aoth  trouble  you. 
*■  Rancour  win  out :  Proud  prelate,  in  thy  (ace 
'  I  see  thy  fuiy :  If  1 1on|;er  stay, 

We  shall  begin  our  ancient  bickerings.^ — 
Lordings,  farewell ;  and  say,  when  I  am  gone, 
I  prophesied — France  will  be  lost  ere  long.  [Exit, 

Car.  So,  there  goes  our  protector  in  a  ragie. 
'Tis  known  to  you,  he  is  mine  enemy : 

*  Nay,  more,  an  enemy  unto  you  all ; 

*  And  no  great  friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  king. 

*  Consider,  lords,  he  is  the  next  of  blood, 

*  And  heir  apparent  to  the  English  crown; 

*  Had  Henry  got  an  empire  by  his  marriage, 

*  And  all  the  wealthy  kuigdoms  of  the  west, 

*  There's  reason  he  should  be  displeas'd  at  it 

(3)  This  speech  crowded  with  so  many  circum 
stances  of  aggravation. 

(4)  Skirmishings. 
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*  Look  to  it,  lords ;  let  not  his  smoodiiog  words 

*  Bewitch  ycHir  hearts ;  be  wise,  and  circumspect 

*  What  though  the  comnxm  people  favour  him, 

*  Caliiug  him — Humphrey ,  ike  good  duke  qfGlos- 

ier; 

*  Clapping  their  hands,  and  crying  with  a  loud  voice 

*  Jesu  maintain  your  royal  exceUence  ! 

*  With — Crod  preserve  the  good  duke  Humphrey  ! 

*  I  fear  me,  lords,  for  all  this  flattering  gloss, 

*  He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  protector. 

*  Buck.  Why  should  he  tben  protect  our  sove- 

reign, 
»  He  bein^  of  age  to  ^vem  of  himself? — 

*  Cousin  of  Somerset,  loin  you  with  me, 

*  And  all  together — with  the  duke  (^Suffolk, — 

*  We'll  quickly  hoise  duke  Humphrey  from  his  seat 

*  Car.  This  weighty  business  will  not  brook  de- 

lay ; 

*  I'll  to  the  duke  of  Suffolk  presently.  [Exit. 
*Som.   Cousin  of  Buckingham,  though  Hum- 
phrey's pride, 

*  And  greatness  of  his  place  be  grief  to  us, 

*  Yet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  cardinal ; 

*  His  insolence  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  princes  in  the  land  beside ; 

*  If  Glmter  be  displac'd,  he'll  be  protector. 

Buck.  Or  thou,  or  I,  Somerset,  will  be  protector, 

*  Despite  duke  Humphrey,  or  the  cardinal. 

[Exeunt  Buckingham  and  Somerset 
So/,  Pride  went  before,  ambition  follows  him. 

*  WTiile  these  do  labour  for  their  own  preferment, 

*  Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  realm. 

'  J  never  saw  but  Humphrey  duke  of  Gloster 

*  Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  gentleman. 

*  Oft  have  I  seen  the  haughty  cardinal — 

*  More  like  a  soldier,  than  a  man  o'the  church, 

*  As  stout,  and  proud,  as  he  were  lord  of  all, — 

*  Swe^r  like  a  ruffian,  and  demean  himself 

*  Unlike  the  ruler  of  a  common-weal. — 

'  Warwick,  my  son,  the  comfort  of  my  age ! 

*  Thy  deeds,  thy  plainness,  and  thy  house-keeping, 

*  Hath  won  the  greatest  favour  of  the  commons, 

*  Excepting  none  but  good  duke  Humphrey. — 

*  And,  brother  York,  thy  acts  in  Ireland, 

*  In  bringing  them  to  civil  discipline ; 

*  Thy  late  exploits,  done  in  the  heart  of  France, 

*  When  thou  wert  reejent  for  our  sovereign, 

*  Have  made  thee  fear'd,  and  honour'd,  of  the 

people : — 

*  Join  we  together,  for  the  public  good ; 

*  In  what  we  can  to  bridle  and  suppress 

*  The  pride  of  Suffolk,  and  the  cardinal, 

*  W^ith  Someriiet's  and  Buckingham's  ambition ; 

*  And,  as  we  may,  cherish  duke  Humphrey's  deeds, 

*  While  thev  do'  tend  the  profit  of  the  land. 

•  JVar.  So  God  help  Warwick,  as  he  loves  the 

land, 

*  And  common  profit  of  his  country ! 

•  York.  And  so  says  York,  for  he  hath  greatest 

cause. 
Sal  Then  let's  make  haste  away,  and  look  unto 

the  main. 
If^ar.  Unto  the  main  !  O  father,  Maine  is  lost ; 
That  Maine,  which  by  main  force  Warwick  did  win, 
»  And  would  have  kept,  so  long  as  breath  did  last : 
Main  chance,  father,  you  meant ;  but  I  meant  Maine*, 
Whkh  I  will  win  from  France,  or  else  be  slain. 

[Exeunt  W^arwick  and  Salisbury. 
York.  Anjou  and  Maine  are  given  to  the  Frcncli; 

*  Paris  is  lost ;  the  state  of  Normandy 

*  Stands  on  a  tickle*  point,  now  they  are  gone : 

*  Suffolk  concluded  on  the  articles ; 

(1)  For  ticklish. 


*  The  peers  agreed ;  and  Henry  was  well  plcosM, 
*To  cnange  two    dukedonis  for  a  duke*s   fail 

daughter. 

*  I  cannot  blame  them  all ;  Wliat  isH  to  them  f 

*  'Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own. 

*  Pirates  may  make  cheap  pennyworths  of  th«ir 

pillage, 

*  And  purchase  friends,  and  give  to  courtezans, 

*  Still  revelling,  like  lords,  till  all  be  gone : 

*  Wliile  as  the  silly  owner  of  the  goods 

*  Weeps  over  them,  and  wrings  his  hapless  hands, 

*  And  shakes  his  head,  and  trembling  stands  aloof, 

*  While  all  is  shar'd,  and  all  is  borne  away ; 

*  Ready  to  starve,  and  dare  not  touch  his  own. 

*  So  York  must  sit,  and  fret,  and  bite  his  tongue, 

*  While  his  own  lands  are  bargain'd  for,  and  sold. 

*  Methinks,  the  realms  of  England,  France,  and 

Ireland, 

*  Bear  that  proportion  to  my  flesh  and  blood, 

*  As  did  the  fatal  brand  Althea  bum'd, 

*  Unto  the  prince's  heart  of  Calydon.2 

Anion  and  Maine,  both  given  unto  the  French ! 

Cold  news  for  me ;  for  I  nad  hope  of  France, 

Even  as  I  have  of  fertile  England's  soil. 

A  day  will  come,  when  York  shall  claim  his  own ; 

And  therefore  I  will  take  the  Ncvils'  parts, 

And  make  a  show  of  love  to  proud  duke  Humphrey, 

And,  when  I  spy  advantage,  claim  the  crown, 

For  that's  the  golden  mark  I  seek  to  hit : 

Nor  shall  proud  Lancaster  usurp  my  right. 

Nor  hold  his  sceptre  in  his  childish  fist. 

Nor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head. 

Whose  church-like  humours  fit  not  for  a  crown. 

Then,  York,  be  still  a  while,  till  time  do  serve : 

Watch  thou,  and  wake,  when  others  be  asleep, 

To  piT  into  the  secrets  of  the  state ; 

Till  Henry,  surfeiting  in  joys  of  love, 

W'ith  his  new  bride,  and  England's  dear-bought 

queen. 
And  Humphrey  with  the  peers  be  fall'n  at  jars: 
Then  will  I  raise  aloft  the  milk-white  rose. 
With  whose  sweet  smell  the  air  shall  bcperfum*d; 
And  in  my  standard  bear  the  arms  of  York, 
To  grapple  with  the  house  of  Lancaster ; 
And,  force  perforce,  I'll  make  him  yield  the  crown. 
Whose  bookish  rule  hath  pull'd  fair  England  down. 

[Exit. 

SCEJ^E  n.—The  same.  A  room  in  the  duke 
of  Gloster's  house.  Enter  Gloster  and  the 
Duchess. 

Duch.  Why  droops  my  lord,  like  over-ripen'd 
com, 
Hanging  the  head  at  Ceres'  plenteous  load  ? 

*  Why  doth  the  great  duke  Humphrey  knit  his 

brows, 

*  As  frowning  at  the  favours  of  the  world  .' 

»  WTiy  are  thine  eyes  fix'd  to  the  sullen  earth, 

*  Gazmg  on  that  which  seems  to  dim  thy  sight  ? 

*  What  see'st  thou  there  }  king  Henry's  diadem, 
»  Enchas'd  with  all  the  honours  of  the  world .^ 

*  If  so,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  face, 

*  Until  tny  head  be  circled  with  the  same. 

Put  forth  thy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  gold  : — 
*■  What,  is't  too  short  }  I'll  lengfthcn  it  with  mine : 

*  And,  having  both  together  heav'd  it  up, 

»  We'll  both  t(^ether  lift  our  heads  to  heaven ; 

*  And  never  more  abase  our  sight  so  low, 

*  As  to  vouchsafe  wie  glance  unto  the  ground. 

(2)  Meleager ;  whose  life  was  to  continue  only 
so  long  as  a  certain  firebrand  should  last  Hi* 
mother  Althea  having  thrown  it  into  the  fire,  h« 
expired  in  torment 
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•  Glo.  O  Nell,  sweet  Nell,  if  thou  dort  love  thy 

lord, 

•  Banish  the  canker  of  ambitious  thoughts : 

•  And  may  that  thoug:ht,  when  I  ima^nc  ill 

•  Against  my  king  and  nephew,  virtuous  Heniy, 

•  Be  my  last  brej^thins:  in  this  mortal  world  ! 

•  My  troublous  dream  this  night  doth  make  me  sad 

•jDucA.  What  dream,  my  lord?  tell  me,  and 
ni  requite  it 

•  With  sweet  rehearsal  of  my  morning's  dream. 

•  Glo.  Methought,  this  staff,  mine  office-badge 

in  court, 

•  Was  broke  in  twain,  by  whom  I  have  forgot, 

•  But.  as  I  think,  it  was  by  the  cardinal ; 

•  And  on  the  pieces  of  tlie  broken  wand 
•Were  placM   the   heads  of  Edmond  duke  of 

Somerset,  , 

«  And  William  dc  la  Poole  first  duke  of  Suffolk. 

•  This  was  my  dream;  what  it  doth  bode,  God  knows. 

•  Duch.  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  aigument. 
That  he  that  breaks  a  stick  of  Gloster*s  grove, 

•  Shall  lose  his  head  for  his  presumption. 

•  But  list  to  me,  mv  Humphrey,  my  sweet  duke : 
Methought,  I  sat  m  seat  of  majesty, 

In  the  cathedral  churc  h  of  Westminster, 

And  in  that  chair  where  kings  and  queens   are 

crown'd ; 
Where  Henry,  and  dame  Margaret,  kneelM  to  me, 

•  And  on  my  head  did  set  the  diadem. 

•  Glo.  Nay,  Eleanor,  then  must  I  chide  outright : 

•  Presumptuous  dame,  ill-nurturMi  Eleanor ! 
Art  thou  not  second  woman  in  the  realm  ; 
And  the  protector's  wife,  belovM  of  him .' 

•  Hast  thou  not  worldly  pleasure  at  command, 

•  Above  the  reach  or  compass  of  thy  thought? 
And  wilt  thou  still  be  hammering  treachen', 

•  To  tumble  down  thy  husband,  and  thyself, 

•  From  (op  of  honour  to  disgrace's  feet  ? 
Awav  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more. 

•  thtch.    What,    what,  my  lord !   are  you  so 

choleric 

•  With  Eleanor,  for  telling  but  her  dream  ? 

•  Next  time,  I'll  keep  my  dreams  unto  myself, 

•  And  not  be  check'd. 

•  Glo.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas'd  again. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

^Mess.  My  lord   protector,  'tis  his  highness' 
pleasure, 

•  You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  Saint  Albans, 

•  Whereas^  the  king  and  queen  do  mean  to  hawk. 

Glo.  I  go. — Come,  Nell,  thou  wilt  ride  with  us? 

•  Duch.  Yes,  good  my  lord,  I'll  follow  presently. 

I  Exeunt  Gloster  and  >iessenger. 
cannot  go  before, 

•  While  Gloster  boars  this  base  and  htmible  mind. 

•  Were  I  a  man,      ;uke,  and  next  of  blood, 

•  I  would  remove  these  tedious  stumbling-blocks, 

•  And  smooth  my  way  upon  their  headless  necks  : 

•  And,  being  a  woman,  l  will  not  be  slack 

•  To  play  my  part  in  fortune's  pageant. 

•  Where  are  you  there  ?  Sir  John  \^  nay,  fear  not, 

man, 

•  We  are  alone ;  here's  none  but  thee,  and  I. 

Enter  Hume. 
Hume.  Jesu  preserve  your  royal  majesty ! 

•  Duch.  WTiat  say'st  thou,  majesty!  I  am  but 

grace. 
Hume.  But,  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  Hume's 
advice, 

(1)  Ill-educated.  (2)  For  where. 

(3)  A  title  frequently  bestowed  on  the  clergy. 


*  Your  grace's  title  shall  be  multiplied. 

Dum.  What  say'st  thou,  man?  hast  thou  as  yet 
conferr'd 
With  Maigeiy  Jourdain,  the  cunning  witch ; 
And  Rc^r  Bolingbroke,  the  conjurer? 
And  will  they  undertake  to  do  me  good? 

*  Hume.    This  they  have  promised, — to  show 

your  highness 
A  spirit  rais'd  from  depth  of  under  ground, 

*  That  shall  make  answer  to  such  questions,     . 

*  As  by  your  grace  shall  be  propounded  him. 

*  Duch.  It  is  enough  ;  I'll  thmk  upon  the  ques- 

tions: 

*  When  from  Saint  Albans  we  do  make  return, 

*  We'll  see  these  thin^  effected  to  the  full. 

*  Here,  Hume,  take  this  reward ;  make  merry,  man, 

*  With  thy  confederates  in  this  weighty  cause. 

[Exit  Duchess. 

*  Hume.   Hunne  must  make  meny  with  the 

duchess'  gold ; 

*  Many,  and  "shall.  But  how  now,  sir  John  Hume  ? 

*  Seal  up  jour  lips,  and  give  no  words  but — mum ! 

*  The  busmess  asketh  silent  secrecy. 

*  Dame  Eleanor  gives  gold,  to  bring  the  witch : 

*  Gold  cannot  come  amiss,  were  she  a  devil. 
'  Yet  have  I  gold,  flies  from  another  coast : 

*  I  dare  not  say,  from  the  rich  cardinal, 

*  And  from  the  great  and  new-made  duke  of  Suffolk ; 

*  Yet  I  do  find  it  so :  for,  to  be  plain, 

*  They,  knowing  dame  Eleanor's  aspiring  humour, 

*  Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  auchess, 

*  And  burr  these  conjurations  in  her  brain. 

*  They  say,  A  crafty  knave  docs  need  no  broker ; 

*  Yet  am  I  Suffolk  and  the  cardinal's  broker. 

*  Hume,  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  shall  go  near 

*  To  call  them  both — a  pair  of  crafty  knaves. 

*  Well,  so  it  stands  :  And  thus,  I  fear,  at  last, 

*  Hume's  knavery  will  be  the  duchess'  wreck ; 

*  And  her  attainturc  will  be  Humphrey's  fall : 

»  Sort  how  it  will,4  I  shall  have  gold  for  all.  [ExU, 

SCEJVE  HI— The  same.     A  room  in  the  /w^oa. 
Enter  Peter,  and  others^  witli  petitions. 

*  1  Pet.  My  masters,  let's  stand  close ;  my  lord 
'  protector  will  come  this  way  by  and  by,  ana  then 

*  we  may  deliver  our  supplications  in  the  quill.* 

*  2  Pet.  Marry,  the  Lord  protect  him,  for  he's  a 

*  good  man !  Jesu  bless  him  .' 

Enter  Suffolk,  and  Queen  Margaret. 

*  1  Pet.  Here  'a  comes,  methinks,  and  the  queen 

*  with  him :  I'll  be  the  first,  sure. 

*  2  Pet.  Come  back,  fool ;  this  is  the  duke  of 

*  Suffolk,  and  not  my  lord  protector. 

^Suff.  How  now,  fellow?  would'st  any  thing 
'  with  me  ? 

*  1  Pet.  I  pray,  my  lord,  pardon  me !  I  took  ye 

*  for  my  lord  protector. 

*  Q.  Mar.  [Reading  the  superscription.]   To  my 

*  lord  protector  !  are  your  supplications  to  his  lord- 

*  ship  ?  Let  me  see  them :  What  is  thine  ? 

*  1  Pet.  Mine  is,  an't  please  your  grace,  against 

*  John  Goodman,  my  lord  cardinal's  man,  for  keep- 

*  ing  my  house,  and  lands,  and  wife  and  all,  from  me. 

Suff.  Thy  wife  too?  that  is  some  wrong  indee«l.— 
What's  yours .>— What's  here!  [Reads.]  Against 
the  duke  of  Suffolk^  for  enclosing  the  commons 
of  Melford. — How  now,  sir  knave  ? 

2  Pet.  Alas,  sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  petitioner  of 
our  whole  township. 

Peter.    [Presenting  his  petition  ]  Against   my 

(4)  Let  the  issue  be  what  it  will. 

(5)  With  great  exactness  and  observance  of  form. 
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master,  Thomas  Homer,  for  saying,  That  the  duke 
of  York  was  rifhtful  heir  to  the  cnwn. 

*  Q.  Mar.  What  say'st  thou  ?  Did  the  duke  of 

•  Yoric  say,  lie  was  nghlful  heir  to  the  crown  ? 

*  Peter.  That  my  master  was?  No,  forsooth :  my 

*  master  said.  That  he  was ;  and  that  the  king  was 

•  an  usurper. 

SuJ'.  Who  is  there  ?  [  Enter  Servants.]— Toke  this 
fellow  in,  and  send  for  his  fhaster  with  a  pursuivant 
presently  : — we'll  hear  more  of  your  matter  before 
the  king.  [Exeunt  Servants^  with  Peler. 

*  Q.  Mar.  And  as  for  you,  that  love  to  be  pro- 

tected 

*  Under  the  wings  of  our  protector's  i^ce, 

*  Begin  your  suits  anew,  and  sue  to  him. 

•   [  Tears  the  petition. . 

•  Awav,  base  cullions !' — Suffolk,  let  them  ^. 

*  All.  Come,  let's  be  gone.  \Exeunt  Petitioners. 

*  Q.  Mar.  My  lord  of  Sunblk,  say,  is  this  the 

guise, 

•  Is  this  the  fashion  in  the  court  of  Endand .' 

•  Is  tjus  the  government  of  Britain's  isle, 

*  And  this  the  royalty  of  Albion's  king  ? 

•  What,  shall  king  Henry  be  a  pupil  still, 

•  Under  the  surly  Gloster's  ^vemance  f 

*  Am  I  a  queen  in  title  and  m  style, 

*  And  must  be  made  a  subject  to  a  duke  ? 

*  I  tell  thee,  Poole,  when  in  the  city  Tours 

•  Thou  ran'st  a  tilt  in  honour  of  my  love, 

*  And  stol'st  away  the  ladies'  hearts  of  France ; 

*  I  thought  king  (lenry  had  resembled  thee, 

*  In  courage,  courtship,  and  proportion : 

*  But  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  holiness, 

•  To  number  Ave-Maries  on  his  beadfl : 

•  His  champions  are — the  prophets  and  apostles; 

•  His  weapons,  holy  saws'  of  sacred  writ; 

•  His  study  is  his  tilt-yard,  and  his  loves 

•  Are  brazen  images  of  canoniz'd  saints. 
»  I  would,  the  college  of  cardinals 

*  Would  choose  him  pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rome, 

•  And  set  the  triple  crown  upon  his  head ; 

♦  That  were  a  state  fit  for  his  holiness. 

*  ^ff'  Madam,  be  patient :  as  I  was  cause 

*  Your  highness  came  to  England,  so  will  I 

*  In  England  work  your  grace's  full  content. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Beside  the  naught  protector,  have  w^e 

Beaufort, 

•  The  imperious  churchman ;  Somerset,  Bucking- 

nam, 

♦  And  grumbling  York ;  and  not  the  least  of  these, 

*  But  can  do  more  in  England  than  the  king. 

*  Suff.  And  he  of  these,  that  can  do  most  of  all, 

*  Cannot  do  more  in  England  than  the  Nevils : 

*  SalisbuTj,  and  Warwick,  are  no  simple  peers. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Not  all  these  lords  do  vex  me  half  so 

much, 

*  As  that  proud  dame,  the  lord  protector's  wife. 

*  She  sweeps  it  through  the  court  with  troops  of 

ladies, 

*  More  like  an  empress  than  duke  Humphrey's  wife ; 
Strangers  in  court  do  take  her  for  the  queen  : 

•  She  bears  a  duke's  revenues  on  her  back, 

•  And  in  her  heart  she  scorns  her  poverty : 

•  Shall  I  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  on  ner.' 

•  Contemptuous  base-bom  callat'  as  she  is, 

'  She  vaunted  'mongst  her  minions  t'other  day, 
The  very  train  of  her  worst  wearing-gown 
Was  better  worth  than  all  my  father's  lands, 

•  Till  Sufifolk  gave  two  dukedoms  for  his  daughter. 

*  Suff'.  Madam,  myself  have  lim'd  a  bush  for  her ;  j 

(1)  Scoandrels.     (2)  Sayings.     (3)  Drab,  trull. 
(4)  I.  e.  The  complaint  of  Peter  the  armourer's 
man  agaixist  bin  master 


*  And  plac'd  a  guire  of  such  enticing  birds, 

*  That  she  will  light  to  listen  to  the  lays, 

*  And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 

*  So,  let  her  rest :  And,  madam,  list  to  roe; 

*  For  I  am  bold  to  counsel  you  in  this. 

*  Although  we  fancy  not  the  cardinal, 

*  Yet  must  we  join  with  him,  and  with  the  IcMrdt, 

*  Till  we  have  brought  duke  Humphrey  in  di^race. 

*  As  for  the  duke  of  York, — this  late  complaint* 

*  Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit : 

*  So,  one  by  one,  we'll  weed  them  all  at  last,  . 

*  And  you  yourself  shall  steer  the  happy  helm. 

Enter  King  Heniy,  York,  and  Somerset,  etmoert- 
ing  toith  him  ;  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Gloster, 
Cardinal  Beaufort,  Buckingham,  Salisbury,  and 
Warwick. 

K.  Hen.  For  my  part,  noble  lords,  I  care  not 
which ; 
Or  Somerset,  or  York,  all's  one  to  me. 

York.    If  York  have  ill  demean'd  himBelf  in 
France, 
Then  let  him  be  denay'd*  the  regentship. 

Som.  If  Somerset  hie  unworthy  of  the  place, 
Let  York  be  regent,  I  will  yield  to  him. 

Jf^ar.  Whether  your  grace  be  worthy,  yea,  or  no 
Di!<pute  not  that :  York  is  the  worthier. 

(Jar.  Ambitious  Warwick,  let  ihy  betters  speak. 

War   The  cardinal's  not  my  better  in  the  field. 

Buck,  All  in  this  presence  are  thy  betters,  War- 
wick. 

War.  Warwick  may  live  to  be  the  best  of  all. 

*  Sal.  Peace,  son; and  show  some  reason, 

Buckingham, 

*  Why  Somerset  should  be  preferr'd  in  this. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Because  the  king,  forsooth,  will  have 

it  so. 

*  Glo.  Madam,  the  king  is  old  enough  himself 

*  To  give  his  censure  -.^  these  arc  no  women's  mat- 

ters. 
Q.  Mar.  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  need  your 
grace 

*  To  be  protector  of  his  excellence  ? 

*  Glo.  Madam,  I  am  protector  of  the  realm ; 

*  And,  at  his  pleasure,  will  resign  my  place. 

Suj^.  Resign  it  then,  and  leave  tliine  insolence. 

*  Since  thou  wert   king,   (as  who  is   king,  but 

tliou  ?) 

*  The  commonwealth  hath  daily  run  to  wreck : 

*  The  dauphin  hath  prevail'd  beyond  the  seas ; 

*  And  all  tne  peers  and  nobles  of  the  rcabn 

*  Have  been  as  bondmen  to  thy  sovereignty. 

*  Car.   The  commons  hast  thou  rack'd ;  ihe 

clergy's  bags 

*  Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 

*  Som.  Thy  sumptuous  buildings,  and  thy  wife's 

attire, 
»  Have  cost  a  mass  of  public  treasuiy. 

*  Buck.  Thy  cruelty  in  execution, 

*  Upon  offenders,  hath  exceeded  law, 

*  And  left  thee  to  the  merey  of  the  law. 

*  Q.  Mar.   Thy  sale  of  offices  and  towns  in 

France, — 
«  If  they  were  known,  as  the  suspect  is  great,^ — 

*  Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  head. 

[  Exit  Gloster.     The  Queen  drops  hir  fan. 

*  Give  me  my  fan :  What,  minion  !  can  you  not  ? 

[Gives  the  Duchess  a  box  on  the  ear. 

*  I  cry  you  mercy,  madam ;  Was  it  you } 

(5)  Denay  is  frequently  used  instead  of  deny 
among  the  old  writers. 

(6)  Censure  here  means  simply  judgment  or 
opinion. 
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'  Dvch,  Was't  I  ?  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  French- 

woman; 
Could  I  come  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails, 
rd  set  my  ten  commandments  in  your  &ce.i 
K.  Hen.  Sweet  aunt,  be  quiet;  *twas  against 
her  wilL 

*  Duch,  Agaii&t  her  will !  Good  king,  look  to't 

in  time; 

*  SheMl  hamper  thee,  and  dandle  thee  like  a  baby : 

*  Though  in  this  place  most  master  wear  no 

breeches. 
She  shall  not  strike  dame  Eleanor  unreveng^d. 

[Exit  Duchess. 

*  Buck.  Lord  cardinal,  I  will  follow  Eleanor, 

*  And  listeh  after  Humphrey,  how  he  proceeds : 

*  She*s  tickled  now ;  her  fume  can  need  no  spun, 

*  She*ll  gallop  fast  enough  to  her  destruction. 

[Exit  Buckingham. 

Re-enter  Gloster. 

*  Oio.  Now,  lords,  my  choler  being  OTer-blown, 

*  With  walking  once  about  the  quadrangle, 

*  I  come  to  talk  of  commonwealth  afl'airs. 

*  As  for  your  spiteful  false  objections, 

*  Prove  them,  and  I  lie  open  to  the  law : 

*  But  God  in  mercy  so  deal  with  my  soul, 

*  As  I  in  duty  love  my  king  and  countiy ! 

*  But,  to  the  matter  that  we  have  in  hand : — 

*  I  sav,  mj  sovereign,  York  is  meetest  man 

*  To  be  your  regent  in  the  realm  of  France. 

*  Sujr.  Before  we  make  election,  give  roe  leave 

*  To  show  some  reason,  of  no  litde  force, 
'  That  York  is  roost  unmeet  of  any  man. 

*  York,  ril  tell  thee,  Suffolk,  why  I  am  unmeet. 

*  First,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  pride ; 

*  Nextf  if  I  be  appointed  for  the  {Mace, 

*  My  lord  of  Somerset  will  keep  me  here, 

*  Without  discharge,  nxxiey,  or  furniture, 

*  Till  France  be  won  into  the  dauphm*s  hands. 

*  Last  time,  I  dancM  attendance  on  his  will, 

*  Till  Paris  was  besieg'd,  famishM,  and  lost 

*  Tf^ar.  That  I  can  witne^ ;  and  a  fouler  fact 

*  Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit 
Suff".  Peace,  headstrong  Warwick .' 

frar.  Image  of  pride,  why  should  I  hold  my 
peace  ? 

Enter  Servants  (if  Suffolk,  bringing  tn  Homer 
and  Peter. 

Suff.  Because  here  is  a  man  accus*d  of  treason : 
Pray  God,  the  duke  of  York  excuse  himself  I 

*  York.  Doth  any  one  accuse  York  for  a  traitor  ? 

*  ir.  Hen.  What  mean'st  thou,  Suffolk  ?  tell  me : 

What  are  these.* 

*  Suff".  Please  it  your  majesty,  this  is  the  man 
'  That  doth  accuse  his  master  of  high  treason : 

*  His  words  were  these ; — that  Richard,  duke  of 

York, 

*  Was  rightful  heir  unto  the  English  crown ; 
And  that  your  majesty  was  an  usurper. 

*  K.  Hen.  Say,  man,  were  these  thy  words  ? 
Hor.  An't  shall  please  your  majesty,  I  nevor 

said  nor  thought  any  such  matter :  Uod'is  my  wit- 
ness, I  am  falsely  accused  by  the  villain. 

» Pet.  By  these  ten  bones,  mv  lords,  [Holding 

*  up  his  ?iands.]  be  did  speak  them  to  mo  in  tliV 

*  garret  one  night  as  we  were  scouring  my  lord  of 

*  York's  armour. 

*  York.  Base  dunghill  villain,  and  mechanical, 
■  I'll  have  thy  head  for  this  thy  traitor's  speech  :— 

(1)  The  marks  of  her  fingers  and  thumbs. 

(2)  By  exorcise  Shakf«pcare  invariably  means  to 
raixe  spirits,  and  not  to  lay  tlicm. 


*  I  do  beseech  your  royal  majesty, 

*  Let  him  have  all  the  rigour  of  the  law. 

Hor.  Alas,  my  lord,  hang  me,  if  ever  I  spake 
the  words.  M^  accuser  is  my  prentice ;  and  when 
I  did  correct  hmi  for  his  fault  toe  other  day,  be  did 
vow  upon  his  knees  he  would  be  even  with  me :  I 
have  good  witness  of  this:  therefore,  I  beseech 
yoor  maiesty,  do  not  cast  away  an  honest  man  for 
a  villain^i  accusation. 

K.  Hen.  Uncle,  what  shall  we  say  to  this  in  law  ? 

*  Glo.  This  doom,  my  lord,  if  I  may  iudge. 
*■  Let  Somerset  be  re^nt  o'er  the  Frencn, 

*  Because  in  York  this  breeds  suspicion : 

*  And  let  these  have  a  day  appointed  them 
'  For  sinf  le  combat  in  convenient  place ; 

*  For  he  bath  witness  of  his  servant's  malice : 

*■  This  is  the  law,  and  this  duke  Humphrey's  doom. 

K.  Hen.  Then  be  it  sa  My  lord  of  Somerset, 
We  make  TOur  grace  lord  regent  o'er  the  French. 

Som.  I  bumb^  thank  your  royal  majesty. 

Hor.  And  I  accept  tlie  combat  willingly. 

Pet.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  cannot  fight ;  *  (of  God's 

*  sake,  pity  my  case !  the  spite  of  man  prevaileth 

*  against  me.    O,  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me !  I 

*  shall  never  be  able  to  fight  a  blow :  O  Lord,  my 

*  heart! 

Glo.  Sirrah,  or  yon  must  fight,  or  else  be  hang'd. 

*  K.  Hen.  Away  with  than  to  prison :  and  the  day 

*  Of  combat  shall  be  the  last  of  the  next  month. 

*  Come,  Somerset,  we'll  see  thee  sent  away.  [£xc 


SCEJ^EIF.—Tfusome.  The  duke  o/ G[oster'% 
Garden.  Enter  Margery  Jourdam,  Hume, 
Southwell,  and  Bolingbroke. 

*  Hume.  Come,  my  masters ;  the  duchess,  I  tell 
♦you,  expects  perfonnance of  your  promises. 

*  Jiolinff.  Master  Hume,  we  are  therefore  pro- 

*  vided :  Will  her  ladyship  behold  and  hear  our 

*  exorcisms  .'3 

*  Hume.  Ay;  What  else?  fear  you  not  her 

*  couraee. 

*  Boling.  I  have  heard  her  rcDortcd  to  be  a 

*  woman  of  an  invincible  spirit :  But  it  shall  be 

*  convenient,  master  Hume,  that  you  be  by  her  aloft, 

*  while  we  be  busy  below ;  and  so,  I  pray  you,  go 

*  in  God's  name,  and  leave  us.     [Exit  Hume.] 
*■  Mother  Jourdain,  be  you  prostrate,  and  grovel  on 

*  the  earth : — »  John  Southwell,  read  you ;  and  let 

*  us  to  our  work. 

Enter  Duchess,  above. 

*  Duch.  Well  said,  my  masters ;  and  welcome 

*  all.     To  this  geer ;'  the  socxier  the  better. 

*  Boling.  Patience,  good  lady ;  wizards  know 

their  times : 
Deep  night,  dark  night,  the  silent  of  the  night, 

*  The  time  of  night  when  Troy  was  set  on  fire ; 

*  Tlie  time  when  screoch-owls  ciy,  and  ban-dogH 

howl, 

*  And  spirits  walk,  and  ghosts  break  up  their  graves, 

*  That  time  best  fits  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 

*  Madam,  sit  you,  and  fear  not ;  whom  we  raise, 

*  We  will  make  fast  %vithin  a  hallow'd  verge. 

[Here  Vuy  perform  the  ceremonies  appertaining^ 
and  make  the  circle  ;  Bolinrbroke,  or  Southwell, 
read%  Conjuro  te,  4*c.   It  Viunders  and  lightens 
terribly,-  then  the  Spirit  riseth. 
*Spir.  Adsum. 

*  M.  Jourd.  Asmath, 

*  By  the  eternal  God,  whose  name  and  power 

*  Thou  tremblest  at,  answer  that  I  shall  ask ; 

(3)  Matter  or  business.         (4)  Yillage-dqgs. 
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*  For,  till  thoo  speak,  thoa  shalt  not  pass  from 

hence.  i 

•Spir.  Ask  what  thoa  wilt:— That  I  had  said 

and  done ! 
Boling.  First,  qf  the  king.    What  shall  of  him 
becomt  ?  [Reading  out  of  a  paper. 

^V.  The  duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  shall  depose; 
But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death. 
\As  the  Spirit  speaks,  Southwell  xffrites  the  answer. 
Boling.  JVhaifaU  awaits  the  duke  qf  Suffolk  ? 
Spir.  By  water  shall  he  die,  and  take  his  end. 
Boltng.   PVhat  shail  be/all  the  duke  <2/'Somer8et  f 
Sjpir.  Let  him  shun  castles ; 
Safer  shall  fie  be  upon  the  sandy  plains, 
Than  where  castles  mounted  stand. 
'  Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 
BoUng.   Descend  to  darkness,  and  the  burning 
lake: 
'  False  fiend,  avoid ! 

[Thunder  and  lightning.    Spirit  descends. 

Enter  York  and  Buckingham,  fuistily,  toith  their 
guards,  and  others. 

*  York.  Lar  hands  upon  these  traitors,  and  their 

trash. 

*  Beldame,  I  think,  we  watch'd  you  at  an  inch. — 

*  What, madam,  are  you  there?  the  long  andcom- 

monweal 

*  Are  deeply  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains ; 

*  My  lord  protector  will,  I  doubt  it  not, 

*  S€«  you  well  guerdonM^  for  these  good  deserts. 

*  Duck,  Not  half  so  bad  as  thine  to  England^s 

king, 

*  Injurious  duke ;  that  threat*st  where  is  no  cause. 

*  Buck.  True,  madam,  none  at  all.    What  call 

you  this  }  [Showing  her  the  papers. 

*  Away  with  them ;  let  them  be  clappM  up  close, 

*  And  kept  asunder : — You,  madam,  shall  with  us : — 

*  Stafford,  take  her  to  thee.  [£«.  Duch./rom  a6ore. 

*  WeMl  see  your  trinkets  here  all  forth-coming ; 
« All.— Away ! 

[Exeunt  guards,  with  South.  Bohng.  ^c. 

*  York.     Lord    Buckingham,   methinks,    you 

watch'd  her  well : 

*  A  pretty  plot,  well  chosen  to  build  upon ! 
Now,  pray  my  lord,  let's  see  the  devirs  writ. 
What  have  we  here  ?  [Reads. 
The  duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  shaU  depose  ; 
Bui  him  outlive^  and  die  a  violent  death. 

*  Why,  this  is  just 

*  Aio  te,  ,^actda,  Romanos  vincere  posse. 
Well,  to  the  rest: 

Tell  me,  what  fate  awaits  the  duke  of  Suffolk  7 
Bywater  shall  he  die,  and  take  his  end — 
fVhat  shall  betide  the  duke  qf  Somerset  ? 
Let  him  shun  castles; 
Safer  shall  he  be  upon  the  sandy  plaint^ 
Than  where  castles  mourUed  stand. 

*  Come,  come,  my  lords ; 

*  These  oracles  are  hardily  attained, 

*  And  hardly  understood. 

*  The  king  is  now  in  progress  toward  Saint  Albans, 

*  With  him,  the  husband  of  this  lovely  lady ; 

*  Thither  go  these  news,  as  fast  as  horse  can  can^' 

them; 

*  A  sorry  breakfa.^  for  my  lord  profector. 

*  Buck.  Your  grace  shiall  give  me  leave,  my  lord 

of  York, 
'  To  be  the  post,  in  hope  of  his  reward. 

*  York.  At  your  pleasure,  my  good  lord- — Who's 

*  within  there,  ho ! 

(\)  Rewarded. 
(2)  The  falconer's  term  for  hawking  at  water-fowl. 
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Enter  a  Servant 

*  Invite  my  lords  of  Salisbuiy,  and  Warwick, 

•  To  sup  with  me  to-morrow  night — Away  I  [Elxi, 


ACT  XL 

SCEJ>rE  /.—Saint  Albans.  Enter  King  Heniy, 
Queen  Margaret,  Gloster,  Cardinal,  and  Suf- 
folk, ufith  Falconers  holiaing. 

*■  Q.  Mar.  Believe  me,  lords,  for  flying  at  the 
brook,2 

*  I  saw  not  better  sport  these  seven  yeare'  day  : 

*  Yet,  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  hig:h ; 
And,  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

*  K.  Hen.   But  what  a  point,  my  lord,  your  fal- 

coa  made, 

*  And  what  a  pitch  she  flew  above  the  rest  I — 

*  To  see  how  God  in  all  his  creatures  works  I 

*  Yea,  man  and  birds,  are  fain'  of  climbing  hi^ 
Suff.  No  marvel,  an  it  like  your  majesty. 

My  lord  protector's  hawks  do  tower  so  well ; 
They  know  their  master  loves  to  be  aloft, 
♦And  bears  his  thoughts  above  his  falcon's  pitch. 
*■  Glo.  My  lord,  'tis  but  a  base  ignoble  mind 

*  That  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  soar. 

*  Car.  I  thought  as  much ;  he'd  be  above  tht 

clouds. 

*  Glo.  Ay,  my  lord  cardinal ;  How  think  you  V^ 

that.?  "^ 

Were  it  not  good,  your  grace  could  fly  to  heaven> 

*  K.  Hen.  The  treasury  of  everlasting  joy .' 

*  Car.  Thy  heaven  is  on  earth;  thine  eyes  aodf 

thoughts 

*  Beat  on  a  crown,^  the  treasure  of  thy  heaut ; 
Pernicious  protector,  dangerous  peer, 

That  siTKX)tn'st  it  so  with  king  and  commonweal  ^ 

*  Glo.  What,  cardinal,  is  your  priesthood  grown 

peremptory  ? 

*  Tantcene  animis  calestibus  irtf? 

*  Churchmen  so  hot  ?  good  uncle,  hide  such  malice , 

*  With  such  holiness  can  you  do  it  ? 

*Svff.  No  malice,  sir;  no  more  dian  well  be* 
comes 

*  So  good  a  quarrel,  and  so  bad  a  peer. 

Glo.  As  who,  my  lord .? 

Suff.  WTiy,  as  you,  my  lord  j 

An't  Like  your  lordly  lord-protectorship. 

Glo.  Why,  Sufiblk,  England  ktraws  thine  inso* 
lence. 

Q.  Mar.  And  thy  ambition,  Gloster. 

K.  Hen.  I  pr'ythee,  peace» 

Good  queen ;  and  whet  not  on  these  furious  peers^ 
For  blessed  are  the  peace-makers  on  earth. 

Car.  Let  me  be  blessed  for  the  peace  I  make, 
Against  this  proud  protector,  vrith  my  sword ! 

Glo.  'Faitn,  holy  uncle,  'would  'twere  come  to 
that  I  [Aside  to  the  Cardinal. 

*  Car.  Marry,  when  thou  dar*st  [JisiJe, 

*  Glo.   Make  up  no  factious  numbers  for  the 

matter, 

*  In  thine  own  person  answer  thy  abuse.  [Aside. 
'  Car.  Ay,  wnere  thou  dar'st  not  peep :  an  if  thou 

dar'st,  p 

*  This  evening,  on  the  east  side  of  the  grove.  [Aside. 

*  K.  Hen.  llow  now,  my  lords? 

*  Cbr.  Beheve  me,  cousin  Gloster, 

*  Had  not  rour  man  put  up  the  fowl  so  suddenly, 

*  We  had  had  more  sport — Come  with  thy  twcK 

hand  sword.  [Astde  to  Gl^stei 

(3)  Fond. 

(4)  ».  f .  Thy  mind  is  working  oa  »  crowo. 
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Glo.  True,  uncle. 

Car.  Are  you  advised? — the  east  side  of  the  grove? 
Glo.  Cardinal,  I  am  with  you.  [Ande. 

K.  Hen.  Why,  how  now,  uncle  Gloster  ? 

*  Glo.  Talking  of  hawking ;   nothing  else,  my 

lord.— 
Now,  by  God*8  mother,  priest,  Pll  shave  your  crown 
for  this, 

•  Or  all  my  fence*  shall  fail.  [Aside. 

*  Car.  Mcdice^  teipsum ; 

•  Protector,  see  to't  well,  protect  yourself.    \ Aside. 

K.  Hen.  The   winds  grow  high ;  so  ao  your 
stomachs,  lords, 

•  How  irksome  is  this  music  to  my  heart ! 

•  When  such  strings  jar,  what  hope  of  harmony  f 

•  I  pray,  my  lords,  let  me  compound  this  strife. 

Enter  an  Inhabitent  of  Saint  Albans^  cryin^^ 
A  miracle ! 

Glo.  What  means  this  noise .' 
Fellow,  what  miracle  dost  thou  proclaim  } 
Inhab.  A  miracle!  a  miracle! 
Suff".   Come  to  the  king,  and  tell  him  what 

miracle. 
Jnhab.  Forsooth,  a  blind  man  at  Saint  Alban^s 
shrine. 
Within  this  half  hour,  hath  receiv'd  his  sight; 
A  man,  that  ncV-r  saw  in  his  life  before. 

*  K.  Hen.  Now,  God  be  praisM !  that  to  believing 

souls 

•  Gives  light  in  darkness,  comfort  in  despair  ! 

Emier  the  Mayor  qf  Saint  Albans^  and  his  breth- 
ren ;  and  Simpcox,  borne  between  two  persons 
in  a  chair  ;  his  Wife,  and  a  great  tnuUitude, 
following. 

*  Oir.  Here  come  the  townsmen  on  procession, 

•  To  present  your  highness  with  the  man. 

*  A.  Hen.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  earthly 

vale, 

•  Although  by  his  sight  his  sin  be  multiplied. 

*  Glo.  Stand  by,  my  masters,  bring  him  near  the 

king, 

•  His  highness*  pleasure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

*  K.  Hen.  Good  fellow,  tell  us  here  the  circum- 

stance, 

•  That  we  for  thee  may  glorify  the  Lord. 
What,  hast  thou  been  bom  blind,  and  now  restored  .^ 

Simp.  Bom  blind,  an*t  please  your  grace. 

JVi/e.  Av,  indeed,  was  he. 

Suffl  Wfiat  woman  is  this .' 

W\/e.  His  wife,  an*t  like  your  worship. 

Glo.  Had*st  thou  been  his  mother,  thou  could^st 

have  better  told. 
K.  Hen.  Where  wert  thou  bom? 
,  Simp.  At  Berwick  in  the  north,  an*t  like  your 

grace. 

*  K.  Hen.  Poor  soul  I  God^s  goodness  hath  been 

great  to  thee  ; 

•  Let  never  day  nor  night  unhallowM  pass, 

•  But  still  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

•  Q.  Mar.  Tell  me,  good  fellow,  earnest  thou  here 

by  chance, 
•Xh"  of  devotion,  to  this  holy  shrine  ? 
^  Simp.   God  knows,  of  pure  devotion ;  being 
caird 

•  A  hundred  times,  and  oftener,  in  m^  sleep 

•  By  good  Saint  A I  ban ;  who  said, — Stmpcox^  come ; 
'  Come,  offer  at  my  shrine^  and  I  will  help  thee. 

*  W\fe.  Most  true,  forsooth ;  and  many  time 

and  oft 

(1)  Fence  is  the  art  of  defence. 


*  Myself  have  heard  a  voice  to  call  him  sa 
Car.  What,  art  lliou  lame  ? 

Simp.  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  me  * 

Sujf\  How  cam'st  thou  so  ? 

Simp.  A  fall  ofl*  of  a  tree. 

IVife.  A  plum-tree,  master. 

Glo.  How  long  hast  thou  been  blind  ? 

Simp,  O,  bom  so,  master. 

Glo.  What,  and  would'st  climb  a  tree  .* 

Simp.  But  that  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youth. 

*  IVife.  Too  true;  and  bought  his  climbing  very 

dear. 

*  Glo.    'Mass,  thou  lov'dst  plums  well,  that 

would*8t  venture  so. 

*  Simp.  Alas,  good  master,  my  wife  dcsir*d  some 

damsons, 

*  And  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  life. 

*  Glo.    A  subtle  knave!    but  yet  it  shall  not 

serve. — 

*  Let  me  see  thine  eyes : — wink  now ;  now  open 

them: — 
'  In  my  opinion  yet  thou  see'st  not  well. 

*  Simp.  Yes,  master,  clear  as  day ;  I  thank  God, 

and  Saint  Alban. 

Glo.    Say*st  thou  me  so?  What  colour  is  this 
cloak  of? 

Siin;».  Red,  master ;  red  as  blood. 

Glo.  Why,  that's  well  said :  What  colour  is  my 
gown  of? 

Simp.  Black,  forsooth ;  coal-black,  as  jet 

K.  Hen.  Why  then,  thou  know*st  what  coloar 
jet  is  of? 

Siifff.  And  vet,  I  think,  jet  did  he  never  see. 

G1^.  But  cloaks  and  gowns,  before  this  day,  • 
many. 

»  W\fe.  Never  before  this  day,  in  all  his  life. 

Glo.  Tell  me,  sirrah,  what's  my  name  ? 

Simp.  Alas,  master,  I  know  not 

Glo.  What's  his  name  ? 

Simp.  I  know  not 

Glo.  Nor  his? 

Simp.  No,  indeed,  master. 

Glo.  What's  thine  own  name  ? 

Simp.  Saunder  Simpcox,  an  if  it  please  you, 
master. 

Glo.  Then,  Saunder,  sit  thou  there,  the  lyingest 
knave 
In  Christendom.     If  thou  hadst  been  bom  blind. 
Thou  might'st  as  well  have  known  our  names,  as 

tlius 
To  name  the  several  colours  we  do  wear. 
Sight  may  distinguish  of  colours ;  but  suddenly 

To  nominate  them  all,  's  impossible. 

My  lords.  Saint  Alban  here  hath  done  a  miracle; 
And  would  ye  not  think  that  cunning  to  be  great, 
That  could  restore  this  cripple  to  his  legs  ? 

Simp.  O,  master,  that  you  could ! 

Glo.  My  masters  of  Saint  Albans  have  you  not 
beadles  in  your  town,  and  things  called  whips  ? 

May.  Yes,  my  lord,  if  it  please  your  grace. 

Glo.  Then  send  for  one  presently. 

May.  Sirrah,  go  fetch  the  beadle  hither  straight. 
\Exit  an  attendant. 

Glo.  Now  fetch  me  a  stool  hither  by  and  by.  [A 
stool  brought  out]  Now,  sirrah,  if  you  mean  to 
save  yourself  from  whipping,  leap  me  over  this 
stool,  and  run  away. 

Simp.  Alas,  master,  I  am  not  able  to  stand  alone. 
You  go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

Re-enter  Attendant,  with  the  Beadle. 
Glo.  Well,  sir,  we  must  have  you  find  your  legs. 
Sirrah  beadle,  whip  him  till  he  leap  over  that  same 
stool. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


SBCOND  PART  OF  KING  HENRY  VL 


Sceml 


Bead,  I  will,  my  lord — Come  on,- surah;  off 
with  jour  doublet  quickly. 

Simp.  Alafl,  master,  what  shall  I  do?  I  am  not 
able  to  stand. 

[Afler  the  Beadle  hath  hit  him  once,  he  leaps 
over  the  stools  and  runs  away  ;  and  the 
people  foU*nDy  and  cry,  A  miracle  .' 

*  K.  Hen.  O  God,  aeest  thou  thi^,  and  bear^st  so 

long? 

*  Q.  Mar.  It  made  me  laugh,  to  see  the  villain 
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»  Glo.  Follotv  the  knave ;  and  take  this  drab  away. 

•  Wife.  Alas,  sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 

Glo.  Lee  them  be  whipped  through  every  mar- 
ket town,  till  thev  come  to  Berwick,  whejice  they 
came.  [Exeunt  Mayor,  Beadle,  Wife,  Sfc. 

»  Car.  Duke  Humphrey  has  done  a  miracle  to-day. 
^Suf.  True;  made  the  lame  to  leap,  and  fly 
away. 

•  Glo.  But  you  have  done  more  miracles  than  I ; 

*  You  made,  in  a  day,  my  lord,  whole  towns  to  fly 

Enter  Buckingham. 

*  K,  Hen,  What  tidings  with  our  cousin  Buck 

infham? 

*  Buck,  ^ch  as  my  heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold. 

•  A  sort»  of  naughty  persons,  lewdly2  bent,— 

•  Under  the  countenance  and  confederacy 

*  Of  lady  Eleanor,  the  protector^s  wife, 

*  The  ringleader  and  head  of  all  this  rout, 

•  Have  practised  dangerously  against  your  state, 

•  Dealing  with  witches,  and  wito  conjurors: 

*  Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  fact ; 

*  Raising  up  wicked  spirits  from  under  ground, 

•  Demanding  of  king  Henry's  life  and  death, 

*  And  other  of  your  highness*  privy  council, 

*  As  mote  at  large  your  grace  shall  understand. 

•  Car.  And  so,  my  lord  protector,  by  this  means 

*  Your  lady  is  forthcoming^  yet  at  London. 

•  This  news,  I  think,  hath  tum'd  your  weapon^ 

edge; 

*  Tis  like,  my  lord,  you  will  not  keep  voiir  hour. 

[Aside  to  Gloster. 

•  Glo.  Ambitious  churchman,  leave  to  afflict  my 

heart ! 
-  Sorrow  and  grief  have  vanquished  all  my  powers : 

♦  And,  vanquished  as  I  am,  I  yield  to  thee, 

*  Or  to  the  meanest  groom. 
•K.  Hen.  O  God,  what  mischiefs  work  the 

wicked  ones ; 

•  Heaping  confusion  on  their  own  heads  thereby ! 

•  Q.  Mar.  Glostcr,  see  here  the  tainture  of  thy 

nest; 

•  And,  look,  thyself  be  faultless,  thou  wcrt  best 

•  Glo.  Madam,  for  myself,  to  heaven  I  do  appeal, 

•  How  I  have  lov'd  mv  king,  and  commonweal : 

•  And,  for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  stands ; 

*  Sonr  I  am  to  hear  what  I  have  heard : 
'  Nobfe  she  is;  but  if  she  have  forgot 

•  Honour  and  virtue,  and  conversed  with  such 

•  As,  like  to  pitch,  defile  nobility, 

•  I  banish  her,  ray  bed,  and  company ; 

*  And  give  her,  as  a  prey,  to  law,  and  shame, 

•  That  nath  dishonoured  Gloster's  honest  name. 

•  K.  Hen.  Well,  for  this  night,  we  will  repose 

us  here: 

•  To-morrow,  toward  London,  back  again, 

*  To  look  into  this  business  thoroughly, 

*  And  call  these  foul  offenders  to  ^eh-  answers ; 

*  And  poise^  the  cause  in  justice*  equal  scales, 

•  Whose  beam  stands  wre,  whose  rightful  cause 

prevails.  [Flourish.  Exeunt. 


(1)  A  company. 

VOU  11. 


(2)  Wickodly. 


SCEJVi; //.—London.  ThedukeofYork'Bgar* 
den.     Enter  York,  Salisbury,  an/ Warwick. 

•  York.  Now,  my  good  lords  of  Salisbuir  and 
Warwick, 

*  Our  simple  supper  ended,  give  me  leave, 

*  In  this  close  walk,  to  satisfy  myself, 

*  In  craving  your  opinion  of'mv  title, 

*  Which  is  infallible,  to  England's  crown. 

*  Sal.  My  lord,  I  long  to  hear  it  at  full. 
Jrar.  Sweet  Yoric,  begin :  and  if  thy  claim  be 

l?oo<l» 
The  Nevils  are  %  subjects  to  command. 
York.  Then  thus  :— 

*  F^ward  the  Third,  my  lords,  had  seven  sons : 

*  The  first,  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  prince  of 
Wales ; 

The  second,  William  of  Hatfield  ;  and  the  thiid, 
Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence ;  next  to  whom, 

*  Was  John  of  Gaunt,  the  duke  of  Lancaster : 

*  The  fifth,  was  Edmund  Langley,  duke  of  York ; 

*  The  sixth,  was  Thomas  of  Woodstock,  duke  of 
Gloster; 

*  William  of  Windsor  was  the  seventh,  and  last 

*  Edward,  the  Black  Prince,  died  before  his  father; 

*  And  left  behind  him  Richard,  his  only  son, 

*  Who,  after  Edward  the  Third's  death,  reign'd 
as  king ;  * 

*  Till  Henry  Bolingbroke,  duke  of  Lancaster, 

*  The  eldest  son  and  heir  of  John  of  Gaunt, 

*  Crown'd  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  Fourth, 

*  Seiz'd  on  the  reahn;  dcpos'd  the  rightful  king; 

*  Sent  his  poor  queen  to  France,  from  whence  she 
came, 

*  And  him  to  Pomfret ;   where,  as  all  vou  know, 

*  Harmless  Richard  was  murdered  traitorously. 
»  PVar.  Father,  the  duke  hath  told  the  truth; 

»  Thus  got  the  house  of  Lancaster  the  crown. 

*  York.  Which  now  they  hold  by  force,  and  not 
by  right ; 

»  For  Richard,  the  first  son's  heir,  being  dead, 
*'The  issue  of  the  next  son  shoiild  have  reign'd. 
*Sal.  But  Williamof  Hatfield  died  without  an  heir. 

*  ForAr.  The  third  son,  duke  of  Clarence  (from 
whose  line 

*I  claim  the  crown,)   had   issue — Philippe,  a 
daughter, 

*  Who  married  Edmund  Mortimer,  earl  of  March : 

*  Edmund  had  issue— Roger,  earl  of  Marrh: 

*  Roger  had  issue — Edmund,  Anne,  and  Eleanor. 

*  Sal.  This  Edmund,  in  the  reign  of  Bolingbroke, 

*  As  I  have  read,  laid  claim  unto  the  crown ; 

*  And,  but  for  Owen  Glendower,  had  been  king, 

*  Who  kept  him  in  captivity,  till  he  died. 

*  But,  to  the  rest. 

*  York.  His  eldest  sister,  Anne, 
'  My  mother  being  heir  unto  the  crown, 
*■  Married  Richard,  earl  of  Cambridge ;  who  was  soo 

To  Edmund  Langlev,  Edward  the  Third's  fifth  son. 

*  By  her  I  claim  the  kingdom  :  she  was  heir 

*  To  Roger,  earl  of  March ;  who  was  the  son 
Of  EdiTiurid  Mortimer ;  who  married  Philippe, 
Sole  daughter  unto  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence: 

'  So,  if  the  is«!ue  of  the  elder  son 

*  Succeed  l)efore  the  younger,  I  am  king. 
'  H'ar.  What  plain  proceedings  are  more  plain 

than  (his? 

*  HeniT  doth  claim  the  crown  from  John  of  Gaunt, 
» The  fourth  son ;  York  claims  it  from  the  third. 

Till  LicHiel's  issue  fails,  Jiis  should  not  reign  : 

It  fails  not  yet ;  but  flourishes  in  thee, 

And  in  thy  sons,  fair  slips  of  such  a  stock. — 

(3)  I.  e.  Your  lady  is  in  custody.     (4)  Weigh. 
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*  Then,  father  Salisbury,  kneel  we  both  together; 

*  And,  in  this  private  plot,*  be  we  the  first, 

*  That  shall  salute  our  rie^tful  sovereign 

*  With  honour  of  his  birmri^ht  to  the  crown. 

Both,  Long  live  our  sovereign  Richard,  £ngland*s 
king! 

*  York,  We  thank  yon,  brds.  But  I  am  not  your 

king, 

*  Till  I  be  crown'd ;  and  that  ray  sword  be  stainM 

*  With  heart-blood  of  the  house  of  Lancaster : 

*  And  that's  not  suddenly  to  be  performed ; 

*  But  with  advice,  and  silent  secrecy. 

*  Do  you,  as  I  do,  in  these  dangerous  days, 

*  Wink  at  the  duke  of  Suffolk's  insolence, 

*  At  Beaufort's  pride,  at  Somerset's  ambition, 

*  At  Buckingham,  and  all  the  crew  of  them, 

»  Till  they  have  snar'd  the  shepherd  of  the  flock, 

*  That  virtuous  prince,  the  good  duke  Humphrey : 
» 'Tis  that  they  seek ;  and  Uiey,  in  seeking  that, 

*  Shall  find  their  deaths,  if  York  can  prophesy. 

•  Sal,  My  lord,  break  we  off;  we  know  your 

mind  at  full. 

•  War.  My  heart  assures  me,  that  the  earl  of 

Warwick 

*  Shall  one  day  make  the  duke  of  York  a  kine. 

*  *  York.  And,  Nevil,  this  do  I  assure  myself, — 

*  Richard  shall  live  to  make  the  earl  of  Warwick 

*  The  greatest  man  in  England  but  the  king.  [Ext. 

SCEJ^E  III— The  tame.  A  hall  qf  justice. 
Trumpets  sounded.  Enter  King  Heniy,  Queen 
Margaret,  Gloster,  York,  Suffolk,  and  Salisbuiy ; 
the  Duchess  of  Gloster,  Margery  Jourdain, 
Southwell,  Hume,  and  Bolingbroke,  under 
guard. 

•  K.  Hen.  Stand  forth,  dame  Eleanor  Cobham, 

Gloster's  wife : 

*  In  sight  of  God,  and  us,  your  guilt  is  great ; 

*  Receive  the  sentence  of  tne  law,  for  sins 

*  Such  as  by  God's  book  are  adjudg'd  to  death. — 

*  You  four,  from  hence  to  prison  back  afain ; 

[To  Jourd.  4-c. 

*  From  thence,  unto  the  place  of  execution : 

*  The  witch  in  Smithfield  shall  be  bura'd  to  ashes, 

*  And  you  three  shall  be  strangled  on  the  eallotys. — 

*  You,  madam,  for  you  are  more  nobly  bom, 

*  Despoiled  of  your  honour  in  your  life, 

*  Shall,  after  three  days'  open  penance  done, 

*  Live  in  your  country  here,  in  banishment, 

*  With  sir  John  Stanley,  in  the  Isle  of  Man. 

•  Duch.  Welcome  is  banishment,  welcome  were 

my  death. 

•  Glo.  Eleanor,  the  law,  thou  seest,  hath  judged 

thee; 

*  I  cannot  justify  whom  the  law  condemns. — 

[Exeunt  the  Duchess,  and  the  other  prisonerSy 
guarded. 

*  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  ray  heart  of  grie£ 

*  Ah,  Humphrey,  this  dishonour  in  thine  age 

*  Will  bring  thy  head  with  sorrow  to  the  ground ! — 

*  I  beseech  your  majesty,  eive  me  leave  to  eo ; 

*  SoDx>w  would  solace,  and  mine  age  would  ease.^ 

•  K.  Hen.  Stay,  Humphrey  duke  of  Gloster:  ere 

thou  go, 

*  Give  up  thy  staff;  Henry  will  to  himself 

*  Protector  be  :  and  God  shall  be  my  hope, 

*  My  stay,  my  guide,  and  lantern  to  my  feet ; 

*  And  go  in  peaco,  Humphrey  ;  no  less  belov'd, 

*  Than  when  thou  werf  protector  to  thy  king. 

•  Q.  Mar.  I  see  no  reason,  why  a  king  of  years 

(IJ  Sequestered  spot. 

(2)  i.  e.  Sorrow  requires  solace,  and  age  requires 


*  Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  child.— 

'  God  and  king  Henry  govern  Elngland's  helm : 

*  Give  up  your  staff,  sir,  and  the  king  his  realm. 

*  Glo.  My  stafl'?— here,  noble  Henry,  is  my  iteff: 

*  As  willingly  do  I  the  same  resien, 

*  As  ere  thy  &ther  Henry  made  it  mine ; 
And  even  as  willingly  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it. 
As  others  would  ambitiously  receive  it 

*  Farewell,  good  king :  WTien  I  am  dead  and  ««•, 
May  honourable  peace  attend  thy  throne  !    [Exit. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Why,  now  is  Henry  king,  ana  Mar- 

garet queen ; 

*  And  Humphrey,  duke  of  Gloster,  scarce  himself, 

*  That  bearssoshrewd  a  maim;  two  pulls  atonce, 

*  His  lady  banish'd,  and  a  limb  loppM  ofi'; 

*  This  staff  of  honour  rau^ht  :>— Tiiere  let  it  stand, 

*  Where  it  best  fits  to  be,  m  Henry's  hand. 

*  Su^.  Thus  droops  this  lofty  pine,  and  hangs 

his  sprays ; 

*  Thus  Eleanor's  pride  dies  in  her  youngest  days. 

*  York.  Lords,  let  him  ga — Please  it  your  ma 

*  This  is  tne  day  appointed  for  the  combat ; 

'  And  ready  arc  the  appellant  and  defendant, 
'  The  armourer  and  his  man,  to  enter  the  lists, 
'  So  please  your  highness  to  behold  the  fight. 

*  Q.  Mar.   .\y,  good  my  lord ;  for  purposely 

therefore 

*  Left  I  the  court,  to  see  this  quarrel  tried. 

*  K.  Hen.  O'  God's  name,  see  the  lists  and  all 

things  fit ; 

*  Here  let  them  end  it,  and  God  defend  the  right ! 

*  York.  1  never  saw  a  fellow  worse  bested,^ 

*  Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  the  appellant, 

*  The  servant  of  this  armourer,  my  loros. 

Enter  on  one  side^  Homer,  and  his  Neighbours, 
drinking  to  him  so  much  that  he  is  drunk  ,*  and 
he  enters  bearinr  his  staff  unth  a  sand-bag  Jos- 
iened  to  it;  a  arum  before  him;  at  the  other 
side^  Peter,  roith  a  drum  and  a  similar  staff, 
accompanied  by  Prentices  drinking  to  him. 

1  JCeigh.  Here,  neighbour  Homer,  I  drink  to 
you  in  a  cup  of  sack ;  And  fear  not,  neighbour, 
you  shall  do  well  enough. 

2  JSTeigh.  And  here,  neighbour,  here's  a  cup  of 
chameco.* 

3  JSTeigh.  And  here's  a  pot  of  good  double  beer, 
neighbour :  drink,  and  fear  not  your  man. 

ffor.  Let  it  come,  i'faith,  and  I'll  pledge  you  all ; 
And  a  fig  for  Peter ! 

1  Pren.  Here,  Peter,  I  drink  to  thee ;  and  be 
not  afraid. 

2  Pren.  Be  merry,  Peter,  and  fear  not  thy 
master ;  fight  for  credit  of  the  prentices. 

Peter.  1  thank  you  all :  •  drink,  and  pray  forme, 

*  I  pray  you ;  for,  I  think,  I  have  taken  my  last 

*  draught  in  this  world.* — Here,  Robin,  an  if  I  die, 
I  give  Oiee  my  apron ;  and,  Will,  thou  shalt  have 
my  hammer : — and  here,  Tom,  take  all  the  money 
that  I  have. — O  Lord,  bless  me,  I  pray  God !  for  I 
am  never  able  to  deal  with  my  master,  he  hath 
leamt  so  much  fence  already. 

Sal.  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fall  to  blows. 
— Sirrah,  what's  thy  name  f 

Peter.  Peter,  forsooth. 

Sal.  P«'ter!  whatnoore? 

Peter.  Thump. 

Sal.  Thump !  then  see  thou  thump  thy  master  wel  1. 

Hor.  Masters,  I  am  come  hiiher,  as  it  were, 
upon  my  man's  instigation,  to  prove  him  a  knave, 

(3) Reached.  (4)  In  a  worse  plight 

(5)  A  sort  of  sweet  wine. 
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and  myself  an  honest  roan :  *  and  touching  the 
•duke  of  York, — will  take  my  death,  I  never 
meant  him  any  ill,  nor  the  king,  nor  tlMB  queen : 

*  And,  therefore,  Peter,  have  at  thee  with  a  down- 
right blow,  as  Bevifl  of  Southampton  fell  upon 
Ascapart 

*  York.  Despatch : — this  knave^s  tongue  begins 

to  double. 

*  Sound  trumpets,  alarum  to  the  combatants. 

[Ahrum.     They  fight,  and  Peter  strikes 
down  his  master. 
Hot.    Hold,  Peter,  hold!  I  confess,  I  confess 
treason.  [Dies. 

*  York.  Take  away  his  weapon : Fellow, 

'  thank  God,  and  the  good  wine  in  thy  master's 
way. 

*  Peter.  O  God !  have  I  overcome  mine  enemies 

*  in  this  presence  ?  O  Peter,  thou  hast  prevailed  in 
•richt! 

K.  Hen.  Go,  take  hence  that  traitor  from  our  sight ; 
For,  by  his  death,  we  do  perceive  his  guilt  :1 
And  God,  in  justice,  bath  revealM  to  us 
The  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fellow. 
Which  he  had  thought  to  have  murder'd  wrong- 

ftilly.— 
Come,  fellow,  folbw  us  for  thy  reward.    [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE  IF.— The  same.  A  street.  Enter 
Gloster  and  Servants,  in  mourning  cloaks. 

*  Glo.  Thu^  sometimes,  hath  the  brightest  day 

a  cloud ; 
»  And,  after  summer,  evermore  succeeds 

*  Barren  winter,  with  his  wrathful  nipping  cold : 

*  So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  seasons  fleet^ 
Sirs,  what's  o'clock  ? 

Serv.  Ten,  my  lord. 

*  Glo.  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me, 

*  To  watch  the  coming  of  my  punish'd  duchess : 

*  Uneath^  may  she  endure  the  flinty  streets, 

*  To  tread  them  with  her  tender-feeling  feet 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thy  noble  mind  abrook 
The  abject  people,  gazing  on  thy  face, 

With  envious^  looks,  still  laughing  at  thy  shame ; 
That  ent  did  follow  thy  proud  chariot-wheels. 
When  thou  didst  ride  in  triumph  through  the  streets. 

*  But,  soft !  I  think,  she  comes ;  and  Pll  prepare 

*  My  tear-stain'd  eyes  to  see  her  miseries. 

Enter  the  Duchess  of  Gloster,  in  a  tohite  sheets 
with  papers  pinned  vpon  her  hack,,  her  feet 
hare,  and  a  taper  burning  in  her  hand;  Sir 
John  Stanley,  a  Sherijff]  and  Officers. 

Serv.  So  please  your  grace,  we'll  take  her  from 
the  sheriff. 

*  GU).  No,  stir  not,foryoui  lives;  letherpassby. 
Dueh.   Come  you,  my  lord,  to  see  my  open 

diame.^ 
Now  thou  dost  penance  too.  Look,  how  they  gaze ! 

*  See,  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point, 

*  And  nod  their  neads,  and  throw  their  eyes  on  thee  I 

*  Ah,  Gloster,  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  looks ; 

*  And,  in  thy  closet  pent  up,  rue  my  shame. 
And  ban^  thine  enemies,  both  mine  and  thine. 

Glo.  Be  patient,  gentle  Nell ;  forget  this  grief 
Duch.  An,  Gloster,  teach  me  to  hr^X  myself: 
For,  whilst  I  think  I  am  thy  married  wife, 
And  thou  a  prince,  protector  of  this  land, 

*  Methinks,  I  should  not  thus  be  led  along, 
Mail'd  up  in  8hame,<^  with  papers  on  my  back ; 

(1)  The  death  of  the  vanquished  person  was 
mlways  r^arded  as  certain  evidence  of  his  euilt. 

(2)  Chwigc.       (3)  Not  easily.       (4)  Malicious. 
(5)  Curse. 


*  And  followed  with  a  rabble,  that  rejoice 

»  To  see  my  tears,  and  hear  my  deep-fet^  groant. 
The  ruthleiis  flint  doth  cut  my  tender  feet ; 
And,  when  I  start,  the  envious  people  laugh. 
And  bid  me  be  advised  how  I  treao. 

*  Ah,  Humphrey,  can  I  bear  this  shameful  yoke  ? 

*  Trow'st  thou,  that  e'er  I'll  look  upon  the' world; 

*  Or  count  them  happy,  that  enjoy  the  sun  ? 

*  No ;  dark  shall  be  my  light,  and  night  my  day ; 

*  To  think  upon  mv  pomp,  shall  be  my  hell. 
Sometime  I'll  say,  1  am  duke  Humphrey's  wife ; 
And  he  a  prince,  and  ruler  of  the  land : 

Vet  so  he  rul'd,  and  such  a  prince  he  was. 
As  he  stood  by,  whilst  I,  his  forlorn  duchess, 

*  Was  made  a  wonder,  and  a  pointing-stock. 
To  every  idle  rascal  follower. 

But  be  thou  mild,  and  blush  not  at  my  shame ; 
Nor  stir  at  nothing,  till  the  axe  of  death 
Hang  over  thee,  as,  sure,  it  shordy  will. 
For  Suflfolk, — he  that  can  do  all  in  all 

*  With  her,  that  hateth  thee,  and  hates  us  all, — 
And  York,  and  impious  Beaufort,  that  false  priett. 
Have  all  lim'd  husoes  to  betray  thy  wings. 

And,  fly  thou  how  thou  canst,  they'll  tangle  thee : 

*  But  fear  not  thou,  until  thy  foot  be  snar'd, 

*  Nor  never  seek  prevention  of  thy  foes. 

*  Glo.  Ah,  Nell,  forbear;  thouaimest  all  awry; 

*  I  must  offend,  before  I  be  attainted : 

*  And  had  I  twenty  times  so  man^  foes, 

*  And  each  of  them  had  twenty  tunes  their  power, 

*  All  these  could  not  procure  me  any  scathe,^ 

*  So  long  as  I  am  loyal,  true,  and  crimeless. 

*  Would'st  have  me  rescue  thee  from  this  reproach.' 
"  Why,  yet  thy  scandal  were  not  wip'd  away. 

But  I  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  law. 
Thy  greatest  help  is  quiet,  gentle  Nell : 

*  I  pray  thee,  sort  thy  heart  to  patience ; 

■  These  few  days'  wonder  will  oe  quickly  worn. 

Enter  a  Herald. 
Her.  I  summon  vour  grace  to  his  majesty's  par- 
liament, holden  at  j^ury  the  first  of  this  next  mouth. 
Glo.  And  my  consent  ne'er  ask'd  hereinbefore ! 
This  is  close  dealing. — Well,  I  will  be  there. 

[Exit  Herald. 
My  Nell,  I  take  my  leave : — and,  master  sheriff, 
Let  not  her  penance  exceed  the  king's  commission. 

*  Sher.  An't  please  your  grace,  nere  my  com- 

mission stays : 

*  And  sir  John  Stanley  is  appointed  now 

*  To  take  her  with  him  to  the  Isle  of  Man. 

*  Glo.  Must  you,  sir  John,  protect  my  lady  here  } 

*  Stan.  So  am  I  given  in  charge,  may't  please 

your  grace. 
Glo.  lintreat  her  not  the  worse,  in  that  I  pray 
You  use  her  well :  the  world  may  laugh  again ;» 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindness,  if 
You  do  it  her.     And  so,  sir  J(^m,  farewell. 
Duck.  What  gone,  my  lord;  and  bid  me  not 
farewell.^ 

*  Glo.  Witness  mv  tears,  I  cannot  stay  to  speak. 

[Exeunt  Gloster  and  Servants. 

*  Duch.  Art  thou  gone  too.'  •  All  comfort  go  with 

thee! 

*  For  none  abides  with  me :  my  joy  is — death ; 

*  Death,  at  whose  name  I  oft  have  been  afeard, 

*  Because  I  wish'd  this  world's  etcmit> . — 

'  Stanley,  I  pr'ythee,  go,  and  take  me%ence ; 

(6)  Wrapped  up  in  disgrace;  alluding  to  the 
sheet  of  penance. 

(7)  Deep-fetched.  f8)  Harm,  mischief. 
(0)  t.  e.  The  world  may  look  again  favourably 
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« I  care  not  whither,  for  I  beg  no  fevour, 

•  Only  convey  me  where  thou  art  commanded. 

•Sten.  Why,  madam,  that  is  to  the  Isle  of  Man; 

•  There  to  be  used  according  to  your  state. 

»  Jhtch.  That's  bad  enough,  for  1  am  but  re- 
proach: 

•  And  shall  I  then  be  usM  reproachfullv  ? 

*  Stmi.  Like  to  a  duchess  and  duke  Humphrey's 

lady, 

•  According'to  that  state  you  shall  be  used. 

*  Duch.  Sheriff,  farewell,  and  better  than  I  fare ; 
Although  thou  hast  been  conduct'  of  my  shame ! 

*  Sher.  It  is  my  office ;  and,  madam,  pardon  me. 
*I>uch.    Ay,  ay,  farewell;    thy  oiSice  ia  dis- 
charged.— 

Come,  Stanley,  shall  w^go.' 

*  Sian.  Madam,  your  penance  done,  throw  off 

this  sheet, 
And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  journey. 

*  Duch.  My  shame  will  not  be  shifted  with  my 

sheet: 

•  No,  It  will  hang  upon  my  richest  robes, 

•  And  show  itseif,  attire  me  how  I  can. 

•  Go,  lead  the  way ;  I  long  to  see  my  prison. 

[Exetmt 


ACT  III. 

SCRXE  I.—The  Abbey  at  Bury.  Enter  to  the 
Parliament,  King  Henry,  Queen  Margaret, 
Cardinal  Beaufort,  Suffolk,  York,  Buckingham, 
and  others. 

*  K.  Hen.    I  muse,^  my  lord  of  Gloster  U  not 

come: 

•  'Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmost  man, 

•  Whatever  occasion  keeps  him  from  us  now. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Can  you  not  see }   or  will  you  not 

observe 
The  strangeness  of  his  alter'd  countenance  } 
With  what  a  majesty  he  bears  himself; 
How  insolent  of  late  he  is  become, 
How  proud,  peremptory,  and  unlike  himself.' 
We  know  the  time,  since  he  %vas  mild  and  affable ; 
And,  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  look, 
Immediately  he  was  upon  bis  knee. 
That  all  the  court  adinir'd  him  for  submission : 
But  meet  him  now,  and,  be  it  in  the  mom, 
When  eveiy  one  will  give  the  time  of  day, 
He  knits  his  brow,  and  shows  an  angry  eye, 
And  passeth  by  with  stiff  unbowed  knee. 
Disdaining  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 
Small  curs  are  not  regarded,  when  they  grin  ; 
But  great  men  tremble,  when  the  lion  roars ; 
And  Humphrey  is  no  little  man  in  England. 
First,  note,  that  he  is  near  vou  in  descent ; 
And  should  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  mount 
Me  seemeth  then,  it  is  no  policy, — 
Respecting:  what  a  rancorous  mind  he  bears, 
And  his  advantage  following  your  decease, — 
That  he  should  come  about  your  royal  person. 
Or  be  admitted  to  your  highness*  council. 
By  flattery  hath  he  won  the  commons*  hearts ; 
And  when  he  please  to  make  commotion, 
'Tis  to  be  feard,  they  all  will  follow  him. 
Now  *tis  the  spring,  and  weeds  are  shallow-rooted ; 
Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'ergrow  the  garden. 
And  choke  the  herbs  for  want  of  hu.<ibandiy. 
The  reverent  care,  I  bear  unto  my  lord, 
Made  me  collect'  these  dangers  m  die  duke. 


For  conductor.  (2)  Wonder. 

e.  Assemble  bj  observation.     (4)  Foolish. 


(IJF 

(3)  t. 


*  If  it  be  fond,<  call  it  a  woman's  fear ; 

'  Which  fear  if  better  reasons  can  supplant, 

*  I  will  sub!!<ribe  and  say — I  wrong'd  the  duke. 

*  My  lord  of  Suffolk, — Buckingham, — and  York,— 
'  Reprove  my  allegation,  if  you  can ; 

'  Or  eUe  conclude  my  words  effectual. 

*  Suff.  W^eli  hath  your  highness  seen  into  this 

duke; 

*  And,  had  I  fir»t  been  put  to  speak  my  mind, 
I  think,  I  should  have  told  your  grace's  tale. 

*  The  duchess,  by  his  subornation, 

»  Upon  my  life,  began  her  devilish  practices : 

*  Or  if  he  were  not  privy  to  those  faults, 

*  Vet,  by  reputing  of  hisi  high  descent* 

»  (As  next  the  king,  he  was  successive  heir,) 
«  And  such  high  vaunts  of  his  nobility, 

*  Did  instigate  the  bedlam  brain-sick  duchess, 

»  By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  sovereign's  fall. 
v'^niooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep ; 
»  And  in  his  simple  show  he  harbours  treason. 
Tlie  fox  barks  not,  when  he  would  steal  the  lamb. 
No,  no,  my  sovereign ;  Gloster  is  a  man 
Unsounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit. 

*  Car.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  law, 

*  Devise  strange  deaths  for  small  offences  done  ? 

York.  And  did  he  not,  in  his  protectorship, 

*  Levy  great  sums  of  money  through  tlie  realm, 

*  For  soldiers'  pay  in  France^  and  never  sent  it ; 

*  By  means  whereof,  the  towns  each  day  revolted ,' 

*  Buck.  Tut !    these  are  petty  Ifaults  to  faults 

unknown, 

*  Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  smooth  duke 

Humphrey. 

*  K.  Hen.  My  lords,  at  once :  The  care  you 

have  of  us, 

*  To  mow  do^vn  thorns  that  would  annoy  our  foot, 

*  Is  worthy  praise :  But  shall  I  speak  my  oxiscience  ? 

*  Our  kinsman  Gloster  is  as  innocent 

*  From  meaning  treason  to  our  royal  person, 

*  As  is  the  suckmg  lamb,  or  harmless  dove  : 

*  The  duke  is  virtuous,  mild;  and  too  well  given, 

*  To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  work  my  downfall. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Ah,  what's  more  dangerous  than  this 

fond  affiance  } 

*  Seems  he  a  dove }  his  feathers  are  but  borrow'd, 

*  For  he's  disposed  as  the  hateful  raven. 

*  Is  he  a  lamb  ?  his  skin  is  surely  lent  him, 

*  For  he's  inclin'd  as  are  the  ravenous  wolves. 

*  Who  cannot  steal  a  shape,  that  means  deceit  ? 

*  Take  heed,  my  lord ;  the  welfare  of  us  all 

*  Hangs  on  die  cutting  short  that  fraudful  man. 

Enter  Somerset 

*  Sam.  AH  health  imto  my  gracious  sovereign ! 
K.  Hen.  Welcome,  lord  S<»nerset  W'hat  news 

from  France  ? 

*  Som.  That  all  your  interest  in  those  territories 

*  Is  utterly  bereft  you ;  all  is  lost 

K.  Hen.  Cold  news,  lord  Somerset:   But  God's 

will  be  done ! 
York.  Cold  news  for  me ;  for  I  had  hopes  of 
France, 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 

*  Thus  are  my  blossoms  blasted  m  the  bud, 

*  And  caterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away  : 
»  But  I  will  remedy  this  geai^  ere  long, 

«  Or  sell  my  title  for  a  glorious  grave.  [Aside. 

Enter  Gloster. 

*  Glo.  All  happiness  unto  my  lord  the  king ! 
Pardon,  my  liege,  that  I  have  staid  so  long. 

C.5)  t  e.  Valuing  himself  on  his  high  descent. 

(6)  Gear  was  a  general  word  for  things  or  matters 
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Suff:  Nay,  Gloster,  know,  that  thoa  art  come 

too  800O, 

*  Unless  thou  wert  more  lojul  than  thou  art : 
I  do  arrest  thee  of  high  treason  here. 

Glo.  Weil,  Suffolk,  jet  thou  shalt  not  see  me 
blush. 
Nor  chai:^  my  countenance  for  this  arrest; 

*  A  heart  unspotted  is  not  easily  daunted 

*  The  purest  spring  is  not  so  free  from  mud, 

*  As  1  am  clear  from  treason  to  ray  sovereini : 
Who  can  accuse  me?  wherein  am  I  guilty? 

York,  'TIS  thought,  my  lord,  that  you  took  bribes 
of  France, 
iind,  being  protector,  staged  the  soldiers*  pay; 
By  means  wnereof,  his  highness  hath  lost  France. 
Glo.  Is  it  but  thought  so?  What  are  they  that 
think  it? 

*  I  never  robbM  the  soldiers  of  their  pay, 

*  Nor  never  had  one  penny  bribe  from  France. 

*  So  help  me  God,  as  I  have  watchM  the  night, — 

*  Ay,  night  by  night, — in  studying  good  for  E^land ! 

*  That  doit  that  e*er  I  wrested  from  the  king, 

*  Or  any  groat  I  hoarded  to  my  use, 

*  Be  broiJ^t  against  me  at  my  tnal  day ! 

*  No !  many  a  pound  of  mine  own  proper  store, 

*  Because  I  would  not  tax  the  nee^'  commons, 

*  Have  I  dispursed  to  the  garrisons, 

*  And  never  ask*d  for  restitution. 

*  Car.  Itserveflyouwell,my  lord,to  say  so  much. 

*  Glo.  I  say  no  more  than  truth,  so  help  me  God ! 
York.  In  your  protectorship,  you  did  devise 

Strange  tortures  tot  oflenders,  never  heard  of, 
That  England  was  defamed  by  tyranny. 
Glo.  Why,  *tis  well  known,  that  whiles  I  was 
protector. 
Pity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me ; 
'  l^or  I  should  melt  at  an  offender's  tears, 

*  And  k)wly  words  were  ransom  for  their  fault 

*  Unless  it  were  a  bloody  murderer, 

*  Or  foul  felonious  thief  that  fleec'd  poor  passengers, 

*  I  never  gave  them  c6ndign  punisnraent : 

*  Murder,  indeed,  that  bloody  sin,  I  tortur'd 

*  Above  the  felon,  or  what  trespass  else. 

*  Sujff'.  My  lord,  these  faults  are  easy,!  quickly 

answerM: 

*  But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  unto  your  charge, 

*  Whereof  you  cannot  easily  purge  yourself. 

*  I  do  arrest  you  in  his  highness*  name ; 

*  And  here  commit  you  to  my  lord  cardinal 

*  To  keep,  until  your  further  time  of  trial. 

*  K.  Hen.  My  lord  ofGloster,*tis  my  special  hope, 

*  That  you  will  clear  yourself  from  all  suspects; 
My  conscience  tells  me,  you  are  innocent 

Glo.  Ah,  gracious  lord,  these  da)^s  are  dangerous ! 

*  Virtue  is  cbokM  with  foul  ambition, 

*  And  charity  chasM  hence  by  rancour's  hand ; 

*  Foul  subornation  is  predominant, 

*  And  equity  exflM  your  highness*  land. 

*  I  know,  their  complot  is  to  have  my  life ; 

*  And,  if  my  death  might  make  this  island  happy, 

*  And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyranny, 

*  I  would  expena  it  with  all  willingness  : 

*  But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play : 

*  For  thousands  more,  tnat  yet  suspect  no  peril, 

*  W^ill  not  conclude  their  plotted  tragedy. 
'Beaufort's  red  sparkling  eyes  blab  his  heart's 

malice, 

*  And  Suffolk's  cloudy  brow  his  stormy  hate ; 

*  Sharp  Buckingham  unburdens  with  his  tongue 
The  envious  Imd  that  lies  upon  his  heart; 
And  dogged  York,  that  reaches  at  the  moon. 
Whose  overweening  arm  I  have  pluck'd  back, 

(1)  For  easily.    (2)  For  accusation.     (3)  Dearest 


*  By  false  accuse^  doth  level  at  my  life : 

*  And  you,  my  sovereign  lady,  with  the  rest, 

*  Causeless  have  laid  disgraces  on  my  head ; 

»  And,  with  your  best  endeavour,  have  stirr'd  up 

*  My  liefest'  liege  to  be  mine  enemy : — 

*  Ay,  all  of  you  have  laid  your  heads  together, 

*  Myself  had  notice  of  your  conventicles. 

*  I  shall  not  want  false  witness  to  condemn  me, 
'  Nor  store  of  treasons  to  augment  my  g^iit : 

*  The  ancient  proverb  will  Ix;  well  effected, — 
A  staff  is  quicKly  found  to  beat  a  dog. 

*  Car.  My  liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable : 
»  If  those  that  care  to  keep  your  royal  person 

*  From  treason's  secret  knife,  and  traitor's  rage, 

*  Be  thus  upbraided,  chid,  and  rated  at, 

*  And  the  offender  granted  scope  of  speech, 

*  'Twill  make  them  cool  in  zeal  unto  your  grace. 
Stiff'.  Hath  he  not  twit  our  sovereign  l^dy  here^ 

*■  With  ifi^ominious  words,  though  clerkly  couch'd, 

*  As  if  She  had  suborned  some  to  swear 

*  False  allegations  to  o'erthrow  his  state  ? 

*  Q.  Mar.  But  I  can  give  the  loser  leave  to  chide. 
Glo.  Far  truer  spoke,  than  meant :    I  lose  in- 

deed; — 

*  Beshrew  the  winners,  for  theyplay'd  me  false ! 

*  And  well  such  losers  may  have  leave  to  speak. 
Buck.  He'll  wrest  the  sense,  and  hold  us  here 

all,  day: — 

*  Lord  cardinal,  he  is  jour  prisoner. 

*  Car,  Sirs,  take  away  the  duke,  and  guard  him 

sure. 
Glo.  Ah,  thus  kine  Henry  throws  away  his  crutch. 
Before  his  legs  be  firm  to  bear  his  body  : 

*  Thus  is  the  shepherd  beaten  from  thy  side, 

*  And  wolves  are  gnarling  who  shall  gnaw  thee  fiiw« 

*  Ah,  that  my  fear  were  false !  ah,  that  it  were! 

*  For,  good  kinf  Henry,  thy  decay  I  fear. 

[Exeunt  Attendants,  with  Gloster. 
K.  Hen.  My  lords,  what  to  your  wisdoms  secm- 
eth  best. 
Do,  or  undo,  as  if  ourself  were  here. 

Q.  Mar.  What,  will  your  highness  leave  the  paiw 

liament  ? 
K.  Hen.  Ay,  Margaret ;  my  heart  is  drown'd  with 

*  Whose  Sood  bepaa  to  flow  within  mine  eyes ; 

*  My  body  round  en^rt  with  misenr ; 

*  For  what's  more  miserable  than  discontent.^— 

*  Ah,  uncle  Humphrey  !  in  thy  face  I  see 

*  The  map  of  honour,  truth,  and  loyalty ; 

*  And  yet,  good  Humphrey,  is  the  hour  to  come, 
»  That  e'er  I  prov'd  thee  false,  or  fear'd  thy  faith. 

*  What  low'nng  star  now  envies  thy  estate, 

*  That  these  great  lords,  and  Margaret  our  queen, 

*  Do  seek  subversion  of  thy  hannless  life  ? 

»  Thou  never  didst  them  wrong,  nor  no  man  wrong ; 

*  And  as  the  butcher  takes  away  the  calf, 

»  And  binds  the  wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  strays, 
»  Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  slaughter-house ; 

*  Even  so,  remorseless,  have  they  borne  him  hence. 

*  And  as  the  dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down, 

»  Looking  the  way  her  harmless  young  one  went, 

*  And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  darling's  loss; 
»  Even  so  myself  bewails  gocd  Gloster's  case, 

*  With  sad  unhelpful  tears;  and  with  dimm'deyet 

*  Look  after  him,  and  cannot  do  him  good ; 

*  So  mighty  are  his  vowed  enemies. 

*  His  fortunes  I  will  weep;  and, 'twixt each eroan. 
»  Say — H'ho^s  a  traitor^  Gloster  he  is  none.  l^Erit 

*  Q.  Mar.  Free  lords,  cold  snow  melts  with  4he 

sun's  hot  beams. 

*  Hcnrv  my  lord  is  cold  in  great  affairs, 

*  Too  full  of  foolish  pity ;  and  Gloster's  show 

*  Beguiles  him,  as  the  mournful  crocodile 
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*  With  KXTOW  fluref  relenting;  putengen; 

*  Or  as  the  snake,  rolled  in  a  flowering  bank,* 

»  With  shining  checkered  slough,3  doth  sting  a  child, 

*  That,  for  the  beauty,  thinks  it  excellent. 

*  Believe  me,  lords,  were  none  more  wise  than  I 

*  (Andret,  herein,  I  Judge  mine  own  wit  good,) 

*  This  Gloster  should  be  quicklj  rid  the  world, 

*  To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

*  Car.  That  he  should  die,  is  worthy  policy ; 

*  But  yet  we  want  a  colour  for  his  death : 

*  'Tis  meet,  he  be  condemn'd  by  course  of  law. 

*  Suff.  But,  in  my  mind,  that  were  no  policy : 

*  The  king  will  labour  still  to  save  his  life, 

*  The  commons  haply>  rise  to  save  his  Ii&; 

*  And  yet  we  have  biut  trivial  aigiiment, 

*  More  than  mistrust,  that  shows  him  worthy  death. 

*  York.  So  that,  by  this,  you  would  not  have 

him  die. 

*  Suff.  Ah,  Yoric,  no  man  alive  so  fain  as  I. 

*  ForJi;.  *Tis  York  that  hath  more  reason  for  his 

death.— 

*  But,  my  lord  cardinal,  and  you,  my  lord  of  Suf- 

folk,— 

*  Saj  as  you  think,  and  speak  it  fitmyour  souls, — 

*  Were't  not  all  one,  an  empty  eagle  were  set 

*  To  guard  the  chicken  from  a  hun^  kite, 

*  As  place  duke  Humphrey  forthe  kine*s  protector.' 
Q.  Mar.  So  the  poor  chicken  should  be  sure  of 

death. 

*  Suff.  Madam,  'tis  tnie :  And  were*t  not  mad- 

ness then, 

*  To  make  the  fox  surveyor  of  the  fold  } 

*  Who  being  accusM  a  crafty  murderer, 

*  His  guilt  should  be  but  idly  posted  over, 

*  Because  his  purpose  is  not  executed. 

*  No ;  let  him  die,  in  that  he  is  a  fox, 

*  By  nature  prov*d  an  enemv  to  the  flock, 

*  before  his  chaps  be  stain*d  wiUi  crimson  blood ; 

*  As  Humphrey,  prov'd  br  reasons,  to  my  liege. 

*  And  do  not  stand  on  quillets,  how  to  slay  him: 

*  Be  it  by  gins,  hy  snares,  by  subtilty, 

*  Sleeping  or  waking,  *tis  no  matter  now, 

*  So  he  M  dead;  for  that  is  good  deceit, 

*  Which  mates*  him  first,  that  first  intends  deceit 

*  q.  Mar.  Thiice-noble  Suffolk,  *tis  resolutely 

spoke. 
.  •  Suff.  Not  resolute,  except  so  much  were  done ; 

*  For  mings  are  often  spoke,  and  seldom  meant  : 

*  But,  that  mv  heart  accordeth  with  my  tongue, — 

*  Seeing  the  need  is  meritorious, 

*  And  to  preserve  my  soverett;n  from  his  foe, — 

*  Say  but  tiie  word,  and  I  will  be  his  priest 

*  Gar.  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  lord  of 

Suflblk, 

*  Ere  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a 


*  Say,  you  consent,  and  censure  well  the  deed, 

*  And  rll  provide  his  executioner, 

*  I  tender  so  the  safety  of  my  liege. 

»  Suff.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  is  worthy  doing. 

*  Q.  Mar.  And  so  say  I. 

*  York.  And  I :  and  now  we  three  have  spoke  it, 

*  It  skills  not  greatly*  who  impugns  our  doom. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
*JlfBSf.  Great  lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come 
amain, 

*  To  signify — that  rebels  there  are  up, 

'  And  put  the  Englishmen  unto  the  sword : 

*  Send  succour*,  lords,  and  stop  the  rage  betime, 

*  Before  the  wound  do  grow  incurable ; 

*  For,  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 

(1)  i.  e.  In  the  flowers  growuig  on  a  bank. 

(2)  Skin.         (3)  Perhaps.  (4)  Confounds. 


*  Oar.  A  breach,  that  craves  a  quick  expedient^ 

stop! 

*  What  counsel  jnve  you  in  this  Weighty  cau$e  > 

*  York.  That  Somerset  be  sent  as  regent  thither : 

*  *Ti8  meet,  that  luckv  ruler  be  emplo\'M ; 

*  Witness  the  fortune  he  hath  had  in  France. 

« Soifi.  If  York,  with  all  his  far-fet?  policy. 
Had  been  the  ru^^it  there  instead  of^me, 

*  He  never  would  nave  staid  in  France  so  long. 

*  York.  No,  not  to  lose  it  all,  as  thou  hast  done : 
I  rather  would  have  lost  nw  life  betimes, 

*  Than  bring  a  burden  of  mshonour  home, 

*  Bv  staying  there  so  long,  till  all  were  lost 

*  Show  me  (me  scar  charactered  on  thy  skin : 

*  Men's  flesh  preserv'd  so  whole,  do  seldom  win. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Nav  then,  this  spark  will  prove  a 

raginefire, 

*  If  wind  and  fuel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with : — 

*  No  more,  good  York ;— «weet  Somerset,  be  still ; — 

*  Thy  fortune,  York,  hadst  thou  been  regent  there, 

*  Might  happily  have  prov'd  far  worse  tiian  his. 

York.  What,  worw  than  naught .'  nay,  then  a 
ihame  take  all ! 

*  Som.  And,  in  the  number,  thee,  that  wishett 


*  Car.  My  lordof  Yoik,  try  what  your  fortune  is 

*  The  uncivil  kernes  of  Ireland  are  in  arms, 

*  And  temper  clay  with  blood  of  Englishnoen : 
'  To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  band  of  men. 

Collected  choicelyf  from  each  county  some, 

*  And  try  your  hap  against  the  Irishmen .' 

*  York.  I  will,  my  lord,  so  please  his  majesty. 

*  Suff.  Why,  our  authority  is  his  consent ; 

*  And,  what  we  do  establish,  he  confirms : 

*  Then,  noble  York,  take  thou  this  task  in  hand. 

*  York.  I  am  content :  Provide  me  soldiers,  lords, 
Whiles  I  take  order  for  mine  own  afiairs. 

*  Suff.  A  charge,  lord  Yoric,  that  I  will  see  per- 

form'd. 

*  But  now  return  we  to  the  fidse  duke  Humphrey. 

*  Oar.  No  more  of  him ;  for  I  will  deal  with  him. 
That,  henceforth,  he  shall  trouble  us  no  more. 

*  And  so  break  off;  the  day  is  almost  spent  : 

'  Lord  Suffolk,  you  and  I  must  talk  of  tnat  event 

*  York.  My  lord  of  Sdfolk,  within  fourteen  days, 

*  At  Bristol  I  expect  my  soldiers ; 

'  For  there  111  ship  them  all  for  Ireland. 
Suff.  I'll  see  it  truly  done,  my  lord  of  Yoric. 

[Exeunt  aU  but  York. 
'  York.  Now,  Yoric,  or  never,  steel  thy  fearful 


And  change  misdoubt  to  resolution : 

*  Be  that  thou  hop'st  to  be;  or  what  thou  art 

*  Resign  to  death,  it  is  not  worth  the  enjoying : 

*  Let  pale-fac'd  fear  keep  with  the  mean-bom  man^ 

*  And  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart 

*  Faster  than  spring-time  showers,  comes  thoMigfal 

on  thought; 

*  And  not  a  thought,  but  thinks  on  dignity. 

*  Mv  brain,  more  busy  than  the  labouring  spider, 

*  Weaves  tedious  snares  to  trap  mine  enemies. 

*  Well,  nobles,  well,  'tis  politicly  done, 

*  To  send  me  packing  with  a  host  of  men : 

*  I  fear  me,  ^ou  but  warm  the  starved  snake, 

*  W'ho,  chensh'd  in  your  breasts,  will  sting  your^ 

hearts. 
'Twas  men  I  lack'd,  and  yon  will  give  them  me : 
'  I  take  it  kindly ;  yet,  be  well  assur'd 

You  put  shan)  weapons  in  a  madman's  hands. 

Whiles  I  in  Ireland  nourish  a  miehty  band, 

*  I  will  stir  up  in  England  some  black  storm, 


(5)  It  is  of  no  importance. 
(7)  Far-fetched. 


(6)  Expedition! 
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*  Shall  blow  ten  thousand  souls  to  heaven,  or  heU 

*  And  this  fell  tempest  shall  not  cease  to  rage 

*  Until  ^tke  golden  circuit  on  my  head, 

*  Like  to  the  glorious  sun*s  transparent  beams, 

*  Do  cakn  the  furjr  of  this  niad*bred  flaw.i 

*  And,  for  a  minister  of  my  intent, 

*  I  have  seduced  a  headstrong  Kentishman, 

*  John  Cade  of  Ashford, 

*  To  make  commotion,  as  full  well  he  can, 
'  Under  the  title  of  John  Mortimer. 

»  In  Ireland  have  I  seen  this  stubborn  Cade 

*  Oppose  himself  against  a  troop  of  kernes  ;3 

*  And  fought  so  long,  till  that  his  thighs  with  darts 

*  Were  almost  like  a  sharp-quiil*d  porcupine : 

*  And,  in  the  end  being  rescued,  I  have  seen  him 

*  Caper  upright  like  a  wild  M6risco,* 

*  Shaking  the  bloodv  darts,  as  he  his  bells. 

*  Full  often,  Uke  a  sna^-hairM  craft/  kerne, 

*  Hath  he  conversed  with  the  enemy ; 

*  And  undiscoverM  come  to  me  ae;ain, 

*  And  riven  me  notice  of  their  vilTaniea. 

*  This  devil  here  shall  be  my  substitute ; 

*  For  that  John  Mortimer,  which  now  is  dead, 

*  In  face,  in  gait,  in  speech,  he  doth  resemble : 
'  By  this  I  shall  perceive  the  comnxxis*  mind, 

*  How  they  affect  the  house  and  claim  of  York. 

*  Say,  he  be  taken,  rackM,  andtorturM : 

*  I  blow,  no  pain,  they  can  inflict  upon  him, 

*  Will  make  him  say — I  mov*d  him  to  those  arms. 

*  Say,  that  he  thrive  ^as  *tis  great  like  he  will,) 

*  Why,  then  fran  Ireland  come  I  with  mv  strength, 

*  Ana  reap  the  harvest  which  that  rascal  sow'd : 

*  For,  Humphrey  being  dead,  as  he  shall  be, 

*  And  Henry  put  apart,  the  next  for  me.       [Exit 

SCEJVE  //.—Bury.    A  room  in  the  mdace.  En- 
ter certain  Murderers,  hastily. 
1  Mur.  Run  to  my  lord  of  Suffolk ;  let  him  know, 

*  We  have  despatched  the  duke,  as  he  commanded. 
•2  Jtfur.  O,  that  it  were  to  do!— What  have 

we  done .' 

*  Didst  ever  hear  a  man  so  penitent  f 

Enter  Sufiblk. 

*  1  Mur.  Here  comes  my  lord. 

*  SuJT.  Now,  sirs,  have  you 

*  De«pAtchM  this  thing.^ 

'  I  Mur.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  he*8  dead. 

*Suff:  Whv,  that's  well  said    Go,  get  yoa  to 
my  house; 

*  I  will  reward  you  for  this  venturous  deed 

*  The  king  and  all  the  peers  are  here  at  hand  >— 

*  Have  you  laid  fair  the  bed  ?  are  all  things  well, 

*  According  as  I  gave  directions  f 

*  1  Mur.  'Tis,  my  good  lord. 

*  Sujff'.  Away,  be  gone !      [Exeunt  Murderers. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Queen  Margaret,  Cardinal 
Beaufort,  Somerset,  Lords,  and  others. 

*  K.  Hen.  Go,  call  our  uncle  to  our  presence 

straight: 
Say,  we  intend  to  tr^  his  grace  to-day. 
If  hie  be  nilty,  as  *tis  published 

*  Suff".  Ill  call  him  presently,  my  noble  lord 

[Exit. 
*K.  Hen.    Lords,  take  your  places; — And,  I 
pray  you  all, 

*  Proceed  no  straiter  *gains(  our  uncle  Gloster, 

*  Than  from  true  evidence,  of  good  esteem, 
He  be  approv*d  in  practice  culpable. 

(1)  A  violent  gust  of  wind. 

(2)  Irish  foot-soldiers,  light-armed 

(3)  A  Moor  in  a  morris  dance. 


*  Q.  Mar.  God  forbid  any  malice  should  prevail 

*  Tint  faultless  may  condemn  a  nobleman ! 

*  Pray  God,  he  may  acquit  him  of  suspicion  I 

*  A.  Hen,  I  thank  thee,  Margaret;  these  words 

content  me  muclL — 

Re-enter  Su&Ak. 

*  How  now  f  why  lool^st  thou  pale  ?  why  tremblest 

thou.' 

*  Where  is  our  uncle  f  what  is  the  matter,  Suffolk  ? 

Suff.  Dead  in  his  bed,  mv  k>rd ;  Gloster  is  dead 

*  Q.  Mar.  Many,  God  forefend ! 

*  Car.   God's  secret  judgment : — I  did  dream 

to-night, 

*  The  duke  was  dumb,  and  could  not  speak  a  word 

[The  King  swoons. 

*  Q.  Mar.  How  fares  my  lord?— Help,  lords !  the 

king  is  dead 
*Sbin.  R^  up  his  body  ;wrin^  him  by  the  nose. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Run,  go,  help,  help : — O,  Henry,  ope 

thine  cycsT 
^Suff".  He  doth  revive  again; — Madam,  be 
patient 

*  K.Hen.  O  heavenly  God ! 

*  Q.  Mar.  How  fares  my  gracious  lord  ? 
Suff\  Comfort,  my  sovereign !  gracious  Hennr, 

comfort ! 
K'.  Hen.  Wliat,  doth  my  lord  of  Suffolk  comfort 
me? 
Came  he  right  now^  to  sine  a  raven's  note, 

*  Whose  dismal  tune  bereft  my  vital  powers ; 
And  diinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren, 

*  By  ciying  comfort  from  a  lu>llow  breast, 

*  Can  chase  away  the  first-conceived  sound  ?  ^ 

*  Hide  not  thy  poison  with  such  sugar'd  worai. 

*  Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me ;  forbear,  I  say ; 

*  Tlieir  touch  affrights  me,  as  a  serpent's  sting. 
Thou  baleful  messenger,  out  of  my  sight ! 

*  Upon  thy  eye-balls  murderous  tjrannv 

*  Sits  in  grim  majes^,  to  fright  the  World 

*  Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  eyes  are  wouniUng  ^— 

*  Yet  do  not  go  away ; — Come,  basilisk, 

*  And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  si^ht : 

*  For  in  the  shade  of  death  I  shall  find  loy ; 

*  In  life,  but  double  death,  now  Gloster^s  dead 
Q.  Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  lord  of  Suffolk  thus? 

*  Although  the  duke  was  enemy  to  him, 

*  Yet  he,  most  Christian-like,  laments  his  death : 

*  And  for  myself, — foe  as  he  was  to  me, 

*  Might  liquid  tears,  or  heart-offending  poans, 

*  Or  blood-consuming  sighs,  recall  his  life, 

*  I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  sick  with  groans, 

*  Look  pale  as  primrose,  with  blood-drinking  sighs, 

*  And  all  to  have  the  noble  duke  alive. 

What  know  I  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me  ? 
For  it  is  known,  we  were  but  hollow  friends ; 
'  It  may  be  judg'd,  I  made  the  duke  away : 

*  So  snail  my  name  with  slander's  tongue  ba 

wounded, 

*  And  princes'  courts  be  fill'd  with  my  reproach. 

*  This  get  I  by  his  death :  Ah  me,  unhappy ! 

*  To  be  a  queen,  and  crown'd  with  infamy ! 

K.  Hen.  Ah,  wo  is  me  for  Gloster,  wretclied  man 
Q.  Mar.  Be  wo  for  roe,^  more  wretched  than  he  is. 

What,  dost  thou  turn  away,  and  hide  thy  face  ? 

I  am  no  loathsome  leper,  look  on  me. 

*  Wfiat,  art  thou,  like  the  adder,  waxen  deaf? 

*  Be  poisonous  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  queen. 

*  Is  all  thy  comfort  shut  in  Gloster's  tomb?  ^ 

*  Why,  then  dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  joj  t 

(4)  Just  now. 

(5)  is.  Let  not  wo  be  to  thee  for  Gloster,  bat 
f  rme. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


42 


ai!XX)ND  PART  OF  KING  HENRY  VI. 


Act  III 


*  Eract  his  statue  then,  and  worship  it, 

*  And  make  my  image  but  an  alehoose  sign. 
Was  I,  for  this,  nirii  wreck'd  upon  the  sea ; 
'And  twice  by  awkward  wind  from  England's  bank 

*  Drove  back  a^in  unto  my  native  clime  ? 
What  boded  this,  but  well-forewarning  wind 
Did  seem  to  say, — Seek  not  a  scorpion's  nest, 
"  Nor  set  no  footing  on  this  unkind  shore  ? 

What  did  I  then,  but  cursM  the  gentle  gusts. 
And  he  that  loo6*d  them  from  their  brazen  cares ; 
And  bid  them  blow  towards  England's  blessed 

shore, 
Or  turn  our  stem  upon  a  dreadful  rock  ? 
Yet  .£olus  would  not  be  a  murderer. 
But  left  that  hateful  office  onto  thee : 
The  pretty  vaulting  sea  refusM  to  drown  me ; 
Knofving,  that  thou  woald'st  have  me  drown*d  on 

snore, 
With  tears  as  salt  as  sea,  through  thy  unkindness : 
The  splitting  rocks  cower'd  in  the  sinking  sands, 
And  would  not  dash  me  with  their  ragged  sides; 
Because  thy  flinty  heart,  more  hard  than  they, 
Might  in  thy  palace  perish  Margaret. 
As  far  as  I  could  ken  thy  chalky  clifis, 
When  from  the  shore  the  tempest  beat  us  back, 
I  stood  upon  the  hatches  in  the  storm: 
And  when  the  dusky  sky  began  to  rob 
My  earnest-raping  sight  of  uiy  land's  view, 
I  took  a  costly  jewel  from  mv  neck, — 
A  heart  it  was,  bound  in  with  diamonds,— 
And  threw  it  towards  thy  land; — the  sea  re- 
ceived it ; 
And  so,  I  wish'd,  thy  body  might  my  heart : 
An<^even  with  this,  I  lost  fair  England's  view, 
And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart; 
And  call'd  them  blind  and  dinky  spectacles, 
For  losing  ken  of  Albion's  wished  coast 
How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffolk's  tongue 
(The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconstancy.) 
To  sit  and  watch  me,  as  Ascanius  did, 
When  he  to  maddii^  Dido  would  unfold 
His  father's  aoto,  commenc'd  in  burning  Troy  ? 
Am  I  not  witch'd  like  her?  or  thou  not  false  like 

him? 
Ah  me,  I  can  no  more !   Die,  Margaret ! 
For  Heniy  weeps,  that  thou  dost  live  so  long. 

Mn»e  wiihin.    Enter  Warwick  and  Salisbuiy. 
Th£  Commons  pres$  to  the  door. 

*  War.  It  is  reported,  mighty  sovereign, 

*  That  good  duke  Humphrey  traitorously  is  mur- 

der'd 

*  By  Suffolk  and  the  cardinal  Beaufort's  means. 

*  The  conunons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees, 

'  That  v^ant  their  leader,  scatter  up  and  down, 

*  And  care  not  who  they  sting  in  his  revenge. 

*  Myself  have  calm'd  their  spleenful  mutiny, 

*  Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death. 

K  Hen.  That  he  is  dead,  good  Warwick,  'tis 
too  true ; 
But  how  he  died,  God  knows,  not  Heniy : 

*  Enter  his  chamber,  view  his  breathless  corpse, 

*  And  comment  then  upon  his  sudden  death. 

IVar.  That  I  shall  do,  my  liege  :~Stay,  Sal- 
isbury, 
With  the  rude  multitude,  till  I  return. 

[Warwick  goes  into  an  inner  room^and 
Salisbury  retiree. 

*  K,  Hen,  O  thou  that  judgest  all  things,  stay 

my  thoughts : 

*  My  thoughts,  that  labour  to  persuade  my  soul. 


(1)  t.  e.  I  see  my  life  destroyed  or  endangered  by 
bis  death. 


*  Seme  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Humphrey's  lifit.! 

*  If  my  suspect  be  false,  foi-give  me,  God ; 

*  For  judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee  I 

*  Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  lips 

*  With  twenty  thousand  kisses,  and  to  drain 

*  Upon  his  face  an  ocean  of  salt  tears ; 

*  To  tell  my  love  unto  his  dumb  deaf  trunk, 

*  And  with  m^  fingers  feel  his  hand  unfeeling ; 

*  But  all  in  vam  are  these  mean  obsequies ; 

*  And,  to  8ur\'ey  his  dead  and  earthly  image, 

*  What  were  it  but  to  make  my  sorrow  greater  ? 

Thefolding-doort  of  an  inner  chamber  are  thrown 
open,  arui  Gloster  is  discovered  dead  in  his  bed: 
Warwick  and  others  standing  by  it. 

*  War.  Come  hither,  gracious  sovereign,  view 

this  body. 

*  K.  Hen.  That  is  to  see  how  deep  my  grave  b 

made : 

*  For,  with  his  soul,  fled  all  my  worldly  solace ; 

*  For  seeing  him,  I  see  my  life  in  death.  ^ 

*  War.  As  surely  as  my  soul  intends  to  live 
With  that  dread  Iwing  that  took  our  state  upon  him 
To  free  us  from  his  Father's  wrathful  curse, 

I  do  believe  that  violent  hands  were  laid 
'  Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice-faroed  duke. 
Sujff'.  A  dreadful  oath,  sworn  with  a  toleroa 
tongue! 

*  What  instance  gives  loid  Warwick  for  his  vow? 

*  War.  See,  bow  the  blood  is  settled  in  his  face ! 
Oft  have  I  seen  a  timely-parted  ghost,^ 

'  Of  ashy  semblance,  meagre,  pale,  and  bloodless, 

*  Being  all  descended  to  the  latxwring  heart ; 

*  Who,  in  the  conflict  that  it  holds  with  death, 

*  Attracts  the  same  for  aidance  'gainst  the  enemy ; 

*  Which  with  the  heart  there  cools  and  ne'er  re- 

tumeth 

*  To  blush  and  beautify  the  cheek  again. 
But,  see,  his  face  is  black,  and  full  of  blood ; 
His  eye-balls  further  out  than  when  he  liv'd. 
Staring  full  ghastly,  like  a  strangled  man : 

His   Iwir  uprear'd,  his  nostrils  stretch'd  with 

struggling ; 
His  hands  abroad  display'd,  as  one  that  grasp'd 
And  tugg'd  for  life,  and  was  by  strength  subdu'd. 

*  Look  on  the  sheets,  his  hair,  you  see,  is  sticking; 

*  His  well-proportioned  beard  made  rough  and 

rugged, 
Like  to  the  summer's  com  by  tempest  lodg'd. 

*  It  cannot  be,  but  he  was  murder'a  here; 

*  The  least  of  all  th<Me  signs  were  probable. 

*  Svj:  Why,  Warwick,  who  should  do  the  duke 

to  death? 
Myself,  and  Beaufort,  had  him  in  protection ; 

*  And  we,  I  hope,  sir,  are  no  murderers. 

*  War.  But  both  of  you  were  vow'd  duke  Hum- 

phrey's foes ; 
And  Tou,  forsooth,  had  the  good  duke  to  keep: 

*  'Tis  like,  you  would  not  feast  him  like  a  friend; 

*  And  'tis  well  seen,  he  found  an  enemy. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Then  you,  belike,  suspect  these  noble- 

men 

*  As  guilty  of  duke  Humphrey's  timeless  death. 

War.   Who  finds  the  neifcr  dead,  and  bleeding 
fresh. 
And  sees  fast  by  a  botcher  with  an  axe. 
But  will  suspect,  'twas  he  that  made  the  slaughter? 
Who  finds  tne  partridge  in  the  puttock's  nest. 
But  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  dead. 
Although  the  kite  soar  with  unbloodied  beak  ? 

(2)  A  body  becomes  inam'mate  in  the  common 
counts  of  nature,  to  which  violence  has  not  brought 
a  timeless  eud. 
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Even  10  suspicious  is  this  tneedy. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Are  you  a  butcher,  Suflblk?  whereas 

your  ioiife  f 
Jm  Beaufort  termM  a  kite?  where  are  his  talons? 

Suff".  I  wear  no  knife,  to  slaughter  sleeping  men ; 
But  here's  a  vengeful  sword,  rusted  with  ease, 
That  shall  be  scoured  in  his  rancorous  heart. 
That  slanders  me  with  murder's  crimson  badge  . — 
Say,  if  thou  dar'st,  proud  lord  of  Warwickshire, 
That  I  am  faulty  in  duke  Humphrey's  death. 

[Exeunt  Cardinal,  Som.  and  others. 

War.  WhatdaresnotWarwick,  if  false  Suffolk 
dare  him  ? 

Q.  Mar.  He  dares  not  calm  his  contumelious 
spirit, 
Nor  cease  to  be  an  arrogant  controller. 
Though  Suffolk  dare  him  twenty  thousand  times. 

War.  Madam,  be  still ;  with  reverence  may  I  say; 
For  every  word,  you  speak  in  his  behalf. 
Is  slander  to  your  royal  dignity. 

*SuJf.  Blunt-witted  lord,  i^oble  in  demeanour! 
If  ever  lady  wrong'd  her  lord  so  much. 
Thy  mother  took  into  her  blameful  bed 
Some  stem  untutor'd  churl,  and  noble  stock 
Was  graft  with  crab-tree  slip ;  whose  fruit  thoo  art. 
And  never  of  the  Nevils'  noble  race. 

War.  But  that  the  guilt  of  murder  bucklers  thee. 
And  I  should  rob  the  deathsman  of  bis  fee. 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thousand  shames. 
And  that  my  sovereign's  presence  makes  me  mild, 
I  would,  fabe  murderous  coward,  on  thy  knee 
Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  passed  speech. 
And  say — it  was  thy  mother  that  thou  meant'st, 
That  thou  thyself  wast  bom  in  bastardy : 
And,  after  all  this  fearful  homage  done. 
Give  thee  thy  hire,  and  send  thy  soul  to  hell, 
Pernicious  blood-sucker  of  sleeping  men ! 

Suf.  Thou  shalt  be  waking,  while  I  shed  thy 
blood. 
If  from  this  presence  thou  dar'st  eo  with  me. 

War.  Away  even  now,  or  I  will  drag  thee  hence: 

•  Unworthy  though  thou  art,  I'll  cope  with  thee, 

•  And  do  some  service  to  duke  Humphrey's  ghost 

[Exeunt  Suffolk  and  Warwick. 
•JST.  Hen.  What  stronger  breast-plate  than  a 
heart  untainted  ? 

•  Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  quarrel  just ; 

•  And  he  but  naked,  though  lock'd  up  in  steel, 

•  Whose  conscience  with  mjustice  is  corrupted. 

4  [A  noise  within. 

Q.  Mar.  What  noise  is  this  ? 

Rt-enier  Suffolk  and  Warwick,  unth  their  u>eapons 
drawn, 

*  K.  Hen.  Why,  how  now,  lords  ?  your  wrath- 

ful weapons  drawn 

•  Here  in  our  presence  ?  dare  you  be  so  bold  ? — 

•  Why,  what  tumultuous  clamour  have  we  here  ? 

Suff.  The  traitorous  Warwick,  with  the  men  of 
Bury, 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  sovereign. 

JVbtse  of  a  crowd  within.    Re-enter  Salisbury. 

*  SaL  Sirs,  stand  apart ;  the  king  shall  know 

your  mind. —  [Speaking  to  thou  unthin. 
Dread  lord,  the  commons  send  you  word  by  me. 
Unless  false  Suffolk  straight  be  done  to  death, 
Or  banish'd  fair  England's  territories, 

•  They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  palace, 

•  And  torture  him  with  grievious  ling'ring  death. 
They  say,  by  him  the  good  duke  Humphrey  died ; 

(1)  Deadly  serpent 

(2)  Dexterous.        (3)  A  company. 


*  They  say,  in  him  they  fear  your  highness'  death; 

*  And  mere  instinct  of  love,  and  loyalty, — 
'  Free  from  a  stubborn  oprposite  intent, 

*  As  beiiif  thought  to  contradict  your  liking, — 

*  Makes  mem  thus  forward  in  his  banishment 

*  They  say,  in  care  of  your  most  royal  person, 

*  That,  if  your  highness  should  intend  to  sleep, 

*  And  charge — that  no  man  should  disturbyour  rest, 

*  In  pain  of  your  dislike,  or  pain  of  death ; 

*  Yet  notwithstanding  such  a  strait  edict, 

*  Were  there  a  serpent  seen,  with  forked  tongue, 

*  That  slily  glided  towards  your  majesty, 

*  It  were  but  necessary,  you  were  wak'd ; 

*  Lest,  being  suffer'd  in  that  harmful  slumber, 

*  The  mortal  worm'  might  make  the  sleep  eternal : 

*  And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid, 

*  That  they  will  guard  you,  whe'r  you  will,  or  no, 

*  From  such  fell  serpents  as  false  Suffolk  is ; 

*  With  whose  envenom'd  and  fatal  sting, 

*  Your  loving  uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth, 

*  They  say,  is  shamefully  bereft  of  life. 
Commons.  [Withitu]  An  answer  from  the  king, 

my  lord  of  Salisbury. 
Su^.   »Tis  like  the  commons,  rude  unpolish'd 
hinds. 
Could  send  such  message  to  their  sovereign  : 
But  you,  my  lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ'd, 
To  show  how  quaint^  an  orator  you  are  : 
But  all  the  honour  Salisbury  hath  won. 
Is — that  he  was  the  lord  ambaraador. 
Sent  from  a  sort'  of  tinkers,  to  the  king. 
Commons.  [  Within.]  An  answer  from  the  king, 

or  we'll  all  break  in. 
'  K.  Hen,  Go,  Salisbury,  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 

*  I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care : 

*  And  had  I  not  been  'cited  so  by  them, 

*  Yet  did  I  purpose  as  they  do  entreat ; 

*  For  sure,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophesy 

*  Mischance  unto  my  state  by  Suffolk's  means. 

*  And  therefore, — by  His  majesty  I  swear, 

*  Whose  far  unworthy  deputy  I  am, — 

*  He  shall  not  breathe  infection  in  this  air^ 

*  But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

r£xi<  Salisbunr. 

•  Q.  Mar.  O  Henry,  let  me  plead  for  gentle 

Suffolk .' 

•  K.  Hen.  Ungentle  queen,  to  call  him  gentle 

Suffolk. 

*  No  more,  I  say ;  if  thou  dost  plead  for  him, 

*  Thou  wilt  but  add  increase  unto  my  wrath. 

'  Had  I  but  said,  I  would  have  kept  my  word ; 

*  But,  when  I  swear,  it  is  irrevocaole : — 

*  If,  after  three  days'  space,  thou  here  be'st  found 

*  On  any  ground  that  I  am  ruler  of, 

*  The  world  shall  not  be  ransom  for  thy  life. — 

*  Come,  Warwick,  come,  good  Warwick,  go  with  roe; 

*  I  have  ereat  matters  to  impart  to  thee. 

TExeunt  K.  Henry,  Warwick,  Lords,  i^c. 
'  Q.  Mar.  Mischance,  and  sorrow,  go  along  with 

you! 
Heart's  discontent,  and  sour  affliction. 
Be  playfellows  to  keep  you  company ! 

*  There's  two  of  you  ;  the  devil  make  a  third  I 

*  And  threefold  vengeance  tend  upon  your  steps  . 

•  Suff'.  Cease,  gentle  queen,  these  execrations, 

*  And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 
Q.  Mar.  Fie,  coward  woman,  and  soft-hearted 

wretch ! 

'  Hast  thou  not  spirit  to  curse  thine  enemies? 
Sujff'l  A  pli^e  upon  them !  wherefore  should  I 
curse  them? 

(4)  t.  e.  He  shall  not  contaminate  this  air  with 
his  infected  breath. 
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Would  curses  Idll,  as  doth  the  mandmke^s  groan, 
I  would  invent  as  bitter>searching  terms, 

•  As  curet^  as  harsh,  and  horrible  to  hear. 
Delivered  strongly  through  my  fixed  teeth, 

•  With  full  as  many  siens  of  deadly  hate. 
As  lean-facM  Envy  in  tier  loathsome  cave  : 

Mr  tongue  should  stumble  in  mine  earnest  words : 
Mine  eyes  should  sparkle  like  the  beaten  flint ; 
My  hair  be  fixM  on  end,  as  one  distract ; 
Ay,  every  joint  should  seem  to  curse  and  ban : 
And  even  now  my  burdened  heart  would  break. 
Should  I  not  curse  them.     Poison  be  their  drink ! 
Gall,  worse  than  gall,  the  daintiest  that  they  taste ! 
Their  sweetest  shade,  a  grove  of  C3npress  trees  I 
Their  chiefest  prospect,  murdering  basilisks ! 
Their  softest  touch,  as  smart  as  lizards*  stings ! 
Their  music,  frightful  as  the  serpent^s  hiss ; 
And  boding  screech-owls  make  the  concert  fiill ! 
All  the  foul  terrors  in  dark-seated  hell — 

Q.  Mar.  Enough,  sweet  Suffolk ;  thou  tormenfst 
thvself; 

•  And  these  dread  curses — ^like  the  sun  'gainst  glass, 
»  Or  like  an  overcharged  gim, — recoil, 

•  And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thyself. 
Sujff]  You  bade  me  ban,'  and  will  you  bid  me 

leave  ? 
Now,  by  the  ground  that  I  am  bantsh*d  from, 
Well  could  I  curse  away  a  winter's  night, 
Though  standing  nakea  on  a  mountain  top, 
Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  grass  grow, 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  spent  in  sport 

*  Q.  Mar.  O,  let  me  entreat  thee,  cease !  Give 

me  thv  hand, 

•  That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournful  tears ; 

•  Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place, 

•  To  wash  away  my  woful  monuments. 

•  O,  could  this  kiss  be  printed  in  thy  hand ; 

\  kisses  his  ?umd. 

•  That  thou  might'st  think  upon  these  by  the  seal, 

•  Through  whom  a  thousand  sighs  are  breath  M  for 

thee! 

•  So,  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  know  m^  grief; 

•  'Tis  out  surmisM  whilst  thou  art  standing  by, 

•  As  one  that  surfeits  thinking  on  a  want 

•  I  will  repeal  thee,  or,  be  well  assured, 

•  Adventure  to  be  banished  myself: 

•  And  banished  I  am,  if  but  from  thee. 

•  Go,  speak  not  to  me ;  even  now  be  gone. — 

•  O,  go  not  yet ! — Even  thus  two  friends  condemnM 

•  Embrace,  and  kiss,  and  take  ten  thousand  leaves, 

•  Loather  a  hundred  times  to  pait  than  die. 

•  Yet  now  farewell ;  and  farewell  life  with  thee  ! 
Su^.  Thus  is  poor  Suffolk  ten  times  banished. 

Once  by  the  king,  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee. 

•  *Tis  not  the  land  I  care  for,  wert  thou  hence ; 

•  A  wilderness  is  populous  enough, 

•  So  Suffolk  had  thy  neavenly  company : 

•  For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  world  itself, 

•  With  every  several  pleasure  in  the  world ; 

•  And  where  thou  art  not,  desolation. 

»  I  can  no  more : — Live  thou  to  joy  thy  life ; 

•  Myself  no  joy  in  nought,  but  tha*  thou  liv*st 

Enter  Vaux. 

*  Q.  Mar.   Whither  goes  Vaux  so  fast  ?  what 

news,  I  pr'ythee  .•* 

*  Vaux.  To  signiftr  imtq  his  majesty. 
That  cardinal  Beaufort  is  at  point  of  death  : 

•  For  suddenly  a  grievous  siclcness  took  him, 

•  That  makes  him  ^p,  and  stare,  and  catch  Ac  air, 

•  Blaspheming  God,  and  cursing  men  on  earth. 

'  Sometime,  he  talks  as  if  duke  Humphrey's  ghost 


(1)  Curse. 


(2)  For  whereas^ 


*  W^ere  by  his  side ;  sometime,  he  calls  the  king. 
And  whispers  to  his  pillow,  as  to  him, 

*  The  secrets  of  his  overcharged  soul : 

*  And  I  am  sent  to  tell  his  majesty, 

*  That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  hinL 

*  Q.  Mar.  Go,  tell  this  heavy  message  to  the  king. 

[Exit  Vaux. 
'  Ah  me!  what  is  this  world?  what  news  are  these? 

*  But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hour's  poor  loss, 

*  Omitting  Suffolk's  exile,  my  soul's  treasure .' 

*  Why  only,  Suffolk,  mourn  1  not  for  thee, 

*  And  with  the  southern  clouds  contend  in  tears ; 

*  Theirs  for  the  earth's  increase,  mine  for  my  sor- 

rows.' 

*  Now,  get  thee  hence :  The  king,  thou  know'st,  is 

coming: 
'  If  thou  be  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 

*  Siifi'.  If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  live : 

*  And  m  thy  sight  to  die,  what  were  it  else. 
But  like  a  pleasant  slumber  in  thy  lap  P 
Here  coula  I  breathe  my  soul  into  the  air, 

*  As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle-babe. 
Dying  with  mother's  dug  between  its  lips : 
Where,2  from  thy  sight,  I  should  be  raging  mad, 

*  And  cry  out  for  thee  to  close  up  mine  eyes, 

*  To  have  thee  with  thy  lips  to  stop  my  mouth ; 

*  So  should'st  thou  either  tutn  my  flying  soul, 

*  Or  I  should  breathe  it  so  into  thy  body. 
And  then  it  liv'd  in  sweet  Elysium. 

To  die  by  thee,  were  but  to  die  in  jest ; 

From  thee  to  die,  were  torture  more  than  death ; 

O,  let  me  stay,  befall  what  may  befall. 

*  Q.  Mar.   Away !  though  parting  be  a  fretful 

corrosive, 

*  It  is  applied  to  a  deathful  wound. 

*  To  France,  sweet  Suffolk  :  Let  me  hear  from  thee ; 

*  For  wheresoe'er  thou  art  in  this  world's  globe, 
I'll  have  an  Iris'  that  shall  find  thee  out 

Sujr.  I  go. 

Q.  Mar.  And  take  mv  heart  with  thee. 

Suff'.  A  jewel  lock'd  into  the  woful'st  cask 
That  ever  aid  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  splitted  bark,  so  sunder  we ; 
This  way  fall  I  to  death. 

Q.  Mar.  This  way  for  me. 

[Exeunt J  sevtt-ally. 

SCEJ^E  ///.—London.  Cardinal  Beanfort'i 
bed-chamber.  Enter  King  Henry,  SahVbury, 
Warwick,  and  others.  The  Cardinal  in  bed, 
attendants  vnth  him. 

*K.Hen.  How  fares  my  lord .'  speak,  Beaufort, 
to  thy  sovereign. 

*  Car.  If  thou  be'st  death,  I'll  give  thee  England's 

treasure. 
Enough  to  purchase  such  anotlier  island, 

*  So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feci  no  pain. 

*  K.  Hen.  Ah,  what  a  sign  it  is  of  evil  life, 

*  When  death's  approach  is  seen  so  terrible ! 

*  War.  Beaufort,  it  is  thy  sovereign  speaks  to 

thee. 

*  Car.  Bring  me  unto  my  trial  whon  you  wiU. 

*  Died  he  not  in  his  bed  ?  where  sliould  fie  die  f 
Can  I  make  men  live,  whe'r  they  will  or  no.' — 

*  O !  torture  me  no  more,  I  will  confess. — 

*  Alive  again  ?  then  show  me  where  he  is ; 

*  I'll  give  a  thousand  pound  to  look  upon  him. — 
»  He  hath  no  eyes,  the  dust  hath  blinded  them. — 

*  Comb  down  his  hair;  look  !  look !  it  stands  up 

right. 
Like  lime-twigs  set  to  catch  my  winged  soul ! — 
Give  me  some  drink ;  and  bid  the  apothecaiy 

(3)  The  messenger  of  Juna 
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'  Brinr  the  itronr  poiaan  Hmt  I  bought  of  him. 
^ICHtn,  O  Una  eternal  Mover  of  the  heareoB, 

*  Look  with  B  gentle  eje  upon  this  wretch! 

*  O,  beet  awaj  the  busj  meddling  fiend, 

*  That  lays  ttroog  siege  onto  this  wretches  soul, 

*  And  from  his  bosom  piugo  this  black  despair ! 

'  IVar.  See,  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him 

grin. 
*SaL  Distoib  him  not,  let  him  pass  peaceablj. 

*  JC  jETcfi.  Peace  to  his  soul,  if  God*s  good 

pleasure  be ! 

*  Lord  caroinal,  if  thoa  think'st  on  hearen^s  bliss, 
'  Hold  up  thj  hand,  make  signal  of  thy  hope. — 

*  He  dies,  and  makes  no  sign;  O  God,  foigive  him ! 

*  JVdr,  So  bad  a  death  argues  a  monstrous  life. 

*  K.  Hen.  Forbear  tojudge,  for  we  are  sinners  all. 

*  CkMe  up  his  eyes,  and  draw  the  curtain  close ; 
'AodletuaalltomeditatioQ.  [Exeunt 


ACT  IV. 

SCEIfE  /.—Kent  The  eeorihore  near  Varer, 
Firing  heard  at  tea.  Then  enter  from  a  boat, 
a  Captain,  a  Master,  a  Master*s  Mate,  Walter 
IVhiOiore,  and  othert ,-  with  (han  Suffolk,  and 
either  Gentlemen,  pritonert. 

*  Cap.  The  gaudy,  blabbing,  and  remonefiili  day 

*  Is  crept  into  the  bosom  of  me  sea; 

*  And  now  loud-bowling  wolres  arouse  the  jades 

*  That  drag  the  tragic  melancholy  nig^t ; 

*  Who  with  their  drowsy,  slow,  and  fls^pj^  wings, 

*  Clip  dead  men's  graves,  and  from  their  mwty  jaws 

*  Breathe  foul  contajpous  darkness  in  the  air. 

*  Therefore,  bring  forth  the  soldiers  of  our  prise ; 

*  For,  whilst  our  pinnace  anchors  in  the  Downs, 

*  Here  shall  they  make  their  ransom  on  the  sand, 

*  Or  with  their  blood  stain  this  discolour'd  shore.— 

*  Master,  this  prisoner  freely  give  I  thee ; — 

*  And  thou  that  art  his  mate,  make  boot  of  this ;— 

*  The  other,  [Pointing  to  So£]  Walter  Whitmoie, 

is  tbT  share. 

*  1  QenL  What  is  my  ransom,  master?  let  me 


*  Matt.  A  thousand  crowns,  or  else  lay  down 

your  head. 

*Mate.  And  so  much  diall  you  give,  or  off  goes 
yoofs. 

*Cep.  What,  think  you  much  to  pay  two  thou- 
sand crowns, 

*  And  bear  the  name  and  port  of  gentlemen? — 

*  Cut  both  the  villains*  throats ;— for  die  you  shall ; 
*The  lives  of  those  which  we  have  lost  infi^t, 
*Cannot  be  counterpois'd  with  such  a  petty  sum. 

*  1  Qeni.  Ill  give  it,  sir ;  and  therefore  spare 

my  life. 
•tGent.  And  so  will  I,  and  write  home  for  it 
streight 

*  Whit  I  lost  mine  eye  in  laying  the  prize 

aboard, 

*  And  therefore,  to  refenge  it,  shalt  thou  die ; 

[To  Suffolk. 

*  And  so  should  these,  if  I  might  hare  mj  will. 

*Qu».  Benotsorash;  take  nnsom,  let  him  live. 
*Suff'.  hook  on  my  Geoige,  I  am  a  eentleman; 

*  Rate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  shalt  be  paid 

*  IVhit.  And  so  am  I;  my  name  is—Walter 

Whitmofe. 
'  How  now  >  why  start*st  thou?  what,  dodi  dnath 
affiigfat? 

(1)  Pitiful.  (2)  AlowfeUow. 

(3)  Pride  tlMt  has  had  birth  too 


•  Suffi  Thy  name  affi^ti  me,  in  whose  sound 
is  death. 

*  A  cunning  man  did  calculate  mybirdi, 

*  And  told  me— that  by  ^ato^I  should  die: 

*  Yet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  bloody  minded : 

*  Thy  name  is — Guoifier,  being  righdy  sounded. 

« Whit  GvaUier,  or  fV^alter,  which  it  is,  I  care 
not; 

*  Ne'er  ^et  did  base  disbononr  Uur  our  name, 

*  But  with  our  sword  we  i^ip'd  away  the  blot ; 

*  Therefore,  when  merchant-like  I  sell  revenge, 

*  Broke  be  my  sword,  my  arms  torn  and  defac'o, 

*  Andlproclaim'd  a  coward  through  the  world ! 

[Laytnold  on  Suffolk. 
^Suffl  Stay,  Whitmore;  for  thy  prisoner  is  a 
prince. 
The  duke  of  Suffolk,  William  de  la  Poole. 

Whit.  Thedukeof  Sufiblk,  muffled  up  in  rags! 

duke; 


^1  Ajr,  but  these  rags  are  no  oart  of  the 
Jove  sometime  went  di^^'d,  ana  whr  not  I . 
dp.  But  Jove  was  never  slain,  as  toou  shalt  be. 
'  ^tiffl  Obscure  and  lowly  swain,  king  Henry's 
blood. 
The  boooumble  blood  of  Lancaster, 

*  Must  not  be  shed  bv  such  a  jaded  poom.9 
Hast  thou  not  kiss'd  my  hand,  and  held  my  stirrup? 

*  Bare-headed  ploddea  by  my  fool-cloth  mule, 

*  And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  shook  my  bead  ? 

*  How  often  hast  thou  waited  at  my  cup, 

*  Fed  from  my  trencher,  kneel'd  down  at  the  board, 

*  When  I  have  feasted  with  ooeen  Maigaret? 

*  Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  crest-fell'n ; 

*  Ay,  and  allay  this  thv  abortive  pride  ;* 

*  How  in  our  voiding  lobby  hast  thou  stood, 

*  And  duly  waited  ror  my  coming  forth  ? 

« This  hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  th;^  behali^ 

*  And  therefore  shall  it  chaim  thy  riotous  tonpie. 

•  Whit.  Speak,  captain,  shall  I  stab  the  toriom 

swam? 

*  Cfap.  First  let  my  words  stab  him,  as  he  hath  me. 
^Suffl  Base  slave!  thy  words  are  blunt,  and  so 

art  thou. 
'  Cdp.  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  long-boat's 
side 

*  Strike  off  his  head. 

Svj:  Thou  dar*st  not  for  thy  own 

Cap.  Yes,Pbole. 

Suj:  Pbole? 

Cap.  Pbde?  sir  Poole?  lord? 

*  Ay,  kennel,  puddle,  sink ;  whose  filth  and  dirt 

'  Troubles  the  silver  sprior  where  England  drinks. 
Now  will  I  dam  up  tnis  uy  yawning  mouth. 
For  swallowing  the  treasure  of  the  realm : 
Thy  lips,  that  kiss'd  the  queen,  shall  sweep  the 

ground; 
And  thou,  that  smil'dst  at  good  duke  Humphrey's 

death. 
Against  the  senseless  winds  shalt  grin  in  vain, 

*  Who,  in  contempt,  shall  hiss  at  tnee  arain : 

*  And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  hags  of  hell, 

*  For  daring;  to  affy<  a  mighty  lord 

*  Unto  the  daughter  of  a  worthless  kin^, 

*  Having  neither  subject,  wealth,  nor  diadem. 

*  By  devilish  policy  art  thou  grown  great, 

*  And,  like  ambitious  Sylla,  overgoiv^d 

*  With  gobbets  of  thv  mother's  bleeding  heart 

*  By  thc^  Anjou  ana  Maine  were  sold  to  France  • 

*  Trie  false  revolting  Normans,  thorough  thee, 

*  Disdain  to  call  us  lord;  and  Picardv 

*  Hath  slain  their  governors,  surprise  our  forts, 

*  And  sent  the  ramd  soldiers  wounded  home. 

*  The  princely  Warwick,  and  the  Nevils  all, 

(4)  To  betrodi  in  marriage. 
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•  Whose  dreadful  swords  were  never  drawn  in  vain, 
»  As  hating  thee,  are  rising  up  in  arms  : 

*And  now  the  bouse  of  Yoric — thrust  from  the 
crown, 

•  By  shameful  murder  of  a  ^iltless  king, 

•  And  loft^  proud  encroaching  tyranny, — 

•  Bums  with  revenging  fire ;  whose  hopeful  colours 

•  Advance  our  half-facM  sun,  striving  to  shine, 

•  Under  the  which  is  writ — Invitis  nubibus. 
*'The  commons  here  &i  Kent  are  up  in  arms : 

•  And,  to  conclude,  reproach,  and  o^gary, 

•  Is  crept  into  the  palace  of  our  king, 

•  And  all  by  tliee : — Away !  convey  him  hence. 

*  Suff.  O  that  I  were  a  god,  to  shoot  forth  thunder 

•  Upon  these  paltrj',  servile,  abject  drudges ! 

•  Small  things  make  base  men  proud :  *  this  villain 

here, 

•  Being  captain  of  a  pinnace,*  threatens  more 

•  Than  Bai^lus  the  strong  lllyrian  pirate. 

•  Drones  suck  not  eagles*  bloocl,  but  rob  bee-hires. 

•  It  is  impossible,  that  I  should  die 

•  By  such  a  lowly  vassal  as  thyself. 

•  Thy  %vords  move  rage,  and  not  remorse,  in  me : 

•  I  go  of  message  from  the  queen  to  France; 

'  I  charge  thee,  waft  me  safely  cross  the  channel. 
'Cap.  Walter, 

*  Whit.  Come,  Suffolk,  I  must  waft  thee  to  thy 

death. 

*  Suff.  Gdidus  iimor  occupai  ariut : — *ti«  thee 

I  fear. 

*  Whit.  Thou  shalt  have  cause  to  fear,  before  I 

leave  thee. 

•  What,  are  ve  daunted  now  ?  now  will  jre  stoop .' 

'  1  Gtnt.  My  gracious  lord,  entreat  him,  speak 

him  fair. 
^Suff.    Suffolk's  imperial  tongue  is  stern  and 

rough, 

•  Us'd  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 

•  Far  be  it,  we  should  honour  such  as  these 

•  With  humble  suit :  no,  rather  let  my  head 

'  Stoop  to  the  block,  than  these  knees  bow  to  any, 

•  Save  to  the  God  of  heaven,  and  to  ray  king ; 

•  And  sooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  pole, 

•  Than  stand  uncover'd  to  the  vulgar  groom. 

•  True  nobility  is  exempt  from  fear : — 

•  More  can  I  bear,  than  you  dare  execute. 

*  Capt.  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more. 

*  Suff.  Come,  soldiers,  show  what  cruelty  ye  can, 

•  That  this  my  death  may  never  be  forgot .' 

•  Great  men  oft  die  by  vile  bozonians  :2 

•  A  Roman  sworder  and  banditto  slave, 

« Murder'd  sweet  TuUy  ;  Brutus'  bastard  hand 

•  Stabb'd  Julius  Caesar;  savage  islanders, 

'  Pompey  the  great ;  and  Suflblk  dies  by  pirates. 

[Exeunt  Suff  with  Whit,  and  others. 
Capt.  And  as  for  these  whose  ran8<xn  we  have  set. 
It  is  our  pleasure,  one  of  them  depart : — 
Therefore  come  you  %vith  us,  and  let  him  go. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  first  Gentleman. 

Re-enter  Whitmore,  with  Suffolk's  body. 

*  Whit.  There  let  his  head  and  lifeless  body  lie, 

•  Until  the  queen  his  mistress  bury  it  [Exit. 

*  1  Gent.  O  barbarous  and  bloody  spectacle! 

•  His  body  will  I  bear  unto  the  king : 

•  If  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  friends ; 

•  So  will  the  queen,  that  living  held  him  dear. 

[£xi7,  with  the  body. 

SCEJ^E  //— Blackheath.     Enier  George  Bevw 

and  John  Holland. 

*Gto.  Come,  and  get  thee  a  sword,  though  made 

(1)  A  pinnace  then  signified  a  ship  of  small  burden. 


*  of  a  lath ;  they  have  been  up  these  two  days. 

*  John.  They  have  the  more  need  to  sleep  no»i 
*then. 

*  Geo.  I  tell  thee.  Jack  Cade  the  clothier  mean* 
'  to  dress  the  commonwealth,  and  turn  it,  and  set 

*  a  new  nap  upon  it. 

John.  So  he  had  need,  for 'tis  threadbare.  Well, 
I  say,  it  was  never  meny  world  in  England,  since 
gentlemen  came  up. 

*  Geo.  O  miserable  age .'  Virtue  is  not  regarded 

*  in  handycrafts-men. 

*  John.  The  nobility  think  scorn  to  go  in  leathei 

*  aprons. 

*  Geo.  Nay  more,  the  king's  council  are  no  good 

*  workmen. 

*  John.  True ;  And  yet  it  is  said, — Labour  in 

*  thy  vocation  :  which  is  as  much  to  say,  as, — lei 

*  the  magistrates  be  labouring  men  ;  and  therefore 

*  should  we  be  magistrates. 

*  Geo.  Thou  hast  hit  it :  for  there's  no  better  sign 

*  of  a  brave  mind,  than  a  hard  hand. 

•John.  I  see  them!  Iseethejn!  There's  Best's 

*  son,  the  tanner  of  Wingham ; 

*  Geo.  He  shall  have  the  skins  of  our  enemies, 

*  to  make  dog*s  leather  of. 

John.  And  Dick  the  butcher, 

*  Geo.  Then  is  sin  struck  down  like  an  ox,  and 

*  iniquity's  throat  cut  Uke  a  calf 

*  ./oAn.  And  Smith  the  weaver. 

*  Geo.  ArgOy  their  thread  of  life  is  spun. 
*John.  Oome,  come,  let's  fall  in  with  them. 

Drum.     Enter  Cade,  Dick  the  butcher,  Smith  iht 
weaver,  and  others  in  great  number. 

*  Cade.  We  John  Cade,  so  termed  of  our  sup- 

*  posed  father, 

Dick.  Or  rather,  of  stealing  a  cade  of  herrings,* 

[Andt, 

*  Cade.  —  for  our  enemies  shall  fall  before  us,  rn- 

*  spired  with  the  spirit  of  putting  down  kings  and 

*  princes, — Command  silence. 

Dick.  Silence! 

Cade.  My  father  was  a  Mortimer, — 
Dick.  He  was  an  honest  man,  and  a  good  brick- 
layer. [Aside. 

*  Ciiffe.  My  mother  a  Plantagonet, — 
iHck.  I  knew  her  well,  she  was  a  midwife. 

[Aside. 

*  dde.  My  wife  descended  of  the  Laricj«, — 
Dick.  She  was,  indeed,  a  pedlar's  daughter,  and 

sold  many  laces.  [Aside. 

*  Smith.  But,  now  of  late,  not  able  to  travel  with 

*  her  furred  c>ack,  she  washes  bucks  here  at  home. 

[Aside. 

*  Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  house. 
Dick.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  the  field  is  honourable ; 

and  there  was  he  bom,  under  a  hedge;  for  his  father   < 
had  never  a  house,  but  the  cage.  [Aside. 

*  Cade.  Valiant  I  am. 

*  Smith.  'A  must  needs ;  for  beggary  is  valiant 

[Aside. 

Cade.  I  am  able  to  endure  much. 

Dick.  No  question  of  that ;  for  I  have  seen  him 
whipped  three  market  days  together.  [Aside. 

Cade.  I  fear  neither  sword  nor  fire. 

Smith.  He  need  not  fear  the  sword,  for  his  coat 
is  of  proof  [Aside. 

Dick.  But,  methinks,  he  should  stand  in  fear 
of  fire,  being  burnt  i*thc  hand  for  stealing  of  sheen. 

[Aside. 

Cade.  Be  brave  then ;  for  your  captain  is  brave, 
and  vows  reformation.  There  shall  be,  in  England, 

(2)  Low  men.  (3)  A  barrel  of  herring^ 
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seven  faalf-pennj  loarei  told  for  a  penny:  the 
three-hooped  pot  shall  have  ten  hoopo ;  and  I  will 
make  it  felony,  to  drink  $mall  beer :  all  the  realm 
shall  be  in  common,  and  in  Cheapside  shall  my 

rilfry  go  to  grass.    And,  when  I  am  king,  (as  king 
will  be)— 
AIL  God  save  your  majesty  ! 

*  Cade.  I  thank  you,  good  people: — there  shall 
'  be  no  money ;  all  shall  eat  and  drink  on  my  score ; 
'  and  I  will  apparel  them  all  in  one  livery,  that 

*  they  may  agree  like  brothers,  and  worship  me 

*  their  lord. 

*  Dick.  The  first  thing  we  do,  let^s  kill  all  the 

*  lawjers, 

QuU.  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a 
lamentable  thing,  that  of  the  skin  of  an  innodent 
lamb  should  be  made  parchment  ?  that  parchment, 
being  scribbled  o'er,  should  undo  a  man  ?  Some 
say,  the  bee  stings :  but  I  say,  'tis  the  bee's  wax, 
for  I  did  but  seal  once  to  a  thing,  and  I  was  never 
mine  own  man  since.    How  now  ?  who's  there .' 

Enter  some^  bringing  in  the  Cltrk  of  Chatham. 

Smith,  The  clerk  of  Chatham :  he  can  write 
and  read,  and  cast  accompt 

Cade.  O  monstrous ! 

fknith.  We  took  him  setting  of  boys'  copies. 

Cade.  Here's  a  villain ! 

Smith.  H'as  a  book  in  his  pocket,  with  red  let- 
ters in't 

Cade.  Nay,  then  he  is  a  conjurer. 

Dick.  Nay,  he  can  make  obligations,  and  write 
court-hand. 

*  Cade.  I  am  sorry  for't :  the  man  is  a  proper  man, 

*  on  mine  honour ;  unless  I  find  him  guilty,  he  shall 
*not  die, — Come  hither,  sirrah,  I  must  euunine 

*  thee :  Wliat  is  thy  name  f 

Clerk.  Emmanuel. 

IHck.  They  use  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  letters ; 
— ^HTwill  go  hard  with  you. 

*  Cade.  Ijet  me  alone : — Dost  thou  use  to  write 

*  thy  name  ?  or  hast  thou  a  mark  to  thyself,  like  an 

*  honest  plain-dealing  man  ? 

Qerk.  Sir,  I  thank  God,  I  have  been  so  well 
brought  up,  that  I  can  write  my  name. 

*  All.  He  hath  confessed :  away  with  him ;  he's  a 
'  villain  and  a  traitoi*. 

*  Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  say ;  hang  him  with 

*  his  pen  and  inkhom  about  his  neck. 

[Exeunt  some  with  the  Clerk. 

Enter  Michael. 

*  Mich.  WTjere's  our  general  ? 

*  Cade.  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  fellow. 

*  Mich.  Fly,  fly,  fly !  sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and 

*  his  brother  are  hard  by  with  the  kind's  forcos. 

*  Cade.  Stand,  villain,  stand,  or  I'll  fell  thee  down : 

*  He  shall  be  encountered  with  a  man  as  good  as 
'  himself:  He  is  but  a  knight,  is  *a  } 

'Mich.  No. 

*  Cade.  To  equal  him,  I  will  make  myself  a  knischt 

*  presently;  Rise  up  sir  John  Mortimer.  Now  have 
'at  him. 

Enter  Sir  Humphrey  StaflTord,  and  William  his 
brother  f  tnth  drum  and  forces. 

*  Staff.  Rebellious  hinds,  the  filth  and  scum  of 

Kent, 

*  Mark'd  for  the  gallows,— lay  your  weapons  down, 

*  Home  to  your  cottages,  forsake  this  groom ; — 

*  The  king  is  merciful,  if  you  revolt 


(1)  I  pay  them  no  regard. 


(2)  Shoes. 


»  W.  Staff.  But  angry,  wrathful,  and  inclin'd  to 
bbod, 
*  If  you  go  forward  :  therefore  yield,  or  die. 
Cade.  Asfor  these  silken-coated  slaves,  I  pass  not ;' 


reign; 


It  is  to  you,  good  people,  that  1  speak, 

*  O'er  whom,  in  time  to  come,  I  hope  to 

*  For  I  am  rightful  heir  unto  the  crown. 

*  Staff.  Villain,  thy  father  was  a  plasterer; 

*  And  thou  thyself,  a  hhearman.  Art  thou  not.' 

Cade.  And  Adam  was  a  gardener. 

*  ir.  Staff  And  what  of  that  > 

Cade.  Many,  this : — ^Edmund  Mortinier,  earl  of 
March, 
Married  the  duke  of  Clarence'  daughter ;  Did  be  not' 

*  Sta^.  Ay,  sir. 

Cade.  By  her,  he  had  two  children  at  one  birth. 
IV.  Staff.  That's  false. 

*  Cade.  Ay,  there's  the  question ;  but,  I  say,  'tis 

true: 
The  elder  of  them,  being  put  to  nurse, 

*  Was  by  a  beggar-woman  stol'n  away  ; 

*  And,  ignorant  of  his  birth  and  parentage, 

*  Became  a  bricklayer,  when  he  came  to  age : 

*  His  son  am  I ;  deny  it,  if  you  can. 

Dick.  Nay,  'tis  too  true ;  therefore  he  shall  be 
king. 

Smith.  Sir,  he  made  a  chimney  in  my  father's 
house,  and  the  bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to  testify 
it ;  therefore,  deny  it  not 

*  Staff.  And  will  you  credit  this  base  drudge's 

words, 

*  That  speaks  he  knows  not  what .' 

*  All.  Ay,  marry,  will  we ;  therefore  get  ye  gone. 
IV.  Staff  Jack  Cade,  the  duke  oT  York  hath 

taught  you  this. 

*  Cade.  He  lies,  for  I  invented  it  myself.  [Aside.] 
— Go  to,  sirrah.  Tell  the  king  from  me,  that — for  his 
father's  sake,  Henry  the  Finh,  in  whose  time  boys 
went  to  span-counter  for  French  crowns, — I  am 
content  he  shall  reign ;  but  I'll  be  protectorover  him. 

*  Dick.  And,  furthermore,  we'll  have  the  lord 
Say's  head,  for  selling  the  dukedom  of  Maine. 

*  Cade.  And  good  reason ;  for  thereby  is  England 

*  maimed,  and  fain  to  go  with  a  staflf,  but  that  my 

*  puissance  holds  it  up.     Fellow  kings,  I  tell  you, 

*  that  my  lord  Say  hath  gelded  the  commonwealth, 

*  and  made  it  an  eunuch :  and  more  than  that,  he 
can  speak  French,  and  therefore  he  is  a  traitor. 

*  Staff.  O  gross  and  miserable  ignorance ! 

*  Cade.  Nay,  answer,  if  you  can :  The  French- 
'  men  are  enemies :  go  to  then,  I  ask  but  this ;  Can 

*  he,  that  speaks  with  the  tongue  of  an  enemy,  be 
'  a  good  counsellor,  or  no .' 

*  All.  No,  no ;  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  head. 

*  IV.  Staff  Well,  seeing  gentle  words  will  not 

prevail, 

*  Assail  them  with  the  army  of  the  king. 

*  Staff.  Herald,  away;   and,  throughout  eveiy 

town. 
Proclaim  them  traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade ; 
That  those,  which  fly  before  the  battle  ends, 

*  May,  even  in  their  wives'  and  children's  sight, 

*  Be  hang'd  up  for  example  at  their  doors  :-^ 

*  And  you,  that  be  the  king's  friends,  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  the  tuni  Sta'flbrds,  and  forces. 

*  Cade.  And  you,  that  love  the  commons,  follow 

me. — 

*  Now  show  yourselves  men,  'tis  for  liberty. 

*  We  will  not  leave  one  lord,  one  gentleman : 

*  Spare  none,  but  such  as  go  in  clouted  shoon  ;3 

*  For  they  are  thrifty  honest  men,  and  such 

^  As  would  (but  that  they  dare  not)  take  our  parts. 

*  Dick.  They  are  all  in  order,  and  mardi  io- 

ward  OS. 
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*  Cade.  But  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  are 

*  most  out  of  order.    Come,  inarch  forward. 

[Exewit 

SCEJVE  III— Another  part  qf  Blackheaih. 
Alarums.  The  two  parties  enter  andJiglU^  and 
both  the  Staflbrda  are  slain. 

*  Cade.  Whereas  Dick,  the  butcher  of  Aahford.' 

*  Dick.  Here,  sir. 

*  Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  sheep  and  oxen, 
'  and  thou  behavedst  thyself  as  if  thou  hadst  been  in 

*  thine  own  slaughter-house :  therefore  thus  will  I 

*  reward  thee,— -The  Lent  shall  be  as  long  ai^ain  as 
'  it  is ;  and  thou  shah  have  a  license  to  kill  for  a 

*  hundred  lacking  one. 

*  Dick.  I  desire  no  more. 

*  Cade.  And,  to  speak  truth,  thou  deservedst  no 

*  leas.     This  monument  of  the  victory  %vill  I  bear ; 

*  and  the  bodies  shall  be  dragged  at  my  horse'  heel*, 
»  till  1  do  come  to  London,  where  we  will  have  the 
»  mayor's  sword  borne  before  us. 

»  Dick.  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break 

*  open  the  gaols,  and  let  out  the  pri.soiiers. 

»  Cade.  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.     Come, 

*  let's  march  towards  London.  [Exeunt. 

• 
SCEJ^TE  /F.— London.  A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  King  Henry,  reading  a  supplication ;  the 
duke  qf  Buckingham,  and  lord  Say  tcith  him  : 
at  a  distance^  Queen  Margaret,  mourning  over 
Suffolk's  head 

»  Q.  Mar.  Oft  have  I  heard — that  grief  softens 
the  mind, 

*  And  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate ; 

»  Think  therefore  on  revenge,  and  cease  to  weep. 
»  But  who  can  cease  to  weep,  and  look  on  this  ? 

*  Here  may  his  head  lie  oo  my  throbbing  breast : 

*  But  Where's  the  body  that  I  should  embmce  ? 

*  Budi.  WTiat  answer  makes  your  grace  to  the 

*  rebels'  supplication  ? 

»  K.  Hen.  I'll  send  some  holy  bishop  to  entreat : 

*  For  God  forbid,  so  many  simple  souls 

*  Should  perish  by  the  sword ;  And  I  myself, 

*  Rather  than  bloody  war  shall  cut  them  short, 
« Will  parley  with  Jack  Cade  their  general. — 

*  But  stay,  I'll  read  it  over  once  again. 

*  Q.  Mar.   Ah,  barbarous  villains !  hath  this 

lovely  face 
»  Rul'd,  like  a  wandering  planet,^  over  me  ; 
»  And  could  it  not  enforce  them  to  relent, 
»  That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  same  ? 

*  K.  Hen.  Lord  Say,  Jack  Cade  hath  sworn  to 

have  thy  head. 

*  Say.  Ay,  but  1  hope,  your  highness  shall  have  his. 
K.  Hen.  How  now,  madam  ?  Still 

Lamenting,  and  mourning  for  Suffolk's  death  J 
I  fear,  my  love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead. 
Thou  %vouldest  not  have  moum'd  so  much  for  me. 
Q.  Mar.  No,  my  love,  I  should  not  mourn,  but 
die  for  thee. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
»  K.  Hen.  How  now  !  what  news?  why  com'st 
thou  in  such  haste  ? 

*  Mess.  The  rebels  are  in  Southwark ;  Fly,  my 

lord! 

*  Jack  Cade  proclaims  himself  lord  Mortimer, 

*  Descended  from  the  duke  of  Clarence'  house  : 
«  And  calls  your  grace  usurper,  openly, 

*  And  vows  to  crown  himself  in  Westminster. 

*  His  araiy  is  a  ragged  multitude 

(1)  Predominated  irresistibly  over  my  passions; 
as  the  planets  over  those  bom  under  their  influence. 


*  Of  hinds  and  peasants,  rude  and  merciless ; 

*  Sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his  brother's  death 

'  Hath  given  them  heart  and  courage  to  proceed : 
All  scholars,  lawyers,  courtiers,  gentlemen, 
They  call — false  caterpillars,  and  intend  their 
death. 

*  K.  Hen.  O  graceless  men !  they  know  not 

what  they  do. 

*  Buck.  My  gracious  lord,  retire  to  Kenelworth, 

*  Until  a  power  be  rais'd  to  put  them  down. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Ah!  were  the  duke  of  Suffolk  now 

alive, 

*  These  Kentish  rebels  would  be  soon  apueas*d. 

*  K.  Hen.  Lord  Say,  the  traitors  hate  tnee, 

*  Therefore  away  with  us  to  Kenelworth. 

*  Say.  So  might  your  grace's  person  be  in  danger; 

*  The  sight  of  me  is  odious  in  tneir  eyes : 

*  And  therefore  in  this  city  will  I  stay^ 

*  And  Uve  alone  as  secret  as  I  may. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

*  2  Mes.  Jack  Cade  hath  gotten  London-bridge; 

the  citizens 

*  Fly  and  forsake  their  houses : 

*  The  rascal  people,  thirsting  after  prey, 

»  Join  with  the  traitor ;  and  they  jouitly  swear, 

*  To  spoil  the  city,  and  your  royal  court 

»  Buck.  Then  linger  not,  my  lord ;  away,  take 
horse. 

*  K.  Hen.  Come,  Margaret ;  God,  our  hope, 

will  succour  us. 

*  Q.  Mar.  My  hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolk  is  de- 

ceas'd. 

*  K.  Hen.  Farewell,  my  lord ;  f  To  Lord  Say.] 

trust  not  the  Kentish  rebels. 
»  Buck.  Trust  nobody,  for  fear  you  bebetray'd. 

*  Sny.  The  trust  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence, 

*  And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  resolufj.    [ExeiaiL 

SCEXE  v.— The  same.  The  Tower.  Enter 
Lord  Scales,  and  others^  on  the  Walls.  Tlien 
enter  certain  Citizens,  belmo. 

Scales.  How  now  ?  is  Jack  Cade  slain  ? 

1  at.  No,  my  lord,  nor  likely  to  be  slain ;  for 
they  have  won  the  bridge,  killing  all  those  that  with- 
stand them :  The  lord  mayor  craves  aid  of  your 
honour  from  the  Tower,  to  defend  the  city  from 
tlie  rebels. 

Scales.  Such  aid  as  I  can  spare,  you  shall  com- 
mand ; 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  mvself. 
The  rebels  have  assay'd  to  win  the  'f  ower. 
But  get  vou  to  Smithfield,  and  gather  head. 
And  thither  I  will  send  you  Matthew  Cough  : 
Fight  for  your  king,  your  country,  and  your  lives; 
And  so  farewell,  for  I  must  hence  again.  [.Exeunt 

SCEJVE  VI.— The  same.  Cannon  Street.  En- 
ter Jack  Cade,  and  his  JoUowers.  He  strikes 
his  staff"  on  London-stone. 

Cade.  Now  is  Mortimer  lord  of  this  city.  And 
here,  sitting  upon  London-stone,  I  charge  and  com- 
mand, that,  of  the  city's  cost,  the  pissing-conduit 
run  nothing  but  claret  wine  this  first  year  of  our 
reign.  And  now,  henceforward,  it  shall  be  treason 
for  any  that  calls  me  other  than — lord  Mortimer. 

Enter  a  Soldier,  running. 
Sold  Jack  Cade  !  Jack  Cade  ! 
Cade.  Knock  him  down  there.     [They  kill  him. 
«  Smith.  If  this  fellow  be  wise,  he'lf  never  call 

*  you  Jack  Cade  more ;  I  think,  he  hath  a  very  fair 

*  warning. 
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Didc  My  lord,  tbeie*s  an  annj  g;»tbered  to- 
"      in  Smithfield. 


Cade.  Come  then,  let's  1^0  fight  with  them:  But, 
first,  CO  and  set  London-bndge  on  fire ;  and,  if  you 
can,  bom  down  the  Tower  toa  Come,  let's  away. 

[Exeunt 

SCR^EFIL— The  same.  Smithfield.  Alarum. 
Enter,  on  one  tide,  Cade  and  his  company  ;  on 
the  other ,  citizens,  and  the  kin^s  forces,  headed 
6y  Matthew  Gooeh.  They  fight;  the  citizens 
are  routed,  and  Matthew  Uough  is  slain. 

Cade.  So,  sirs : — ^Now  go  some  and  pull  down 
die  Savoy ;  othen  to  the  inns  of  court;  down  with 
t^mn  alL 

Dick.  I  have  a  suit  unto  your  lordship. 

Gide.  Be  it  a  lordship,  thou  shalt  have  it  ibr  that 


*  Dick.  Only,  that  the  laws  of  England  may  come 

*  oat  of  your  mouth. 

*John.  Mass,  'twill  be  sore  law  then;  for  he 

*  was  thrust  in  the  mouth  with  a  spear,  and  'tis  not 
« whole  yet  [Aside. 

*  Smith.  Nay,  John,  it  will  be  stinking  law ;  for 
'  his  breath  stinks  with  eating  toasted  d^ese. 

[Aside. 

*  Cade,  I  have  thought  unon  it,  it  shall  be  sa 
'  Away,  bum  all  the  records  of  the  realm ;  my 
'  month  shall  be  the  parliament  of  England. 

^John.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  bitmg  statutes, 

*  miless  his  teeth  be  pulled  out  [Aside. 

*  Cade.  And  henceforward  all  things  snail  be 
^in  oommoo. 

Banter  a  Messenger. 
'JMstt.  My  lord,  a  prize,  a  prize!  here'sthelord 
Say,  which  sold  the  towns  m  France ;  *  he  that 

*  made  us  pay  one  and  twenty  fifleens,>  and  one 

*  shilling  to  the  pound,  the  last  subsidy. 

Enter  George  Bevis,  unih  the  Lord  Say. 

*  Cade,  Well,  he  shall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten 

*  times. — Ah,  thou  say ,3  thou  serge,  nay,  thou  buck- 

*  ram  lord !  now  art  thou  within  point-blank  of  our 

*  jnindiption  r^aL  What  canst  thou  answer  toray 

*  majes^,  for  giving  up  of  Normandy  unto  mon- 
•near  Basnnecu,  the  oauphin  of  France.'  Be  it 

*  known  unto  thee  by  these  presence,  even  the  pre- 

*  sence  of  lord  Mortmier,  tiuit  I  am  the  besom  that 

*  must  sweep  the  court  clean  of  such  filth  as  thou 

*  art.     Thou  hast  most  traitorously  corrupted  the 

*  youth  of  die  realm,  in  erecting  a  pammar-school  : 

*  and  whereas,  before,  our  fore-fathers  had  no  other 

*  books  but  th4  score  and  the  tally,  thou  hast  caused 

*  printing  to  be  used ;  and,  contranr  to  the  king, 

*  his  crown,  and  digni^,  thou  hast  built  a  paper- 

*  milL     It  will  be  proved  to  thy  face,  that  thou  nast 

*  men  about  thee,  that  usually  talk  of  a  noun,  and 

*  a  verb ;  and  such  abominable  words,  as  no  Chris- 

*  fian  ear  can  mdure  to  hear.    Thou  hast  appointed 
'justices  of  peace,  to  call  poor  men  before  them 

*  about  matters  that  they  were  not  able  to  answer. 

*  Moreover,  thou  hast  put  them  in  prison ;  and  be- 
**  cause  they  could  not  read,  thou  hast  hanged  them ;' 
^^  when,  indeed,  only  for  that  cause  they  have  been 

•  most  worthy  to  live.    Thou  dost  ride  on  a  foot- 

*  doth,^  dost  thou  not  f 

Say.  What  of  that? 

Cade.  Many,  thou  ougfatest  not  to  let  thy  horse 

(1)  A  fifteen  was  the  fifteenth  part  of  all  the 
'VHtoreables,  or  peivonal  property,  of  each  subject 

(2)  Say  was  a  kind  or  serge. 

(3)  i  e.  They  were  hang^  because  they  could 
VMM  claim  the  boiefit  of  clergy. 
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wear  a  cloak,  when  honeiter  men  than  thou  go  in 
their  hose  and  doublets. 

*  Dick.  And  work  in  their  shirt  too ;  as  mysell, 

*  for  example,  that  am  a  butcher. 
Say.  You  men  of  Kent, — 
Dtck.  What  sav  you  of  Kent? 

*iSay.  Nothing  but  this :  'Tis  bona  terra,  mala 

gens. 
'  Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him !  he 

*  speaks  Latin. 

*  Say.  Hear  roe  but  speak,  and  bear  me  where 

you  will. 
Kent,  in  the  commentaries  Caesar  writ. 
Is  teim'd  the  dvil'st  place  of  all  this  isle : 
Sweet  is  the  country,  because  full  of  riches ; 
The  people  liberal,  valiant,  active,  wealthy ; 

*  Whidi  makes  me  hope  yon  are  not  void  of  pity. 

*  I  sold  not  Maine,  I  lost  not  Normandy ; 
*Tet,  to  recover  them,  would  lose  my  life. 

*  Justice  with  favour  have  I  always  done ; 

*  Prayers  and  tears  have  mov'd  me,  gifts  could 

never. 

*  When  have  I  aught  exacted  at  your  hands, 

*  Kent  to  maintain,  the  king,  the  realm,  and  vou  ? 

*  Large  gifts  have  I  bestow'd  on  learned  cleiks, 

*  Because  my  book  preferr'd  roe  to  the  king : 

*  And,  seeing  ignorance  is  tfie  curse  of  God, 

*  Knowledge    me   wing   wherewith   we   fly    to 

h^ven, 

*  Unless  you  be  possess'd  with  devilish  spirit, 

*  You  cannot  but  fcnrbear  to  murder  me. 

*  This  tongue  hath  parie^'d  unto  foreign  kings 

*  For  your  behoof^ — 

«  Cade.  Tut !  when  stmck'st  thou  one  blow  in 

*  die  field? 

*  Say.  Great  men  have  reaching  hands :  oft  have 

I  struck 

*  Those  that  I  never  saw,  and  struck  them  dead. 
*Gfeo.  O  monstrous  coward !  what,  to  come  be- 
hind folks? 

*  Say.  These  cheeks  are  pale  foi^  watching  for 

your  good. 

*  Cade.  Give  him  a  box  on  theear,  and  that  will 

*  make  'em  red  again. 

*Say.  Long  sitting  to  determine  poor  men's 
causes 
Hath  made  me  full  of  sickness  and  diseases. 

*  Cade.  Ye  shall  have  a  hempen  caudle  then, 

*  and  the  pap  of  a  hatchet 

*  Dick.-  Why  dost  thou  quiver,  man  ? 

*  Say.  The  palsy,  and  not  fear,  provoketh  me. 

*  Cade.  Nay,  he  nods  at  us ;  as  who  should  say, 
'  I'll  be  even  with  you.     I'll  see  if  his  head  will 

*  stand  steadier  on  a  pole,  or  no :  Take  him  away, 

*  and  behead  him. 

»  Say.  Tell  roe,  wherein  I  have  ofiended  most  ? 

*  Have  I  afl^ted  wealth  or  honour ;  speak  ? 

*  Are  my  chests  fill'd  up  with  extorted  gold  ? 

*  Is  my  apparel  sumptuous  to  behold  ? 

*  Whom  nave  I  injur'd,  that  you  seek  my  death  ? 

*  These  hands  are  free  from  guiltless  blood-shed- 

ding,^ 
*Thi8   breast    from    harbouring  foul    deceitful 
thoughts. 

*  O,  let  me  live ! 

*  Cade.  1  feel  remorse  in  myself  with  his  words : 

*  but  I'll  bridle  it ;  he  shall  die,  an  it  be  but  for 

*  pleading  so  well  for  his  life.    Away  with  him!  he 

(4)  A  foot-cloth  was  a  kind  of  housing,  which 
covered  the  body  of  the  horse. 

(5)  In  consequence  ofl 

(6)  i.  e.  These  hands  are  free  froi»  shedding 
guiltless  or  innocent  blood. 
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»liM  a  friniliari  under  hb  toii|;iie ;  he  speaks  not 

*  o*God*8  name.    *  Go,  take  him  away,  I  aaj,  and 

*  strike  off  his  bead  presentlj ;  and  then  break  into 
'  his  son-in-law*s  boose,  sir  James  Cromer,  and 
'  strike  off  his  head,  and  bring  them  both  opoo  two 

*  poles  hither. 

*AIL  It  shaU  be  done. 
*Say.  Ah,  coontiymen!  if,  when  joa  make  your 
prayers, 

*  God  should  be  so  obdurate  as  vonrselTes, 

*  How  would  it  fare  with  your  oeparted  souls? 

*  And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  save  my  life. 

*  Cade,  Away  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command 

ye.  [Exeunt  aamt,  vnih  Lord  Say. 

*  The  proudest  peer  in  the  realm  shall  not  wear  a 

*  head  on  his  shoulders,  unless  he  pay  me  tribute ; 
'  there  shall  not  a  maid  be  married,  but  she  shall 

*  pay  to  me  her  maidenhead  ere  they  have  it :  Men 

*  shall  hdd  of  me  in  captfe;  and  we  charge  and 

*  command,  that  their  wires  be  as  free  as  hmrtcan 
wish,  or  tongue  can  tell. 

*  Dick.  MyIord,when8hallwegotoCheapside, 

*  and  take  up  commodities  upon  our  bills? 

*  Cade.  Marry,  presently. 
*AU.  ObraTeJ 

Re-mUr  Rebels,  toUh  Vie  headt  qf  Lord  Say  and 
hii  eon-in4aw. 

*  Cade.  But  is  not  this  braver  f — ^Let  fhem  kiss 

*  one  another,  for  they  loved  well,  when  they  were 
'akVe.    Now  part  them  again,  lest  they  consult 

*  about  the  eiving  upof  some  more  towns  in  France. 

*  Soldiers,  defer  the  spoil  of  the  city  until  night : 
*for  with  these  borne  oeibre  us,  instesd  of  maces, 
'will  we  ride  through  the  streets;  and,  at  eveiy 

*  comer,  have  them  kiss. — ^Awav  i  \  Exeunt. 


*  comer,  have  them  kiss. — ^Away  i 


[Exeunt. 


SCEJfE  r7//.— Soothwark.    Alarum, 
Cade,  and  all  kit  rabbUmenL 

»Cade,  Up  Fish-street!  down  Saint  Magnus* 

*  comer !  loll  and  knock  down !  throw  them  into 

*  Thames ! — {A  parley  founded,  then  a  retreat.] 

*  What  noise  is  this  I  hear?    Dare  any  be  so  bola 

*  to  sound  retreat  or  parlOT,  when  I  command  them 
•kill? 

Enter  Buckingham,  and  Old  Clifford,  wUh  force*. 

'  Budc  Kjy  here  they  be  that  dare  and  will  dis- 
turb thee : 

*  Know,  Cade,  we  come  ambassadors  from  the  king 
^  Unto  die  commons  whom  thou  hast  misled ; 
'  And  here  pronounce  free  pardon  to  them  all, 
*That  will  Ibrsake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

*  CUJ[.  What  say  ye,  oountiymen  ?  will  ye  relent, 

*  And  yield  to  mercy,  whilst  'tis  offer*d  you ; 

*  Or  let  a  rabble  lead  yon  to  your  deaths  ? 

*  Who  loves  the  king,  and  will  embrace  his  pardon, 

*  Fling  up  his  cap,  and  say — God  save  his  majesty ' 

*  Who  hateth  him,  and  honours  not  his  father, 

'  Heniy  the  Fifth,  that  made  all  France  to  quake, 

*  Shake  he  his  weapon  at  us,  and  pass  by. 

« AU.  God  save  the  king !  God  save  the  king  \ 
<  Cade.  What,  Buckingham,  and  Cliflbrd,  are  ye 
*«o  brave?— And  you,  base  peasants,  do  ve  be- 

*  lieve  him  ?  will  you  needs  be  hanged  witn  your 

*  pardons  about  your  necks  ?  Hath  my  sword  ther^- 

*  fore  broke  thiough  London  Gates,  that  you  should 

*  leave  me  at  the  White  Hart  in  Southwark  ?    1 

*  thought,  ye  would  never  have  given  out  these  arms, 

*  till  you  had  recovered  your  ancient  freedom :  but 
«yoo  are  all  recreants, and  dastards;  and  delight 

*  to  live  in  slaveiy  to  the  nobility.    Let  them  br^ 

(1)  A  dacmun  v(bo  was  supposed  to  attend  at  call. 


your  backs  wi&  burdens,  take  your  houses  over 
your  heads,  ravish  your  wives  sjid  daughters  be- 
fore your  faces :  For  me, — I  will  make  shift  ka 
one ;  and  so>-God's  curse  light  upon  you  all ! 

*  AIL  We*U  follow  Cade,  we'll  folk>w  Cade. 

*  Cltf.  Is  Cade  the  son  of  Henir  the  Fifth, 
That  dius  you  do  exclaim— you'U  go  with  him  ? 
Will  he  conduct  you  through  the  he&rt  of  France, 
And  make  the  meanest  of  you  earls  and  dukes? 
Alas,  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to ; 

Nor  knows  he  how  to  hve,  but  by  the  spoil, 
Unless,  by  n^bingof  your  friends,  and  us. 
Wer't  not  a  shame,  that  whilst  vou  live  at  jar. 
The  fearful  French,  whom  you  late  vanquished. 
Should  make  a  start  o*er  seas,  and  vanquish  you  ? 
Methinks,  already,  in  this  civil  broil, 
I  see  them  lording  it  in  London  streets, 
Cryio^—ViUageoia!  unto  all  they  meet 
Better,  ten  thousand  base-bom  Cades  miscany« 
Than  you  should  stoop  unto  a  Frenchman's  mercy. 
To  France,  to  France,  and  get  what  you  have  lost; 
Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  native  coast : 
Heniy  hatn  money,  you  are  strong  and  manly ; 
God  on  our  side,  doubt  not  of  victonr. 

'All  A  Cliffoixl!  a  Clifford!  weUi  folkiw  the 
king,  and  Clifford. 

'  Uade.  Was  ever  feather  so  lightly  blown  to  and 
fro,  as  this  multitude?  the  name  of  Heniy  the 
Fif^  hales  them  to  a  hundred  mischiefs,  and  makes 
them  leave  me  desolate.  I  see  them  lay  their 
heads  together,  to  surprise  me :  my  sword  make 
way  for  me,  for  here  is  no  stayinsf. — ^In  despite  of 
the  devils  and  hell,  have  through  the  veiy  midst 
of  you !  and  heavens  and  honour  be  witness,  that 
no  want  of  resolutxn  in  me,  but  only  my  followers' 
base  and  ignominious  treasons,  makes  me  betake 
me  to  my  heels.  [ExiU 

* .fiucA^  What,  is  he  fled?  go  some,  and  follow 
him; 
And  he,  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  king. 
Shall  have  a  thounnd  crowns  for  his  reward. — 


[Exeunt  eome  of  lUm, 

Ac 


Follow  me,  soldieia ;  we'll  devise  a  mean 

To  reconcile  yon  all  unto  the  king.        [ExeunL 

SCEJ^E  iX— Kenelworth  OuUe,  Enter  King 
Henry,  Queen  Maigaret,  and  Somerset,  on  the 
lerraee  of  the  caelle. 

*  K.  Hen.  Was  ever  king  that  joy'd  an  earthly 

throne, 

*  And  could  command  no  more  content  than  I  ? 

*  No  sooner  was  I  crept  out  of  my  cradle, 

*  But  I  was  made  a  king,  at  nine  months  old : 

*  Was  never  subject  long'd  to  be  a  king, 

*  As  I  do  long  and  wish  to  be  a  subject 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Clifford. 

*  Buck.  Health,  and  glad  tidings,  to  your  ma- 


*  K.  Hen.  Why,  Buckingham,  is  the  traitor. 

Cade,  surpris'd  ? 

*  Or  is  he  but  retir'd  to  make  him  strong? 

Enter,  behno,  a  great  number  oJ^CtAe'sfoliowers^ 
with  halters  about  their  necka. 

Cl\f.  He's  fled,  my  lord,  and  all  his  powers  do 
yield ; 

*  And  humbly  tfius,  with  halters  on  their  necks, 

*  Expect  your  highness'  doom,  of  life,  or  death. 

*  K.  Hen.  Then,  heaven,  wt  ope  thy  everiasting 

gates. 
To  entertain  my  vows  of  thanks  and  praise ! — 
Soldiers,  this  day  have  you  redeem'd  jour  Uvea, 
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*  And  ihowM  how  well  you  love  jour  prince  and 

countiy: 

*  Continue  still  in  this  so  good  a  mind, 

*  And  Hcniy,  though  he  be  infortunate, 

*  Assure  yourselves,  will  never  be  unkind : 

*  And  90,  with  thanks,  and  pardon  to  you  all, 
'  1 80  disvniss  you  to  your  several  countries. 

AIL  God  save  the  king !  God  save  the  king ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

*  Jtflus.  Please  it  your  grace  to  be  advertised, 

*  The  duke  ai  York  is  newly  come  from  Ireland : 

*  And  with  a  puissant  and  a  mi^ty  power, 

*  Of  Gallowglasses,  and  stout  Kenies,i 

*  Is  marching  hitherward  in  proud  array ; 

*  And  still  proclaimeth,  as  he  comes  along, 

*  His  anns  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 

*  The  duke  of  Somerset,  whom  he  terms  a  traitor. 

*  K.  Hen.  Thus  stands  my  state,  'twixt  Cade 

and  York  distressM ; 

*  Like  to  a  ship,  that,  havine  scaped  a  tempest, 

*  Is  straightway  calmM  and  ooarded  with  a  pirate : 

*  But  now^  is  Cade  driven  back, his  men  dispersed ; 

*  And  now  is  York  in  arms  to  second  him. — 

*  I  pray  thee,  Buckingham,  go  forth  and  meet  him ; 

*  And  ask  him,  what*s  the  reason  of  these  arms. 

*  Tell  him,  I'll  send  duke  Edmund  to  the  Tower ; — 

*  And,  Somerset,  we  will  commit  thee  thither, 

*  Until  his  army  be  dismiss*d  from  him. 

*  Som.  My  lord, 

*  I'll  yield  myself  to  prison  willingly, 

*  Or  unto  death,  to  do  my  countr}*  good. 

*  K.  Hen.  In  any  case,  be  not  too  rough  in  terms ; 

*  For  he  is  fierce,  and  cannot  brook  hai^  language. 

*  Buck.  I  will,  my  lord ;  and  doubt  not  so  to  deal, 

*  As  all  things  shall  redound  unto  your  good. 
■JSC  Hen.  Come,  wife,  let's  in,  and  learn  to 

govern  better ; 

*  For  yet  may  England  curse  my  wretched  reign. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  X— Kent  IdaCs  garden.  £n/er  Cade. 


•  Cade.  Fie  on  ambition !  fie  on  myself;  thathavc 

•  a  sword,  and  yet  am  ready  to  famish  !  These  five 

•  days  have  I  hid  me  in  these  woods ;  and  durst  nol 

•  peep  out,  for  all  the  country  is  lay'd  for  me ;  but 

•  now  am  I  so  hungr)',  that  if  I  might  have  a  lease 

•  of  my  life  for  a  thousand  years,  1  could  stay  no 

•  kAger.  Wherefore,  on  a  bnck- wall  have  I  climbed 

•  into  this  garden ;  to  see  if  I  can  eat  grass,  or  pick 

•  a  sallet  another  while,  which  is  not  amiss  to  cool 

•  a  roan's  stomach  this  hot  weather.  And,  I  think, 
^  this  word  sallet  was  bom  to  do  me  good  :  for, 
^  many  a  time,  but  for  a  sallet,'  my  brain-pan  had 
^  been  cleft  with  a  brown  bill ;  and,  many  a  time, 
"^  when  I  have  been  dry,  and  bravely  marching,  il 
^  hath  served  me  instead  of  a  quart-pot  to  drink 
^  in ;  anc  low  the  word  sallet  must  ser\'e  me  tu 
**  feed  00 

Enter  Iden,  with  Servants. 

*  Iden.  Lord,  who  would  live  turmoiled  in  the 
court, 

*  wAnd  may  enjoy  such  quiet  walks  as  these .' 

*  This  small  inheritance,  my  £iither  left  me, 

*  Cxntenteth  me,  and  is  worth  a  monarchy. 

*  I  seek  not  to  wax  great  by  others'  waning ; 

*  Or  gather  wealth,  f  care  not  with  what  envy ; 
^  Sumceth,  that  I  have  maintains  my  state, 

(1)  Two  orders  of  foot-soidiers  among  the  Irish- 
es) Only  just  now.        (3)  A  kind  of  helmet 
\oi.  I  . 


'  A  nd  sends  the  poor  well-pleased  from  my  gate. 

*  Cade.  Here's  the  lord  of  the  soil  come  to  seise 

*  m-"  for  a  ^tray,  for  entering  his  fee-simple  withou* 
'  itave.  Ah,  villain,  thou  wilt  betray  me,  and  get 
^  u  thousand  crowns  of  the  king,  for  carr)'ing  my 

*  ^l^ud  to  him;  but  I'll  make  thee  eat  iron  like  ni: 
'  I »« I  rich,  and  swallow  my  sword  like  a  great  pm, 

'^  i-n*  thou  and  I  part 

■  Iden.  Why,  rude  companion,  whatsoe'er  thou  be, 
'  I  k  now  thee  not ;  Why  then  should  I  betray  thee  f 
^  Ii'r  not  enough,  to  break  into  my  garden, 

*  V  ud,  like  a  mief,  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds, 
^  t  hrnbing  mv  walls  in  spite  of  me  the  owner, 

'  But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  these  saucy  tonns  ? 
Cade.^  Brave  thee.'  ay,  by  the  bcbt  blood  that 
» 1 4  r  was  broached,  and  beard  thee  too.  Look  on  me 
ii\  1  1 1  :  I  have  eat  no  meat  these  five  days ;  yet,  come 
tfiiMi  and  thy  five  men,  and  if  I  do  not  leave  you  all 
a-  Jead  as  a  door  nail,  I  pray  God,  I  may  never 
t  :it  -rrttta  more. 
'  Iden.  Nay,  it  shall  ne'er  be  said,  while  England 
stands. 
That  Alexander  Iden,  an  esquire  of  Kent, 
IVHPk  odds  to  combat  a  poor  famish'd  man. 
r  Oppose  thy  steadfast-gating  eyes  to  mine, 
^  Si  c  if  thou  canst  outface  me  with  thy  looks. 
\^  >*i  limb  to  limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  lesser; 
ri  ly  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  fist ; 
11  ly  leg  a  stick,  compar'd  with  this  truncheon; 
'  My  foot  shall  fight  with  all  the  strength  thou 
hast; 
And  if  mine  arm  be  heaved  in  the  air, 

*  Tliy  grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  earth. 

A  ^  for  more  words,  whose  greatness  answers  words, 
1  *  t  this  mv  sword  report  what  speech  forbears. 

•  Cade.  By  my  valour,  the  most  complete  cham- 

*  jiIlxi  that  ever  I  heard. — *  Steel,  if  thou  turn  the 
'  f'l^e,  or  cut  not  out  the  burly-boned  clown  in 

*  <  bines  of  beef  ere  thou  sleep  in  thy  sheath,  I  be- 
'  «f  '^h  God  on  my  knees,  thou  mayest  be  turned  to 
■  In^b-nails.  [They  fight.  Cade  >//*.]  O,  I  am 
^  >[;iin !  fammc,  and  no  other,  hath  slam  me :  let 
'  Inn  thousand  devils  come  against  me,  and  give 
'  UK  but  the  ten  meals  I  have  lost,  and  I'd  defy 
^  \l^vm  all.  Wither,  garden ;  and  be  henceforth  n 
'  lvtLr}'ing-place  to  all  that  do  dwell  in  this  house, 
'  Ih  cause  the  unconquered  soul  of  Cade  is  fled. 

'  Iden.  Is't  Cade  that  i  have  slain,  that  monstrous 
traitor .' 
'  Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  deed, 

*  Artd  hang  thee  o'er  my  tomb,  when  I  am  dead : 
I  *  ^'e'er  shall  this  blood  be  wiped  from  thy  point; 

*  I  vut  thou  shalt  wear  it  as  a  herald's  coat, 

'  1  0  emblaze  the  honour  that  thy  master  got 

*  Cade.  Iden,  farewell ;  and  be  proud  of  thy  vic- 
'  t(jry ;  Tell  Kent  from  me,  she  hath  lost  her  best 

*  fiim,  and  exhort  all  the  world  to  be  cowards ;  for 
^  I  p  that  never  feared  any,  am  vanquished  by  faro- 
'  iii^.,  not  by  valour.  [Dies. 

•  Iden.  How  much  thou  wrong'st  me,<  lieavec 

be  my  judge. 

*  Die,  damned  wretch,  the  curse  of  her  that  bare 
\  thee! 

*  And  as  I  thrust  thy  body  in  with  my  sword, 
»  So  wish  I,  I  might  thrust  thy  soul  to  hell. 

'  Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
^  l/tito  a  dunghill,  which  shall  be  thy  grave, 
I  ■  A  lid  there  cut  dP[  thy  most  ungracious  head ; 
' '  Which  I  will  bear  in  triumph  to  the  king, 
L.f>aving  thy  trunk  for  crows  to  feed  upon. 

[Exity  dragging  out  the  body 


1 4)  t.  e.  In  supposing  that  I  am  proud  of  my  vie- 


U>f^'. 
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Actr. 


ACT  V. 


SCKJ^  t—Tht  mm.  Fidis  between  Dartford 
and  Blaekheaih.  The  King's  eana  on  one  wide. 
On  the  other,  enter  York  attended,  with  drum 
and  cotaurs :  hit  forcee  «l  aome  distance. 

'  York  Ficm  Ireland  thus  ocmes  Yoik,  toclafaa 
his  right, 
'  And  pluck  the  crown  from  feeble  Hemy's  bead  : 

*  Ring,  belb,  aload ;  born,  bonfires,  clear  and  bright, 
'  To  entertain  great  England*8  lawfiil  kin^. 
Ah,  joncte  majestas!  who  woold  not  baj  thee  dear? 

*  Let  them  obey,  that  knovr  not  hovr  to  rale ; 

*  This  hand  was  made  to  handle  noasfat  but  gold : 

*  I  cannot  give  due  acticn  to  my  worcu, 

*  Except  a  sword  or  sceptre  balance  it,^ 
'  A  sceptre  shall  it  hare,  have  I  a  sod  ; 

*  On  which  Til  toss  the  flower-de-luce  of  France. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

*  WhomhaTewehere?  Buckingham,  to  distmb  me? 

*  The  king  hath  sent  him,  sure :  I  must  dissemble. 

'  Buck.  York,  if  tboa  meanest  well,  Igreettfaee 

welL 
•  York.  Humphrey  of  Buckingham,  I  accept  diy 

greeting. 

*  Art  thou  a  messenger, or  come  of  pleasure? 

» Buck.  A  messenger  from  Hemy,  our  dread  liege, 

*  To  know  the  reason  of  these  arms  in  peace; 

*  Or  why,  thou— bein«  a  subject  as  I  am,— 

'  Against  thy  oath  and  true  allegiance  swom, 
» Should'st  raise  so  great  a  power  without  his  leare, 

*  Or  dare  to  bring  tny  force  so  near  the  court 

«  York.  Scarce  can  I  speak,  my  choler^ 
is  so  great 
'  O,  I  could  hew  up  rocks,  and  fight  with 
flint, 

*  I  am  so  angiy  at  these  abject  tenns; 
»  And  now/lik*  Ajax  Telamonius, 

*  On  sheep  or  oxen  could  I  spend  m^tuiy ! 
« 1  am  far  better  bom  than  is  the  king ; 
•More  like  a  king,  more  kingly  in  my 

thoughts: 

*  But  I  must  make  fair  weather  yet  a  while, 

*  Till  Heniy  be  more  weak,  and  I  more 

strong. — 
» O  Buckingham,  I  pr'ythee,  pardon  me, 

*  That  I  have  given  no  answer  all  this  while ; 

*  My  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  melancholy. 

*  The  cause  why  I  hare  brought  this  army  hiUier, 
4  Is— to  remove  proud  Somerset  from  the  king, 

*  Seditious  to  his  grace,  and  to  the  state. 

« Buck.  That  is  too  mudi  presumption  on  thj 
part: 

*  But  if  thy  aims  be  to  no  other  end, 

*  The  king  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand ; 

*  The  duke  of  Somerset  is  in  the  Tower. 

York.  Upon  thine  honour,  is  he  prisoner? 
Buck.  Upon  mine  honour,  he  is  prisoner. 

•  York.  Then,  Buckingham,  I  do  dismiss  my 

powers.— 
« Soldiers,  I  thank  you  all :  diroerse  yourselves; 
» Meet  me  to-morrow  in  Saint  George's  field, 

*  You  shall  have  pay,  and  eveiy  thing  you  wish. 
»  And  let  my  sovereign,  virtuous  Heniy, 

*  Command  rav  eldest  son,— nay,  all  my  sons, 
»  As  pledges  o'f  my  fealty  and  love, 

*  ril  send  them  all  as  willing  as  Hive ; 

»  Lands,  goods,  horse,  armour,  any  thing  I  have 

*  Is  his  to  use,  so  Somerset  may  die. 

*  Buck.  York,  I  commend  this  kind  submission : 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  highness'  tent 

(1)  i.  e.  Balance  my  hand. 


Enter  King  Heniy,  attendtd, 
<  JL  Hen,  Buckingham,  deth  Yoik  intend  no 

That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  aim  in  aim  ? 

*  York.  In  all  submission  and  humility, 
*  York  doth  present  himself  unto  your  highness. 

*  K.  Hen.  Then  what  intend  these  forces  tlBw 
dost  bring?  .       ^  ^  . 

*  York.    To  heave  the  traitor  Somerset  from 
y^iBoce;  .   ,  #^  J 

« And  fight  against  that  monstrous  rebel,  Cade, 
-  Who  nnoe  I  heaid  to  be  discomfited. 


Aside 


Enter  Iden,  with  Cadets  Aeod 

•  Tden.  If  one  so  rode,  and  of  so  mean  conditxn. 
May  pass  into  the  presence  of  a  king, 

Lo,  I  present  your  grace  a  traitor's  head. 
The  head  of  Cade,  whom  I  in  combat  slew. 

•JCi/eit,  The  head  of  Cade?— Great  God,  how 

just  art  thou!— 
O,  let  me  view  his  visage,  being  dead, 
That  living  wrought  me  such  exceeding  trouble. 
Tell  me,my  friend, art  thou  the  man  that  slew  bun? 

'Iden.  I  was,  an't  like  your  majesty. 

'K.Hen.  How  art  thou  call'd?  andwhatisttiy 
degree? 

•  Jden.  Alexander  Iden,  that's  my  naine ; 

^  A  poor  esquire  of  Kent,  that  loves  lus  kmg. 

•  Buck.  So  please  it  you,  my  lord,  twere  not 


•  He  were  created  knignt  for  his  good  service, 
K.  Hen.  Ideiv,  kneel  down.  [He  kneels.]  Rise 

•  We  give  Stee  for  reward  a  thousand  marks ; 
And  will,  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 

*  [den.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  such  a  bounty. 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  liege ! 

*K.  Hen.  See,  Buckingham!  Somerset  comes 

with  the  queen ; 
Go,  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  duke. 
Enter  Queen  Margaret  and  Somerset 
« Q.  Mar.  For  thousand  Yoiks  he  slAU  not  hi^e 

tus  head. 
But  boldly  stand,  and  front  him  to  Ws  fece. 

*  York.  How  now !  Is  Somerset  at  liberty  ? 
Then,  York,  unloose  thy  lone-imprison'd  thoughts. 
And  let  thy  tongue  be  equal  wito  thy  heart 
Shall  I  endure  Ac  sight  of  Somerset  ?— 

False  king !  why  hast  thou  broken  faith  with  me, 
'  Knowinghow  hardly  I  can  brook  abuse  ? 

*  King  did  I  call  thee  ?  no,  thou  art  not  kmg ; 
'  Not  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes, 

WTiich  dar*8t  not,  no,  nor  canst  not  rule  a  traitor. 
That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  crown ; 
Thv  hand  is  made  to  grasp  a  pabner's  staff. 
And  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  sceptre. 
That  gold  must  round  engirt  these  brows  of  mme ; 
Whose  smile  and  frown,  like  to  Achilles'  spear. 
Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure. 
-  Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  sceptre  up, 
»  And  with  the  same  to  act  controlling  law*. 
Give  place ;  by  heaven,  thou  slialt  rule  no  more 
O'er  him,  whom  heaven  created  for  thy  ralCT. 

•  Som.  O  monstrous  traitor!— I  an«st thee,  York, 
Of  capital  treason  'gainst  the  king  and  crown : 

♦  Obey,  audacious  traitor;  kneel  for  grace- 

•  York.  Would'st  have  me  kneel  ?  first  let  dm 
ask  of  these, 

*  If  they  can  brook  I  bow  a  knee  to  man.— 
»  Sirrah,  call  in  my  sons  to  be  my  bail ; 

[Exit  an  attendant 
» I  know,  ere  they  will  have  me  go  to  ward,a 
(2)  Custody,  confinement 
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•  TheyVH  pnm  ihtir  iwords  fiir  toy  eiifiruidut»- 
meat 
« q.  Mnr.  Cdl  Utber  CUflbcd;  bid  him  come 


•  ToMT,  if  that  the  butud  bogrtof  York 

•  ShaU  be  the  luretf  for  their  tnutor  father. 

•  York.  O  blood-betpotted  Neapolitan, 

•  Outcast  of  Naples,  Eiic;laiid*s  bloody  scourge ! 
•TIm  sens  of  York,  thy  beMers  in  their  birth, 
•Shall  be  their  Other's  baU;  and  bane  to  tboee 

'  That  for  mj  sozetjr  will  refose  the  bojt* 

filler  Edward  mtd  Richard  Plantagenet,  wiA 
/orea,«ifmeMide:  ai  the  other ^wUh/orcetalto^ 
(NdCUfiMdmdAtfMN. 

•See,  where  they  come;  PllwanraBttbejIlmake 
it  good. 

•  Q.  Mnr,  And  here  oodles  Gliflbid,  to  deny 

their  baiL 
«CK/.  Health  and  all  happiness  to  my  brd  the 
king!  [KneeU. 

•  York.  I  thank  thee,  Cliflbrd:  Say,  what  newt 

with  thee? 
*Nay,  do  not  fright  us  with  an  angiy  k>ok : 

•  We  an  thy  sofereign,  Cliflbrd,  ioMel  ag^; 

•  For  thy  mistaking  so,  we  pardon  thee. 

'  CHA  This  is  my  king,  Yofk,  I  do  not  mistake ; 
<  But  ttoo  mistak*tt  me  much,  to  think  I  do  :— 

•  To  Bedlam  with  him  .*  is  the  men  grown  mad  ^ 

•£.Bm.  AjjChtSoid;  a  bedlam  and  ambitkMis 


asainst  his  king. 

•  G^.  He  is  a  traitor;  let  him  to  the  Tower, 

•  And  chop  away  diat  foctxjua  pate  of  his. 

Q,  Mmr,  He  is  arrested,  but  will  not  obey ; 

*  His  sons,  be  sayi,  shall  give  their  words  for  him. 

•  Fori.  Will  yon  not,  sons? 

JEAoL  Art  noble  fothar,  if  our  words  will  senre. 
*RUK  And  if  words  will  not,  then  our  weapons 


•  a^f.  Why,  whata  brood  of  tiaiton  have  we 

•  York.  Look  in  a  riass,  and  call  thy  image  so; 

•  I  am  tlqr  king,  and  toon  a  false-heart  traitor. — 
•CaH  hitfaer  to  the  stake  my  two  bnre  bears,! 

•  That,  widk  the  very  shakuiir  of  their  chains, 

•  Tliey  may  astonish  these  fell  lurking  con ; 

•  BidSalisbaiy,  and  Warwick,  come  to  ma. 

Drmu.    Emier  Warwick  and  Salisbury,  wiih 
foreu, 

^CXf.  An  those  Ifay  bean?  weHl bait  thy  bean 
todoadn 

•  And  manncle  the  bear-ward?  in  their  chains, 

« If  tfaondai'st  bring  them  to  the  baiting^place. 

•  Ajdk.  Oft  have  I  seen  a  hot  overweening  cor 

•  Rod  back  and  bite,  because  he  was  withheld; 
•Who,  beinr  sofier'd  with  die  bear's  fell  oaw, 

•  Hath  clapp*d  his  tail  between  his  legs,  and  ciy*d : 

•  And  sQcb  a  piece  of  servke  will  you  do, 

If  you  oppose  yourselyes  to  match  lord  Warwick. 

•  a\f.  Hence,  heap  of  wradi,  foul  indigested 


•  As  crodked  b  diy  mannen  as  dir  shape ! 

•  Ywk.  Nay,  we  shall  heat  you  thoroughly  anon. 

•  Oif,  Take  heed,  lest  by  your  heat  you  bun 

yoorselTes. 

•  K.  Hen.  Why,  Warwkk,  hath  thy  knee  forgot 

tobow?— 

•  Old  Salisbmy^— ahame  to  thy  silver  hair, 

m  The  Nevils,  caHs  of  Warwkk,  bad  a  bear 
■oa  ngred  steff  for  their  crest 


•  Thou  mad  misleader  of  thy  bmin-sick  wn  !•— 

•  What,  wilt  thou  on  thy  death-bed  play  the  ruffian, 

•  And  seek  for  sorrow  with  thy  spectacles? 

•  O,  where  is  foith?  O,  where  is  toyalty  ? 

•  If  it  be  banish'd  from  the  frosty  head, 

•  Where  shall  it  find  a  haiboor  in  the  earth?— 

•  Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  gnveto  find  out  war, 

•  And  shame  thine  honourable  age  with  blood? 

•  Why  art  thou  old,  and  wanOst  experience 

•  Or  wherefore  dost  abuse  it,  if  thou  hast  it? 

•  For  shame !  m  dutf  bend  thy  knee  to  me, 

•  That  bows  unto  the  gnve  with  mickle  age. 
•SalMj  lord,  I  have  considered  with  myself 

•  The  title  of  this  most  renowned  doke ; 

•  And  in  my  conscience  do  npnte  his  gnoe 

•  The  rightful  heir  to  England^s  royal  seat 
^ILHen.  Hast  thoa  not  sworn  allegiance  unto 

me? 
•Sal  Ihave. 

•  K.  Hen.  Canst  thou  dispense  with  heaven  for 

such  an  oath? 
•SeU.  It  is  great  sin,  to  swear  unto  a  sin; 

•  But  greater  sin,  to  keep  a  sinful  oath. 

•  Who  can  be  bound  by  any  solemn  vow 

•  To  do  amurderaus  cwed,  to  rob  a  men, 

•  To  force  a  spotless  viivin's  chastity, 

•  To  reave  the  orphan  of  his  patrimony, 

•  To  wring  the  widow  fitm  her  customM  right; 

•  And  have  no  other  reason  for  this  wrong, 

•  But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  solenan  oath? 

Q.  Mar.  A  subtle  traitor  needs  no  sophister. 

*  K.  Hen.  Call  Buckingham,  and  bid  him  aim 


•  York.  CaU  Buckii^iham,  and  aU  the  friends 

thou  hast, 

*  I  am  resolvM  for  death,  or  disfnity. 

*CZ(/!  Thefirst,!  wamnt&e,  if  dreams  prore 
troe. 

•  War,  You  were  best  to  go  to  bed,  and  dream 

again. 
To  keep  thee  from  the  tempest  of  die  field. 

Clif.  I  am  resolvM  to  bear  a  greater  stonn, 
Than  any  thou  canst  conjure  up  to-day; 
And  that  Pll  write  upon  thy  bnigonet, 
Mi^t  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  household  badge. 

fTar.  Now,  by  my  fodiei's  badge,  old  NenTs 
crest. 
The  rampant  bear  chain*d  to  the  ragged  stafl^ 
This  day  Pll  wear  aloft  my  burgonst^ 
(As  on  a  mountain-top  the  cedar  shows, 
That  keeps  his  leaves  in  npite  of  any  stonn,) 
Even  to  aiSngfat  thee  with  the  view  thereof 

Oif.  And  from  thy  buigonet  Pll  rend  thy  bear, 
And  tread  it  under  foot  with  all  contempt, 

*  Despite  the  bear-ward  that  protects  the  bear. 

'  Y.  CUf.  And  so  to  arms,  vktorious  father, 

*  To  qoelldie  rebels,  and-  their  'complices. 

Ridi.  Fie !  charity,  for  shame !  spcwk  not  in  spite, 
For  you  shall  sup  with  Jesu  Chriet  to-night 
'  Y.  0\f.  Fool  stigmatk;,^  that's  more  than  thou 
canst  telL 

•  Bkk,  If  not  in  heaven,  you*l]  surely  sup  in 

helL  [Eamni  eeoeraUy. 

SCEJfE  //.—Saint  Albans.  Alanam:  Exatr- 
tiant,    Enier  Warwkk. 
War.  Clifford  of  Cumberiand,*tis  Warwick  calls! 
And  if  thou  dost  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear, 
Now«-— when  the  angry  trumpet  sounds  alarm. 
And  dead  men*s  cries  do  fill  the  empty  air,— 

(S)Hehnet 

(4j  One  on  whom  Baton  has  set  m  mark  of  da- 
ibnnity,  a  sterna* 
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Cliflbrd,  I  Mj,  come  ibrlh  and  firht  with  me ! 
Prood  northern  lord,  CUfibrd  of  Cumberland, 
Warwick  is  boarae  with  calling  thee  to  anm. 

filler  York. 

*  How  now,  mr  noble  lord  ?  what,  all  a-foo(? 

'  York.  The  deadly-handed  Clidbrd  slew  mr 
steed; 

*  Bat  match  to  matcft  I  hare  encountered  him, 

*  And  made  a  prer  for  carrion  kites  and  crowt 

*  Even  of  the  boonj  beast  he  lorM  so  welL 

EnUrCmar± 

*  War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 
York,  Hold,  Warwick,  seek  thee  out  some  other 

chace, 
For  I  mrself  must  hunt  this  deer  to  death. 

War' Then,  noWj,  York ;  *tis  for  a  crown  thou 
fig:ht'st— 

*  As  I  intend,  Cliflbrd,  to  thrive  tOKlar, 
It  erieves  mv  soul  to  leave  thee  una»>aird. 

\Ejit  Warwick. 

•  Oif.  Vih^i  seest  thou  in  me,  Vork ?  VN'hj  dosi 

thou  pause? 

♦  York.  With  thv  brave  bearing:  should  I  be  in  love, 

*  But  that  thou  an  so  fast  mine  enemv. 

*  CUf.  Nor  should  thj  prowess  want  praise  and 

esteem, 

*  But  that  'tis  shown  ignoblj,  and  in  treawn. 

*  York.  So  let  it  help  me  now  against  thy  sword, 

*  As  I  in  justice  and  true  right  express  it ! 

•  CUf.  *ly  soul  and  body  on  the  action  both  !— 

*  York.  A  dreadful  lay  !L— addrew  thee  imtantlv. 

[Thiyji^kt,  and  CWthrd  falls. 

•  Clif.  ^J^  couromu  la  attvrts.  [Dies. 

*  York.    Thus  war  hath  given  thee   peace,  ibr 

thou  art  still 

*  Peace  with  his  soul,  heaven,  if  it  be  thv  will ! 

'[Exit. 
Enter  Young  Clifibrd. 

•  F.  Clif  Shame  and  confusion !  all  is  on  the 

rout; 

*  Fear  frames  disorder,  and  disorder  wounds 

*  Where  it  should  guard.  O  war,  thou  Mm  of  bell, 

*  Whoui  angry  heavens  do  make  their  minister, 

*  Throw  in  the  froxen  bosoms  of  our  part 

*  Hot  coals  of  vengeance  ! — Let  no  soldier  fly  ; 

*  He  that  b  truly  dedicate  to  war, 

*  Hath  no  self-love ;  nor  he,  that  loves  himself, 

*  Hath  not  essentially,  but  by  circumstance, 

*  The  name  of  valour. — O,  let  the  vile  world  end, 

[$eetn£r  his  dead  father. 

*  And  the  premised^  flames  of  the  last  day 

*  Knit  earth  and  heaven  together ! 

*  Now  let  the  general  trumpet  blow  his  blast, 

*  Particularities  and  petty  sounds 

*  To  cease  ^ — Wast  thou  ordainM,  dear  father, 

*  To  lose  thy  youth  in  peace,  and  to  achieve* 

*  The  silver  livery  of  advised*  age ; 
»  -\nd,  in  thy  reverence,  and  thy  chair-days,  thus 

*  To  die  in  ruflfian  battle .' — Even  at  this  slight, 

*  My  heart   is   tumM   to  stone :   and,  while  *tis 

mine, 

*  It  shall  be  stony.    York  not  our  old  men  q)ares ; 

*  No  more  will  1  their  babes :  tears  virginal 

*  Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  dew  to  fire ; 

*  And  beauty,  that  the  tyrant  oft  reclaims, 

*  Shall  to  my  flamii^  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 

*  Henceforth,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity : 

(1)  A  dreadful  wager;  a  tremendous  stake. 

(2)  Sent  before  theu*  time.  (3)  Slop. 
(4.  Obtain.              (5)  Considerate. 


]•  Meet  I  an  in&nt  of  the  hooae  of  York, 

*  Into  as  many  gobbets  will  I  cut  it, 

*  As  wild  Me^ea  young  Absjrrtus  did : 

■  In  cruelty  will  1  seek  out  rny  fame. 

*  Come,  thou  new  ruin  of  old  Clifibrd*s  boose : 

[Taking  up  Ou  body. 
'  As  did  £neas  old  Anchises  bear, 

*  So  bear  1  thee  upon  my  manly  shoulders ; 

*  But  then  Xneas  bare  a  living  load, 

*  Nothing  so  heavy  as  these  woes  ol*  mine.  [Exit 

Enter  Richard  Plantagenet  and  Somerset,  fight' 
ingy  and  Somerset  is  kiUtd. 

Rich.  So,  lie  thou  there : — 

*  For,  underneath  an  ale-hou<e'  paltry  sign, 
The  Castle  in  Saint  .\  I  bans,  Somerset 

Hath  made  the  wiiard  famous  in  his  death. — 
I  •  Sword,  hold  thy  temper ;  h«^rt,  be  wratltfol  still . 
j  •  Priests  pray  for  em-niies,  but  princes  kill.  [Exit 

.ilarums:  Ercxirsions.   ^n/<r  King  Henry,  Queen 
Mai^garet,  and  others,  rtirtaiing' 

*  Q.  Mar.  Away,  my  lord !  you  are  slow  ;  for 

shame,  away  I 

•  K.  Hen.  Can  we  outrun  the  heavens .'  good 

Margaret,  stay. 

•  Q.  Mar.  What  are  you  made  of.'  you'll  ixit 

fight,  nor  fly  :    ' 

*  Now  is  it  manhood,  wisdom,  and  defence, 

*  To  give  d»e  enemy  way  :  and  to  secure  ua 

*  By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly. 

[Alarum  afar  off. 

*  If  you  be  ta'en,  we  then  should  see  the  bottom 

*  Of  all  our  fortunes :  but  if  we  haply  'scape 

*  (As  well  we  may,  if  not  through  your  De5rle<rt,) 

*  We  shall  to  London  ret ;  where  you  are  iov'd  ; 

*  .\nd  where  this  brvach,  now  in  our  fortunes  roade, 

*  May  readily  be  stopp'd. 

Enter  Young  Cliflbrd. 

•  F.  Clif  But  that  my  heart's  on  future  mi»- 

chief  set, 

*  I  would  speak  blasphony  ere  bid  tou  fly  ; 

*  But  fly  vou  must ;  urxrurable  discomfit 

*  Re^e:ns  m  the  hearts  of  all  our  present  parts.^ 

*  -Away,  for  your  relief  I  and  we  will  live 

*  To  see  dteir  day,  and  them  our  fortune  give  : 

*  Away,  my  lord,  away  I  [E,xrkaU. 

SCEXE  m.— Fields  near  Saint  Albans.  .4/ar^ 
um  :  Retreat.  Flmirish  ;  then  enter  ^ork,  Rich- 
ard Plantagenet,  Warwick,  and  Soldiers,  tcitt 
drum  and  colours. 

*  York.  Ot  Salisbury,  who  can  report  of  him ; 

■  That  winter  lion,  who,  in  rage,  for^ts 

*  Aged  contusions  and  all  bru^  of  time  ;' 

*  And,  hke  a  gallant  in  the  brow  of  youth,' 

»  Repairs  him  with  occasion  .'  this  happy  day 

*  Is  not  itself,  nor  have  we  won  one  foot, 

*  if  Salisbury  be  lost 

*  Rich.      '  My  noble  fiither, 

*  Three  time?  to-day  I  holp  him  to  his  horse, 

'  Three  tin»es  bestrid  him,  thrice  I  led  him  od^ 

*  Persuaded  him  from  any  further  act : 

*  But  still,  where  danger  was,  still  there  I  met  him ; 

*  .\nd  like  rich  hangings  in  a  homely  house, 

*  So  was  his  will  in  histoid  ^ble  body. 

«  But,  noble  as  he  is,  look  where  he  comes 

(6)  For  Parties. 

(7)  t.  e.  The  gradual  detritim  of  time. 

(8)  t.r.  The  height  of  youth:  the  brow  ofabiD 
is  its  summit. 
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Enter  Salisbuxy. 


•  SaL  Now,  by  mj  nrord,  well  bait  thou  fought 
to-day ; 
« Bj  the  mass,  »o  did  we  all— I  thank  you,  Richard 
•  God  knows,  how  long  it  u  I  have 'to  live ; 


•  And  it  hath  pleas'd  hi^^  that  three  timei  to-day 

•  You  have  defended  me  from  imminent  death. 

•  Well,  lord*,  we  have  not  got  that  which  we  have :» 

•  'TIS  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  time  fled, 

•  Being  oppottitcs  of  such  repairing  nature.' 

«  York.  1  know,  our  safety  is  to  follow  them: 

(2)  i.  e.  We  have  not  secured  that  which  we 
have  acquired. 


For,  as  I  hear,  the  kin&is  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  present  courTof  parliament 
Let  us  pursue  him,  ere  the  writs  go  forth : — 
What  says  lord  Warwick  ?  shall  we  after  them  ? 
JVar.  After  them !  nay,  before  them,  if  we  can. 
Now,  by  my  faith,  lords,  'twas  a  glorious  day : 
Saint  Albans'  battle,  won  by  famous  York, 
Shall  be  etemii'd  in  all  age  to  come.— 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets ;— and  to  London  all : 
And  more  such  days  as  these  to  us  befall ! 

'  [Exeuni, 

(3)  t.  e.  Being  enemies  that  are  likely  so  soon  to 
rally  and  recover  tbemaelves  from  this  defeat. 
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KING  HENRY  VI.    PART  m.    AaUI.-- Scene  i 
Vol  IL -p.  67. 


KING  RICHARD  lU.    Act  I. -- Scene  2. 
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THIRD  PART  OF 

KING  HENRY  VI. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


lords  on  King  Hen- 
'      ry's  side. 


King  Heniy  the  Sixth : 

Edward,  prince  of  Walts,  his  son. 

Lewis  XI.  king  of  France. 

Duke  of  Somerset, 

Dvikc  of  Exeter, 

Earl  qf  Oxford, 

Karl  qf  Northumberland, 

Elarl  qf  Westmoreland, 

Ijord  Clifford, 

Richard  Piantagenet,  duke  of  York. 

Edward,  earl  of  March,  q/ieru>ards   '] 

King  Edward  IV. 
Edmund,  earl  of  Rutland,  >  his  sons. 

George,  aflertoards  dvke  of  Clarence, 
Richard,  afterwards  duke  r>/*Glocester,  J 
Duke  of  Norfolk, 
Marquis  of  Montague, 
Earl  of  Warwick, 
JEaW  of  Pejiibroke, 
Ijord  Hasting 
Lord  Stafford, 


of  the  duke  of  York's 
^  party. 


Henn*,  earl  of  Richmond,  a  youth. 

Lord  Rivers,  brother  to  Lady  Grey.  Sir  William 
Stanley,  ^'ir  John  MontgomeQ-.  iS/r  John  Som- 
en illc.  Thitor  to  Rutland.  Mapor  of  ^ork. 
Lieutenant  of  the  Tower.  A  A'obleman.  Two 
Keepers.  A  Huntsman.  A  Son  that  has  killed 
his  father.    A  Father  that  has  killed  his  son. 

Queen  Margaret. 

Lady  Grey,  afterxoards  queen  to  Edward  IT. 

Bona,  sister  to  the  French  queen. 

Soldiers,  and  other  attendants  on  King  Henry  and 
King  Edward,  Messengers,  Watdimen,  i^c. 

Scene,  during  part  of  the  third  act,  in  France, 
during  all  the  rest  qf  the  play,  in  England, 


ACT  I. 

SCEJ^E  /.—London.  The  Parliament  House. 
Drums.  Some  soldiers  qf  York'a  party  break 
in.  Then,  enter  the  Duke  of  York,  Edward, 
Richard,  Norfolk,  Montague,  Warwick,  and 
others,  with  white  roses  m  their  hats. 

Wartpick. 

I  WONDER,  bow  the  kme  escapM  oor  hands. 
York.  While  we  purau*a  the  horsemen  of  the 
north. 
He  tlily  stole  away,  and  left  his  men : 
Wliereat  the  great  lord  of  Northumberland, 
Who0e  warlike  ears  could  never  brook  retreat, 

*  Cbeer'd  up  the  drooping  army ;  and  himself, 

*  Lord  Clifford,  and  lord  Stafford,  all  a-breast, 

*  ChargM  our  main  battle's  front,  and,  breaking  in, 

*  Were  by  the  swords  of  common  soldiers  slain. 

Edw.  Lord  Stafford's  father,  duke  of  Buck  inghara, 

*  Is  either  slain,  or  wounded  dangerous : 
I  cleft  his  beaver  with  a  downright  blow ; 

Tliat  this  is  true,  father,  behold  his  blood. 

[Shounng  his  bloody  sword. 
Moni.  And,  brother, here^stl^ earl  of  Wiltshire's 
blood,  [  To  York,  showing  his. 

"Whom  I  encounter'd  as  the  battles  join*d. 

Rich.  Speak  thou  for  me,  and  tell  them  what  I  did. 

[  Throwing  down  the  duke  of  Somerset's  head. 

•  York.  Richard  hath  best  deserv'd  of  all  my 

sons. — 

What,  is  your  grace  dead,  my  lord  of  Somerset  > 

.Norf  Such  hope  have  all  the  line  of  John  of 

Gaunt ! 
Rirh.   Thus  do  I  hope  to  shake  king  Heniy's 
nieiMi. 


M'^ar.  And  so  do  I. — Victorious  prince  of  York, 
Before  I  see  thee  seated  in  that  throne 
Which  now  the  house  of  Lancaster  usurps, 
I  vow  by  heaven,  these  eyes  shall  never  cloae. 
This  is  the  palace  of  the  fearful  king, 

*  And  this  tne  regal  seat :  possess  it,  York : 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  kmg  Henry's  heirs'. 

York.  Assist  me  then,  sweet  Warwick,  and  1 
will; 

*  For  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

JVbr/!  WeMl  all  assist  vou;  he,  that  flies,  diall  die. 
York.    Thanks,  gentle  Norfolk. — Stay  by  me, 
my  lords ; — 

*  And,  soldiers,  stay,  and  lodge  by  me  this  night 

fVar.  And,  when  the  king  comes,  ofler  him  no 
violence, 

*  Unless  he  seek  to  thrust  you  out  by  force. 

[7'hey  retire, 

•  York.    The  queen,  this  day,  here  hold*  her 

parliament, 

*  But  little  thinks  we  shall  be  of  her  council : 

*  By  words,  or  blows,  here  let  us  win  our  right 
JKtcA.  Arm'd  as  we  arc,  let's  stay  within  thia 

house. 
War.  The  bloody  parliament  shall  this  be  call'd, 
Unless  Plantagenet,  duke  of  York,  be  king ; 
And  bashful  Henry  depos'd,  whose  cowanlice 
Hath  made  us  by-words  to  our  enemies. 

*  York.  Then  leave  me  not,  my  lords ;  be  resolute ; 
I  mean  to  take  possession  of  my  right 

War.  Neither  the  king,  nor  he  that  loves  him  beat. 
The  proudest  he  that  holds  up  Lancaster, 
Dares  stir  a  wing,  if  Warwick  shake  his  bells,! 

(1)  Hawks  had  sometimes  little  bells  hung  on 
them,  perhaps  to  dare  the  birds;  that  is,  to  fright 
them  4om  nuine- 
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*  m  dant  Plantagenet,  root  him  up  who  dares : — 
Ratohre  tbea,  Richard;  claim  tfaa  EngUih crown. 
[Warwick  2e«b  York  to  tkt  1hroiu,who  9taU 

ftauruh.  Enter  King  Heniy,  Clifford,  Nortfaam- 
beriand,  Wettmoreland,  Ei«ter,  and  othen,  toith 
rtd  rotea  in  their  hois. 


JElHeiLMj  lords,  look  where  tfaa  ftnrdyrebdfliti, 
Eren  in  the  diair  of  state!  belike,  he  means 
(IBackM  by  the  power  of  Waiwick,  that  false  peer,) 
To  aspire  unto  the  crown,  and  reign  as  king. — 
Eari  or  Northumberiand,  he  slew  ttij  father; — 
And  thine,  k>rd  Clifibrd;  and  jou  bothhaTovowM 

revenge 
On  him,  his  sons,  his  &Toarites,  and  his  fiienda. 

*  ^orth.  If  I  be  not,  heavens,  be  revenK'doQ  me ! 
Qif.  The  hope  thereof  makes  Clifibrd  mourn  in 

steel. 

WetL  What, dian  we sofler this?  let^s phickhim 
down: 
*  Mr  heart  for  anger  boms,  I  cannot  brook  it 

K.  Hen.  Be  patient,  gentle  eari  of  Westmoreland. 

CKf.  Patience  is  for  poltroons,  and  such  as  he ; 
He  durst  not  sit  there  had  your  &ther  livjd. 
My  gracious  lord,  here  in  the  parliament 
Let  us  assail  the  &milj  of  York. 

JVbrift.  Well  hast  thou  spoken,  coosin ;  be  itsa 

JL  ^01.  Ah,knowjounot,theci^&Toarsthem, 
And  they  haTe  troops  of  soldiers  at  their  beck  ? 
Exe.  But  when  the  duke  is  slain,  they'll  quickly  fly. 

K^Hen.  Far  be  (he  thought  of  this  from  Hemy*s 
heart, 
To  make  a  shamUes  of  tfw  par&ment-hoase! 
Cousin  of  Exeter,  frowns,  words,  and  threats, 
Shall  be  die  war  that  Heniy  means  to  use. — 

[TheyaiiidaneetoiheDuke. 
Thou  fiu:tkNi8  duke  of  York,  descend  ray  throne, 
And  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  ray  net; 
I  am  thy  sovereign. 

York,  Thou  art  deceiT'd,  I  am  thine. 

Eaoe.  For  shame,  come  down ;  he  made  thee  dnke 
of  York. 

York.  *Twas  my  inheritance,  as  the  earldom  was. 

Exe,  Thy  father  was  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 

War.  Exeter,  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown, 
In  following  this  usurping  Henry. 

Cltf,  Whom  should  he  follow,  but  his  natural 
king.'     . 

War,  Trae,  Clifford ;  and  that's  Richard,  doke 
of  Yoik. 

'  K.  Hen.  And  shall  I  stand,  and  dion  sit  in  my 
throne? 

•Forifc.  It  must  and  shall  be  sa  Content  diyaeUl 

War.  Be  duke  of  Lancaster,  let  him  be  king. 

WeeL  He  is  both  king  and  duke  of  Lancaster ; 
And  that  die  lord  of  Westmoreland  shall  mamtain. 

War.  And  Warwick  shall  disprove  it  You  forget, 
Hiat  we  are  those,  which  chas'd  you  from  the  field. 
And  slew  vour  fathers,  and  with  colours  spread 
March'd  tnroosh  the  city  to  die  palace  gates. 

<  JVbrf^  Yes,  Warwicic,  I  remember  it  to  my  grief; 
And,  by  his  soul,  thou  and  thy  house  shall  rue  it 

«  Wui.  Plantasenet,  of  thee,  and  Uiese  %  sons, 
Thy  kinsmen,  and  thy  friends,  111  have  more  lives, 
Than  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins. 

*  Qi{f,  Urge  it  no  more ;  lest  that,  instead  of 

words, 
I  tend  thee,  Warwick,  such  a  messen^, 
As  shall  revenge  his  death,  before  I  stir. 
<  War.  Pbor  Clifford!  how  I  scorn  his  worth- 
le«  threats! 

(1)  Since. 


York.  Will  you.  we  show  our  title  to  the  crown  ? 
*  If  not,  our  swords  shall  plead  it  in  the  field. 
K.  Hen.  What  title  hast  thou,  traitor,  to  the 


Thy  father  vras,  as  thou  art,  duke  of  York; 
Thy  gmod&ther,  Roger  Mortimer,  eari  of  Maroh : 
I  am  the  son  of  Henry  the  FifUi, 
Who  made  the  dauphin  and  the  French  to  stoop. 
And  seix'd  upon  their  towns  and  provinces. 
War.  Talk  not  of  France,  sithi  thou  hast  lost  it  alL 
K.  Hen.  The  lord  protector  kst  it,  and  not  I ; 
When  I  was  crown'd,  I  was  but  nine  months  old. 
Ruh,  You  are  old  enough  now,andyet,  methinks 
you  lose : — 
Father,  tear  the  crown  from  the  usurper's  head. 
Edw.  Sweet  fother,  do  so;  set  it  on  your  head. 
JIfont  Good  brother,  [To  York.]  as  thou  lov'it 
and  honour'st  aims. 
Let's  fight  it  out,  and  not  stand  cavilling  dius. 
Rith.  Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  the  king 

wiUfly. 
York.  Sons,  peace! 
K.  Hen.  Peace  thou !  and  give  king  Heniy  leave 

to  speak. 
War  Plantagenet  shall  qpeak  first : — hear  him, 
lords; 
And  be  you  silent  and  attentive  too, 
For  he,  that  interrupts  him,  shall  not  live. 

JLHen.  Think'st  thou,  that  I  will  leave  my 
kii^ly  throne. 
Wherein  my  nandsire,  and  mv  father,  sat? 
No :  first  smdl  war  unpeople  tnis  my  realm ; 

*  Ay,  and  their  colours— oflen  borne  in  France ; 
And  now  in  England,  to  our  heart's  gf^at  sorrow, — 
Shall  be  my  wincUng  sheet— Whv  taint  you,  lords? 

My  tide's  good,  and  better  for  than  his. 

War.  But  prove  it,  Heniy,  and  thou  shalt  be  king. 

K.  Hen.  Heniy  the  Fourth  by  conquest  got  tlie 
crown. 

York.  'Twas  by  rebellion  against  his  king. 

K.  Hen.  I  know  not  what  to  say ;  m^  title's  weak. 
Tell  me,  may  not  a  king  adopt  an  heir? 

York.  Whatdien? 

*■  K.  Hen.  An  if  he  may,  then  am  I  lawful  kiiig: 
For  Richard,  in  the  view  of  many  lords, 
Resign'd  the  crown  to  Heniy  the  Fourth; 
Whose  heir  my  father  was,  and  I  am  his. 

York.  He  rose  against  him,  being  his  sovereign. 
And  made  him  to  resirn  his  crown  perforce. 

War.  Suppose,  mylords,  he  did  it  unconstrain'd, 
Thmk  you,  'twere  prejudicial  to  his  crown  .^ 

Exe.  No ;  for  he  could  not  so  resKn  his  crown, 
But  that  the  next  heir  should  succeedand  reign. 

K.  Hen.  Art  diou  against  us,  duke  of  Exeter  ? 

Exe.  His  is  the  right,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

*  York.  Why  whisiper  you,  my  lords,  and  answer 
not? 

Exe.  My  conscience  tells  me  he  is  lawful  king. 

K.  Hen.  All  will  revolt  from  me,  and  turn  to  him. 

JVbrfft.  Plantagenet,  for  all  the  claim  thou  lay'st, 
Ttunk  not,  that  Heniy  shall  be  so  depos'd. 

«  War.  Depos'd  he  shall  be,  in  despite  of  all. 

JVbri^  Thou  art  deceiv'd :  His  not  thy  southern 
power, 
« Of  Essex,  Norfolk,  Suffolk,  nor  of  Kent,— 
Which  makes  thee  dius  presumptuous  and  proud,— » 
Can  set  the  duke  up,  m  despite  of  me.      / 

Clif.  King  Heniy,  be  thy  title  right  or  wrong, 
LordjClUfora  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence : 
May  that  ground  gape,  and  swallow  me  alive, 

*  Where  I  shall  kneel  to  him  diat  slew  my  finther ! 

(2)t.  s.  Detrimental  to  the  general  rights  of 
hereditaiy  royalty. 
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*  K.  Hen.  O  Clifford,  how  Ay  words  revive  nar 

York.  Henij  of  Lancaster,  resi^  thy  crown : — 
What  mutter  you,  or  what  conspire  yoa,  lords  ? 

fVar.  Do  right  onto  this  princelv  mike  of  York ; 
Or  J  will  fill  the  house  with  armed  men, 
And,  o*er  the  chair  of  state,  where  now  he  sits. 
Write  up  his  title  with  usurping  blood. 

[He  tiamps^  and  the  swditra  tkow  (hemsdves. 

*  A.  Htn,  My  lord  of  Warwick,  hear  me  but 

one  word ; — 

*  Let  me,  for  this  my  life-time,  reign  as  king. 

York.  Confirm  the  crown  to  me,  and  to  mine  heirs. 
And  thou  shalt  reign  in  quiet  whilst  thou  liv'st 

K.  Hen.  I  am  content :  Richard  Plantagenet,  . 
finjpv  the  kingdom  after  my  decease. 

Oi/!  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  prince  your  son  ? 

War.  What  good  is  this  to  England,  andhimselP 

West.  Base,  fearful,  and  despairing  Henry ! 

*  Ci\f.  How  hast  thou  injured  ooth  thyself  and  us ! 
West.  I  cannot  stay  to  hear  these  articles. 
Jfwth.  Nor  I. 

CZ(/I  Come,  cousin,  let  us  tell  the  queen  these 
news. 

*  West.  Farewell,  faint-hearted  and  degenerate 

king, 

•  In  whose  cold  blood  no  spark  of  honour  *bides. 
^orth.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  hovse  of  York, 

•  And  die  in  bands  for  this  unmanly  deed ! 

Cl\f.  In  dreadful  war  moy'st  thou  be  overcome ! 
Or  live  in  peace,  abandoned,  and  despisM ! 

[Eixuni  North.  Cfiff.  onrf  West 

*  War.  Turn  this  way,  Heniy,  and  regard  than 

not 
£ze.  Thev  seek  revenge,  and  therefore  will  not 

yield. 
K.Hen.  Ah, Exeter! 

War.  Why  should  you  sigh,  mv  lord? 

K.  Hen.  Not  for  myself^  lord  Warwick,  but  my 
son, 
Whom  I  unnaturally  shall  disinherit 
But,  be  it  as  it  may : — I  here  entail 

*  The  crown  to  th«B,  and  to  thine  heirs  for  ever; 
Conditionally,  that  here  thou  take  an  oath 

To  cease  this  civil  war,  and,  whilst  I  live, 
To  hcxiour  me  as  thy  king  and  sovereign ; 

•  And  neither  by  treason,  nor  hostility, 

*  To  seek  to  put  me  down,  and  reign  tfivself. 

York,  This  oath  I  willingly  take,  and  will  per- 
fomL  jComingfrom  the  (krone. 

War.  Long  live  king  Heniy ! — Plantagenet,  em- 
brace hinL 

*  IT.  Hen.  And  long  live  thou,  and  these  thy  for- 

ward sons ! 
York.  Now  York  and  Lancaster  are  reconcil'd. 
£xe.  AccursM  be  he,  that  seeks  to  make  them 

foes !     [Senet.  The  lords  come  forward. 

*  York.  Farewell,  my  gracious  lord ;  I'll  to  my 

castle. 
War.  And  I'll  keep  London,  with  my  soldiers. 
J^orf.  And  I  to  Norfolk,  with  my  followers. 
Moni.  And  I  onto  the  sea,  from  whence  I  came. 
[Exeunt  York,  and  his  Sons^  Warwick,  Norfolk, 
Montague,  Soldiers,  ajid  Attendants. 

*  iC  Hen.   And  I,  with  grief  and  sorrow,  to  the 

court 

Emier  Queen  Margaret  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

J^xe.  Here  comes  the  queen,  whose  looks  bewray' 
her  anger; 
V\\  steal  away. 

K.  Hen.  Exeter,  so  will  I.  [Going. 


(1^  Betray,  discover. 
vouu. 


(2)  Peck. 


*  Q.  Mar.  Nay,  go  not  fixxn  me,  I  will  follow 

thee. 
K.  Hen.  Be  patient,  gentle  queen,  and  I  will 

stay 
*■  Q.  Mar.  Who  can  be  patient  m  soch  extremes? 

*  Ah,  wretched  man !  would  I  had  died  a  maid, 

*  And  never  seen  thee,  never  borne  thee  son, 

*  Seeii^  thou  hast  prov'd  so  unnatural  a  father ! 

*  Hath  he  deserv'd  to  lose  his  birthright  thus? 

*  Hadst  thou  but  lov'd  him  half  so  well  as  I ; 

*  Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once ; 

*  Or  noorish'a  him,  as  I  did  with  my  blood ; 

*  Thou  wouldst  have  leA  thy  dearest  heart-blood 

there, 

*  Rather  than  made  that  savage  duke  thme  heir, 

*  And  disinherited  thine  only  son. 

*  Prince.  Father,  you  cannot  disinherit  me : 

*  If  ^u  be  ki^,  why  should  not  I  succeed  ? 

*  K.  Hen.  ^rdon  me,  Margaret ; — ^pardon  me, 

sweet  son ; — 

*  The  earl  of  Warwick,  and  the  duke,  enfbrc'd 

me. 

*  Q.JIfar.  EnforcM  thee!  art  thoa  king,  and 

wilt  be  forc'd  } 
I  shame  to  hear  thee  speak.  Ah,  timorous  wretch ! 
Thou  hast  undone  thyself,  thy  son,  and  me ; 

*  And  given  unto  the  house  of  York  such  head^ 

*  As  thou  shalt  reign  but  hj  their  sufferance. 

*  To  entail  him  an^  his  heirs  unto  the  crown, 

*  What  is  it,  but  to  make  thy  sepulchre, 

*  And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time  } 

*  Warwick  is  chancellor,  and  the  lord  of  Calais ; 
Stem  Faulconbridge  commands  the  narrow  seas; 
The  duke  is  made  protector  of  the  realm ; 

*  And  yet  shalt  thou  be  safe .'  *  such  safetv  finds 

*  The  trembling  lamb,  environed  with  wolves. 

*  Had  I  been  there,  which  am  a  silly  woman, 

*  The  soldiers  should  have  toss'd  me  on  their  (nket, 

*  Before  I  would  have  granted  to  that  act 

*  But  thou  preferr'st  thy  life  before  thine  honoor: 

*  And  seeing  thou  dost,  I  here  divorce  myself^ 

*  Both  from  thy  table,  Heniy,  and  thy  bed, 

*  Until  that  act  of  parliament  be  rep^'d, 

*  Whereby  my  son  is  disinherited. 

The  northern  lords,  that  have  forsworn  thy  colours, 
Will  follow  mine,  if  once  they  see  them  spread : 

*  And  spread  they  shall  be ;  to  thv  foul  disgrace, 

*  And  utter  ruin  of  the  house  of  York. 

*  Thus  do  I  leave  thee : — Come,  son,  let's  away; 

*  Our  army's  ready ;  come,  we'll  after  them. 

K.  Hen.  Stay,  gentle  Margaret,  and  bear  me 

speak. 
Q.  Mar.  Thou  hast  spoke  too  much  already ;  get 

thee  gone. 
K.  Hen.  Gentle  son  Edward,  thou  wilt  stay  with 

me.^ 
Q.  Mar.  Av,  to  be  murder'd  by  his  enemies. 
Prince.  When  I  return  with  victory  from  the 

field, 
I'll  see  your  grace :  till  then,  I'll  follow  her. 
Q.  Mar.  Come,  son,  away  ;  we  may  not  linger 

thus.  [Exe.  Queen  Mar.  and  the  Prince. 

*  K.  Hen.  Poor  queen  !  how  love  to  me,  and  to 

her  sen, 

*  Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  rage ! 

*  Rcveng'd  mav  she  be  on  that  hateful  duke ; 

*  Whose  haugnty  spirit,  winged  with  desire, 

«  Will  cost  my  crown,  and,  like  an  empty  eagle, 

*  Tire^  on  the  flesh  of  me,  and  of  my  son ! 

»  The  loss  of  those  three  lords  torments  my  heart : 

*  I'll  write  unto  them,  and  entreat  them  fair; 

*  Come,  cousin,  you  shall  be  the  messenger. 

*  Exe.  And  t,  I  hope,  shall  reconcile  them  all. 

[ExewnU 
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SCEJ^E  II— A  roam  in  Sandal  CkistU,  near 
lVake/ieid,in  Yorkshire,  fn/er  Edward,  Rich 
ard,  and  Montague. 

*  Rich.  Brother,  though  I  be  yoangest,  give  me 

leave. 
Edw.  No,  I  can  better  play  the  orator. 
Mont.  But  I  have  reasons  strong  and  forcible. 

Enter  York. 

*  York.  Why,  how  now,  sons  and  brother,  at  a 

strife? 

•  What  is  your  quarrel }  how  began  it  first.' 

*  Edw.  No  quarrel,  but  a  slight  contention. 
York.  About  what.' 

*  Rich.  About  that  which  concerns  your  grace, 

and  us; 

•  The  crown  of  England,  father,  which  is  yours. 

*  York.  Mine,  boy.'  not  till  king  Henry  be  dead. 

*  Rich.  Your  right  depends  not  on  his  life,  or 

death. 

*  Edw.  Now  you  are  heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now : 

•  By  giving  the  house  of  Lancaster  leave  to  breathe, 

•  It  will  outrun  you,  father,  in  the  end. 

*  York.  I  tooic  an  oath,  that  he  should  quietly 

reign. 

*  Edw.  But,  for  a  kingdom,  any  oath  may  be 

broken : 

•  I*d  break  a  thousand  oaths,  to  reign  one  year. 

*  Rich.  No ;  God  forbid,  your  grace  should  be 

forsworn. 
York.  I  shall  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  war. 
Rich.  I'll  prove  the  contrary,  if  youMl  hear  me 

speak. 

*  York.  Thou  canst  not,  son ;  it  is  impossible. 

'  Rich.  An  oath  is  of  no  moment,  being  not  took 
'  Before  a  true  and  lawful  magiMtrate, 

•  That  hath  authority  over  him  that  swears : 

•  Henry  had  none,  but  did  usurp  the  place ; 

•  Then,  seeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depose, 

•  Your  oath,  my  lord,  is  vain  and  frivolous. 

•  Therefore,  to  arms.    *  And,  father,  do  but  think, 

•  How  sweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  crown  ; 

•  Within  whose  circuit  is  Elysium, 

•  And  all  that  poets  feign  of'  bliss  and  joy. 

•  Why  do  we  linger  thus  ?  I  cannot  rest. 

•  Until  the  white  rose,  that  I  wear,  be  died 

•  Even  in  the  lukewarm  blood  of  Henry's  heart 

*  York.  Richard,  enough ;   I  will  be  king,  or 

die. — 
•Brother,  thou  shalt  to  London  presently, 

•  And  whot  on  Warwick  to  this  rnterpnse. — 

•  Thou,  Richard,  shalt  unto  the  duke  of  Norfolk, 

•  And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent. — 

•  You,  Edward,  shall  unto  my  lord  Cobham, 
With  whom  the  Kentish-men  will  willingly  rise : 

•  In  them  1  trust ;  for  they  are  soldiers, 

•  Witty*  and  courteous,  liberal,  full  of  spirit — 

•  While  you  arc  thus  employ'd,  what  restcth  more, 
'  But  that  I  seek  occasion  how  to  rise ; 

•  And  yet  the  king  not  privy  to  my  drift, 

•  Nor  any  of  the  house  of  Lancaster  f 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

•  But,  stay ;  What  news .'  Why  com'st  thou  in  such 

*  Mess.  The  queen,  with  all  the  northern  earls 

and  lords, 

•  Intend  here  to  besiepe  you  in  your  castle : 

•  She  is  hard  by  with  twenty  thousand  men ; 

•  And  therefore  fortify  your  hold,  mv  lord. 

*  York.  Ay,  with  my  sword.     What !  think'st 

thou,  that  we  fear  them .' — 

(1)  Of  KMind  judgment  i 


*  EMward  and  Richard,  you  shall  stay  with  mc  ; — 

*  My  brother  Montague  shall  post  to  London : 

*  Let  noble  Warwic-k,  Cobham,  and  the  rest, 

*  Whom  we  have  left  protectors  of  the  king, 

*  With  powerful  policy  strengthen  themselves, 

*  And  trust  not  simple  Henry,  nor  his  oaths. 

»  Mont.  Brother,  I  go;  I'll  win  them,  fear  it  not 

*  And  thus  most  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave.  [Ex. 

Enter  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer. 

York.  Sir  John,  and  sir  Hugh  Mortimer,  mine 
uncles ! 

*  You  are  come  to  Sandal  in  %  happy  hour ; 
The  army  of  the  queen  mean  to  besiege  us. 

Sir  John.  She  shall  not  need,  we'll  meet  her  in 
the  field. 

*  York.  What,  with  five  thousand  men  ? 
Rich.  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  father,  for  a  need. 

A  woman's  general ;  what  should  we  fear  f 

[A  march  ajar  off" 

*  Edw.  I  hear  their  drums ;  let's  set  our  men  in 

order; 

*  And  issue  forth,  and  bid  them  battle  straight 

*  York.  Five  men  to  twenty ! — though  the  odds 

be  great, 

*  I  doubt  not,  uncle,  of  our  victory. 

*  Many  a  battle  have  I  won  in  France, 

*  When  as  the  enejny  hath  been  ten  to  one  ; 

*  Why  should  I  not  now  have  tlie  like  succt^ss.' 

{Alarum.     Exeunt 

SCEJV'E  III.— Plains  near  Sofidal  Castle.  Alar- 
vms:  Excursions.  Enter  Rutland,  and  his 
Tutor. 

*  Rut.  Ah,  whither  shall  I  fly  to  'scape  their 

hands  ? 
Ah,  tutor  I  look,  where  bloody  Clifford  comes ! 

Enter  Clifford,  and  Soldiers. 

Cl\f.  Chaplain,  away .'  thy  priesthood  saves  tbj 
life. 
As  for  the  brat  of  this  accursed  duke. 
Whose  father  slew  my  father, — he  shall  die. 

Tvt  And  I,  my  lord,  will  bear  him  company. 

Clif.  Soldiers,  awav  with  him. 

*  Tut.  Ah,  Cliffortf  I  murder  not  this  innocent 

child, 

*  Lest  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  man. 

[Exit,  forced  off  by  Soldiers 
Cl^f.  How  now !  is  he  dead  alreadj-  ?  Or,  is  it  fear. 
That  makes  him  close  his  eyes  ? — I'll  open  them. 

*  Rut.  So  looks  the  pont-up  lion  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  under  his  devouring  paws : 

And  so  he  walks,  insulting  o'er  his  j)rey ; 

*  And  so  he  comes  to  rend  his  limhs  asunder. — 

*  Ah,  gentle  Clifford,  kill  me  with  thy  sword. 
And  not  with  such  a  cruel  threat'ning  look. 
Sweet  Clifford,  hear  me  sneak  before  I  die  ; — 
I  am  too  mean  a  subject  lor  thy  wrath, 

Be  thou  reveng'd  on  men,  and  let  me  live. 

Clif.  In  vain  thou  speak'st,  poor  boy ;  my  father's 
blood 
Hath  stopp'd  the  passage  where  thy  words  should 
enter. 

Rut.  Then  let  my  father's  blood  open  it  again ; 
He  is  a  man,  and,  Clifford,  cope  with  him. 

Cl{f.  Had  I  thy  brethren  here,  their  lives,  and 
thine, 
Were  not  revenge  sufficient  for  me ; 
No,  if  I  digg'd  up  thy  forefathers'  graves. 
And  hun^  their  rotten  coffins  up  in  chains. 
It  could  not  slake  mine  ire,  nor  ease  my  heart 
The  Sight  of  any  of  the  house  of  York 
Is  as  a  fuiy  to  tomient  my  soul ; 
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*  And  till  I  root  out  their  accursed  line, 

*  And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  hell. 
Therefore [Li  fling  his  hand. 

Rut.  O,  let  me  pray  before  I  take  my  death : — 
To  thee  I  pray ;  Sweet  Clifford,  pity  me  ! 
Cljf.  Such  pity  as  mv  rapier's  point  affords. 

•  Hut  I  never  did  thee  harm ;  Why  wilt  thou 

slay  me  ? 

CUf.  Thy  father  hath. 

Rut.  But  Uwas  ere  I  was  bora. 

Thou  hast  one  son,  for  his  sake  pity  me ; 
Lest,  in  revenge  thereof, — sith*  God  is  just, — 
He  be  as  miserably  slain  as  I. 
Ah,  let  me  live  in  prison  all  my  days ; 
And  when  I  give  occasion  of  offence. 
Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  hast  no  cause. 

CUf.  No  cause  ? 
Thy  father  slew  my  father ;  therefore,  die. 

[Clifford  stabs  him. 

Rut  jDti  Jaciani,  laudis  gumma  sit  ista  tva  !^ 

[Dies. 

Oif.  Plantagenet !  I  come,  Plantagenet  I 
And  this  thy  son's  blood  cleaving  to  my  blade, 
Shall  rust  upon  my  weapon,  till  thy  blood, 
Congeal'd  with  this,  do  make  me  wipe  off  both. 

[Exit 
SCEU^TEIV.—Thesame.  Alarum.  £nter  York. 

*  York,  The  army  of  the  queen  hath  got  the  field : 

*  My  uncles  both  are  slain  in  rescuing  me ; 

*  And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  foe 

*  Turn  back,  and  fly,  like  ships  before  the  wind, 

*  Or  lambs  pursu'd  by  hunger-starved  wolves. 

*  My  sons — God  knows,  what  hath  bechanced  them : 
But  this  I  know, — they  have  demean'd  themselves 
Like  men  bom  to  renown,  by  life,  or  death. 

*  Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me  ; 
And  thrice  cried, — Courage^  father!  fight  it  out! 

*  And  full  as  oft  came  Edward  to  my  side, 
With  purple  falchion,  painted  to  the  hilt 
*■  In  blood  of  those  that  had  encountered  him : 

*  And  when  the  hardiest  warriors  did  retire, 

*  Richard  cried, — Charge!  and  give  no  foot  of 

ground! 

*  And  cri^, — A  crown^  or  else  a  glorious  tomb  ! 

*  A  sceptre,  or  an  earthly  sepulchre  ! 
With  this  we  charged  again :  but,  out,  alas ! 

*  We  bodg'd*  agam^  as  I  have  seen  a  swan 

*  With  bootless  kbour  swim  against  the  tide. 
And  spend  her  strength  with  over-matching'waves. 

[A  short  alarum  within. 

*  Ah,  harit  \  the  fatal  followers  do  pursue ; 

*  .\nd  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  fly  their  fury : 

*  And,  were  I  strong,  I  would  not  shun  their  fury  : 

*  The  sands  are  numbered,  that  make  up  my  life ; 

*  Here  must  I  stay,  and  here  my  life  must  end. 
Enter  Qoeen  Margaret,  Clifford,  Northumberland, 

and  Soldiers. 

*  Come,  bloody  Clifford, — rough  Northumberland,— 

*  I  dare  your  quenchless  fun'  to  more  rage ; 

*  I  am  your  butt,  and  1  abide  your  shot. 

J^''orth.  Yield  to  our  mercy,  proud  Plantagenet 
Clif.  Ay,  to  such  mercy,  as  nis  ruthless  arm. 
With  downright  payment,  showM  unto  my  father, 
pf ow  I'haeton  hatn  tumbled  from  his  car, ' 
And  made  an  evening  at  the  noontide  prick.^ 
York.  My  ashes,  as  the  phcenix,  may  bring  forth 

*  A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 

*  And,  in  that  hope,  I  Arow  mine  eyes  to  heaven. 
Scorning  whatever  you  can  afflict  me  with. 

(1)  Since. 

[21  Hemven  grant  this  may  be  your  greatest  boast 
Ooid.  Epist. 


*  Wh^  come  you  not. >  what!  multitudes,  and  fear? 

Chf.  So  cowards  fight,  when  they  can  fly  no 
further ; 

*  So  doves  do  peck  the  falcon's  piercing  talons ; 
So  desperate  tnieves,  all  hopeless  of  tt^ir  lives, 
Breathe  out  invectives  'gainst  the  officers. 

York.  O,  Clifford,  but  bethink  thee  once  again, 

*  And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time : 

*  And,  if  thou  canst  for  blushing,  view  this  face ; 
And  bite  thy  tongue,   that  slanders  him  with 

cowardice, 
*■  Whose  frown  hath  made  thee  faint  and  fly  ere  thii^ 
Clif.  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word ; 
But  buckle  with  thee  blows,  twice  two  for  one. 


[Draws. 
r  a  thousand 


Q.  Mar.  Hold,  valiant  Clifford !  for  i 

causes, 
I  would  prolong  a  while  the  traitor's  life  : — 
Wrath  makes  him  deaf:  speak  thou,  Northumbe^ 

land. 
J^orth.  Hold,  Clifford;  do  not  honour  him  so 

much. 
To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart : 
What  valour  were  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin. 
For  one  to  thrust  his  hand  between  his  teedi. 
When  he  might  spurn  him  with  his  foot  away  ? 
It  is  war's  prize  to  take  all  vantages ; 

*  And  ten  to  <Mie  is  no  impeach  of  valour. 

[They  lay  hands  on  York,  toAo  struggles. 
Clif.  Ay,  ay,  so  strives  the  woodcock  with  tte  gin. 
J^orth.  So  doth  the  coney  struggle  in  the  net 

[York  is  taken  prisoner. 

York.  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  conquer'd 

booty; 

So  true  men*  yield,  with  robbers  so  o'er-match*d. 

J^orth.  What  would  your  grace  have  done  u&to 

him  now } 
Q.  Mar.  Brave  warriors,  Clitford,  and  Nortfaam* 
berland, 
Come,  make  him  stand  upon  this  mole-hill  here ; 

*  That  raught^  at  mountains  with  outstretched  aimi, 
Yet  parted  but  the  shadow  with  hfs  hand. — 

*  Wnat  I  was  it  you,  that  would  be  England's  king? 
Was't  you  that  revell'd  in  our  parliament, 

And  made  a  preachment  of  your  high  descent  ? 
Where  are  your  mess  of  sons  to  back  you  now ; 
The  wanton  Edward,  and  the  lusty  George  } 

*  And  where's  that  valiant  crook-back  prodigy, 
Dicky  your  boy,  that  with  his  grumbling  voice. 
Was  wont  to  cheer  his  dad  in  mutinies  ? 

Or,  with  the  rest,  where  is  your  darling  Rutland? 
Ixx)k,  York  ;  I  stain'd  this  napkin?  wiSi  the  blood 
That  valiant  Clifford,  with  his  rapier's  point. 
Made  issue  from  the  bosom  of  the  boy : 
And,  if  thine  eyes  can  water  for  his  death, 
I  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  cheeks  withal. 

*  Alas,  poor  York  !  but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 
I  shoula  lament  thy  miserable  state. 

I  pr'ythee,  grieve,  to  make  me  meny,  York : 
Stamp,  rave,  and  fret  that  I  may  sing  and  dance. 
What,  hath  thy  fiery  heart  so  parch'd  thine  entrails, 
That  not  a  tear  can  fall  for  Rutland's  death  ? 

*  Why  art  thou  patient,  man?  thou  should'st  be  mad; 

*  Ancl  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus. 
Thou  would'st  be  fee'd,  I  see,  to  make  me  sport; 
York  cannot  speak,  unless  he  wear  a  crown, — 

A  crown  for  Y  ork ;  and,  lords,  bow  low  to  him. — 
Hold  you  his  hands,  whilst  I  do  set  it  on. — 

[Putting  a  paper  crown  on  his  fuad. 

(3)  t.  e.  We  boggled,  made  bad  or  bungling  work 
of  our  attempt  to  rally. 

(4)  Noontide  point  on  the  dial.    (5)  Honest  men. 
(6)  Reached.  (7)  Handkerchief. 
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Aj,  many,  sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  king ! 

Aft  this  u  he  that  took  king  Heoipr^s  chair; 

And  this  is  he  was  his  adopted  heir. — 

But  how  is  it  that  great  PlantageDet 

Is  crown'd  so  soon,  and  broke  his  solemn  oath  ? 

As  I  bethink  me,  you  should  not  be  kin||, 

Till  our  king  Heniy  had  shook  hands  with  death. 

And  will  you  pale'  your  head  in  Heniy^s  gloiy, 

And  rob  his  temples  of  the  diadem. 

Now  in  his  life,  against  your  hoi?  oath  ? 

O,  *tis  a  fault  too  too  unpardooable ! — 

Off  with  the  crown ;  and,  with  the  crown,  his  head ; 

And,  whilst  we  breathe,  take  time  to  do  him  dead.^ 

Ckf.  That  is  my  office,  for  my  father's  sake. 

Q.  Mar.  Nay,  stay;  let's  hc«r  ih»  orisons  he 
makes. 

York.    She-wolf  of  France,    but  worse  than 
wolves  c^  France, 

*  Whose  tongue  more  pouons  than  the  adder's  tooth ! 
How  ill-beseeming  is  it  in  thpr  sex, 

To  triumph  like  an  Amazonian  trull, 

*  Upon  their  woes,  whom  fortune  captivates  ? 
But  that  thy  face  is,  visor-like,  unchanging, 
Made  impudent  with  use  of  evil  deeds, 

1  would  assay,  proud  queen,  to  make  thee  blush : 
To  tell  thee  whence  toou  cam'st,  of  whom  derir'd. 
Were  shame  enough  to  shame  thee,  wert  thou  not 

shameless. 
Thy  father  bears  the  type*  of  king  of  Naples, 
Of  Doth  the  Sicils,  ana  Jerusalem ; 
Yet  not  so  wealthy  as  an  English  yeoman. 
Hath  that  poor  monarch  taught  thee  to  insult  ? 
It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  queen ; 
Unless  the  adage  must  be  verified, — 
That  beggars,  mounted,  run  their  horse  to  death. 
'Tis  beautv,  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud ; 
But,  God  he  knows,  thy  share  thereof  is  small : 
*Tis  virtue,  that  doth  make  them  most  admir'd ; 
The  contraiy  doth  make  thee  wonder'd  at : 
'Tis  government.^  that  makes  them  seem  divine ; 
The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable : 
Thou  art  as  opposite  to  eveiy  good, 
As  the  AntipcKles  are  unto  us. 
Or  as  the  south  to  the  septentrion.* 
O,  tier's  heart,  wrapp'd  in  a  woman's  hide ! 
How  could^st  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the  child. 
To  bid  the  father  wipe  his  eyes  withal. 
And  yet  be  seen  to  bear  a  woman's  face  ? 
W(Hnen  are  soft,  mild,  pitiful,  and  flexible ; 

*  Thou,  stem,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorseless. 

*  Bid'st  thou  me  rage .'  why,  now  thou  hast  thy  wish : 

*  Would'st  have  me  weep  ?  why,  now  thou  hast  thy 

will : 

*  For  raging  wind  blows  up  incessant  showers. 
And,  when  the  rage  allays,  the  rain  begins. 
These  tears  are  my  sweet  Rutland's  ol^eauies ; 

*  And  every  drop  cries  vengeance  for  hb  oeath, — 
<  'Gainst  thee,  fell  Clifford,— and  thee,  false  French- 
woman. 

JVoriA.  Beahrew  me,  but  his  passions^  move  me  so. 
That  hardlv  can  I  check  my  eves  from  tears. 

York.  Tliat  face  of  his  the  hungry  cannibals 
Would  not  have  touch'd,  would  not  have  stain'd 

with  blood  : 
But  you  are  more  inhuman,  more  inexorable, — 
O,  ten  times  more, — than  tigers  of  Hyrcania. 
See,  ruthless  queen,  a  hapless  father's  tears : 
This  cloth  thou  dipp'dst  in  blood  of  my  sweet  boy, 

(1)  Impale,  encircle  with  a  crown. 

J  Kill  him.         (3)  The  distinguishing  mark. 
Government,  in  the  lan^age  of  the  time,  sig- 
evenness  of  temper,  and  decency  of  manners. 
(5)  The  north.        (6)  Sufferings. 


And  I  with  tears  do  wash  the  blood  awar. 
Keep  thou  the  napkin,  and  go  boast  of  mis : 

[He  gives  0€u:k  the  handkaxhitf. 
And,  if  thou  tell'st  the  heavy  stoiy  right. 
Upon  my  soul,  the  hearers  will  ^ed  tears ; 
Yea,  even  my  foes  will  shed  fast-falling  tears, 
And  say, — Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed ! — 
There,  take  the  crown,  and,  with  the  crown,  my 

curse; 
And,  in  thy  need,  such  comfort  come  to  thee. 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  hand  ! — 
Hard-hearted  Clifford,  take  line  from  the  world ; 
My  soul  to  heaven,  my  blood  upon  your  heads ! 
^orth.  Had  he  been  slaughter-man  to  all  my  Ido, 

*  I  should  not  for  my  life  but  weep  with  him. 
To  see  how  inly  sorrow  gripes  his  soul. 

Q.  Mar.  Wliat,  weeping-ripe,  my  lord  Nordiam- 
berland  f 
Think  but  uoon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all. 
And  that  will  quickly  diy  thy  meltiiu;  tears. 
Cl\f.  Here's  for  my  oath,  here's  for  mv  father's 
death.  [Stabbing  him. 

Q.  Mar.  And  here's  to  right  our  gentle-hearted 
king.  [Stabbing  him, 

York.  Open  thy  gate  of  mercy,  gracious  God ! 

*  My  soul  flies  through  these  wounds  to  seek  out 

thee.  [Dies. 

Q.  Mar.  Off  with  his  head,  and  set  it  on  York 
gates; 
So  York  may  oreriook  the  town  of  York.  [Exeunt 


ACT  n. 

SCEJ\rE  I. — A  plain  near  Mortimer's  Crots^  m 
Herefordshire.  Drums.  Enter  Edward,  and 
Richard,  toith  their  forces,  marching. 

*  Edw.  I  wonder,  how  our  princely  father  'scap'd; 
«  Or  whether  he  be  'scap'd  away,  or  no, 

*  From  Clifford's  and  Northumberland's  pursuit ; 

*  Had  he  been  ta'en,  we  should  have  heard  the 

news; 
Had  he  been  slain,  we  should  have  heard  the  news ; 

*  Or,  had  he  'scap'd,  roethinks,  we  should  have 

heard 

*  The  happy  tidings  of  his  good  escape. — 

*  How  fares  my  brother  ?  why  is  he  so  sad  } 

Rich.  I  cannot  jojr,  until  I  be  resolv'd 
Where  our  right  vahant  father  is  become. 

*  I  saw  him  in  the  battle  range  about ; 

*  And  watch'd  him,  how  he  singled  Clifford  forth. 

*  Methought,  he  bore  him^  in  the  thickest  troop, 
As  doth  a  lion  in  a  herd  of  neat  :8 

*  Or  as  a  bear,  encompass'd  round  with  dogs ; 

*  Who  having  pinch'd  a  few,  and  made  them  ciy, 

*  The  rest  stand  all  aloof,  and  bark  at  him. 
'"  So  far'd  our  father  with  his  enemies  ; 

*  So  fled  his  enemies  my  warlike  father; 

*  Methinks,  'tis  prize  enough  to  be  his  son. 
See,  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates. 
And  takes  her  farewell  of  the  glorious  sun  !9 

*  How  well  resembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 

*  Trimm'd  like  a  younker,  prancing  to  his  love  ! 
Edw.  Dazzle  mine  eyes,  or  do  I  see  three  suns  f 
Rich.  Three  glorious  suns,  each  one  a  perfect 

sun; 
Not  separated  with  the  racking  cloads,io 

(7)  Demeaned  himself. 

(8)  Neat  cattle  ;  cows,  oxen,  &c. 

(9)  Aurora  takes  for  a  time  her  farewell  of  the  sun 
when  she  dismisses  him  to  his  diiimal  course. 

(10)  t.  e.  The  clouds  in  rapid  tumultuary  motioa 
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Bat  aeTer'd  id  a  pale  clear-shinine  skj. 
See,  aee !  thejpoin,  embrace,  ana  seem  to  kiss, 
As  if  they  vowM  some  league  inviolable  : 
Noir  are  thej  but  one  lamp,  one  light,  one  sun. 
In  this  the  heaven  figures  some  event 

*  Edw.  *Tis  wondrous  strange,  the  like  yet  nerer 

heard  of. 
I  think,  it  cites  us,  brother,  to  the  field ; 
That  we,  the  sons  of  brave  Plantagenet, 

*  Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  meeds,! 
Should,  notwithstanding,  join  our  lights  together, 

*  And  over-shine  the  earth,  as  this  the  world. 

*  Whatever  it  bodes,  henceforward  will  I  bear 
Upon  mv  target  three  fair  shining  suns. 

»/2tcA.  Nay,  bear  three  daughters; — ^by  your 
leave  I  speak  it, 

*  You  love  the  breeder  better  than  the  male. 

EfUer  a  Messenger. 

*  But  what  art  thou,  whose  heavy  looks  foretel 
'  Some  dreadful  stoiy  hanging  on  tb  v  tongue  ? 

Meu.  Ah,  one  that  was  a  woful  looker-on, 
Wben^  the  noble  duke  d*  York  was  slain, 

*  Your  princely  father,  and  my  loving  lord. 

*  Edu>.  O,  speak  no  more !  for  1  have  heard  too 

much. 
'  Rich.  Say  how  he  died,  for  I  will  hear  it  alL 
'  Jtfess.  Environed  he  was  with  many  foes ; 

*  And  stood  against  them  as  the  hope  oif  TroyJ 

*  Against  the  Greeks,  that  would  have  entered  Troy. 

*  But  Hercules  himself  must  yield  to  odds ; 

*  And  many  strokes,  though  with  a  little  axe, 

*  Hew  down  and  fell  the  hardest-timbered  oak. 

*  By  nnny  hands  your  father  was  subdu'd ; 

*  But  only  slaughtered  by  the  ireful  arm 

*  Of  unrelentii^  Clifford,  and  the  queen : 

*  Who  crown*d  the  gracious  duke  in  high  despite ; 

'  Laogh'd  in  his  face ;  and,  when  with  grief  he  wept, 

*  The  ruthless  queen  gave  him,  to  dnr  his  cheeks, 

*  A  na{Ain  steeped  in  the  harmless  blood 

*Of  sweet  young  Rutland,  by  rough  Clifford  slain: 

*  And,  after  many  scorns,  many  foul  taunts, 

*  They  took  his  head,  and  on  the  gates  of  York 

*  TTiey  set  Ae  same ;  and  there  it  doth  remain, 

*  The  saddest  spectacle  that  e'er  1  view'd. 

£<2io.  Sweet  duke  of  York,  our  prop  to  lean  upon ; 

*  Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  stan',  no  stay  I — 

*  O  Clifford,  boisterous  Clifford,  thou  habt  slain 
■  Th^  flower  of  Europe  for  his  chivalry ; 

*  And  treacherously  hast  thou  vanquished  him, 

*  For,  hand  to  hand,  he  would  have  vanquished 

thee  I— 
Now  my  sou^s  palace  is  become  a  prison : 
Ah,  would  she  break  from  hence  I  that  this  my  body 

*  Might  in  the  ground  be  closed  up  in  rest : 

*  For  never  henceforth  shall  I  joy  again, 

*  Never,  O  never,  shall  I  see  more  joy. 

*  Rich,  I  cannot  weep;  for  all  my  bodyes  moisture 
Scarce  serves  to  quench  my  furnace-burning  heart : 
•Nor  can  mv  tongue  unload  my  heartes  great 

burden; 
»  For  self-same  wind,  that  I  should  speak  withal, 

*  Is  kindling  coals,  that  fire  all  my  breast, 

*  And  bum  me  up  with  flames,  that  tears  would 

quench. 

*  To  weep,  is  to  make  less  the  depth  of  grief: 

*  Tears,  liMen,  for  babes ;  blows,  and  revenge,  for 

me! — 

*  Richard,  I  bear  thy  name,  I'll  venge  thy  death, 

*  Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it 

Edw.  His  name  tiiat  valiant  duke  hath  left  with 
thee; 

(1)  Merit  (2)  Hector.  (3)  Killed. 

36 


*  His  dukedom  and  his  chair  with  me  is  left 

Rich.  Nay,  if  thou  be  that  princely  eagle's  bird. 
Show  thy  descent  by  gazing  'gainst  the  sun : 
For  chair  and  dukedom,  throne  and  kingd(»n  say ; 
Either  that  is  thine,  or  else  thou  wert  not  his. 

March,    Enter  Warwick  and  Montague,  with 
/orces. 

War.  How  now,  fair  lords.'  WTiat  fare.'  what 

news  abroad  ? 
*/2icA.  Great  lord  of  Warwick,  if  we  should 
recount 

Our  baleful  news,  and,  at  each  wordes  deliverance. 
Stab  poniards  in  our  flesh  till  all  were  told. 
The  words  would  add  more  anguish  than  the 
wounds. 

0  valiant  lord,  the  duke  of  York  is  slain. 

Edw.  O  Warwick  !  Warwick !  that  Plantagenet, 
Which  held  thee  dearly,  as  his  soul's  redemption. 
Is  by  the  stem  lord  Clifford  done  to  death.' 

IVar.  Ten  days  ago  I  drowned  these  news  in 
tears: 
And  now,  to  add  more  measure  to  your  woes, 

1  come  to  tell  you  things  since  then  bcfalieiL 
After  the  bloody  fray  at  Wakefield  fought. 
Where  your  brave  father  breathed  his  latest  gasp, 
Tidings,  as  swiftly  as  the  posts  could  run. 
Were  brought  me  of  your  loss,  and  his  depart 

I  then  in  London,  keeper  of  the  king, 
Muster'd  my  soldiers,  gather'd  flocks  of  friends. 
And  veiT  well  appointed,  as  I  thought, 
March'a  towards  Saint  Albans,  to  intercept  the 

queen, 
Bearing  the  king  in  my  behalf  along : 
For  by  my  scouts  I  was  advertised. 
That  she  was  coming  with  a  full  intent 
To  dash  our  late  decree  in  parliament, 

*  Touching  king  Heni^-es  oath,  and  your  succes 

sion. 
Short  tale  to  make, — ^we  at  Saint  Albans  met. 
Our  battles  joined,  and  both  sides  fiercely  fought  • 
But,  whether  etwas  the  coldness  of  the  king, 
Who  looked  full  gently  on  his  warlike  queen. 
That  robb'd  my  soldiers  of  their  hated  spleen , 
Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  success ; 
Or  more  than  common  fear  of  Clifford's  rigour, 

Who  thunders  to  his  captives — blood  and  death, 
I  cannot  judge :  but,  to  conclude  with  troth. 
Their  weapons  like  to  lightning  came  and  went; 
Our  soldiers' — like  the  night-owl's  lazy  flight. 

Or  like  a  'azy  thrasher  with  a  flail, — 
Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  strock  their  friends 
I  cheer'd  them  up  with  justice  of  our  cause. 
With  promise  of  high  pay,  and  great  rewards : 
But  all  in  vain  ;  they  haa  no  heart  to  fight, 
And  we,  in  them,  no  hope  to  win  the  day, 
So  that  we  fled ;  the  king,  unto  the  queen ; 
Lord  George  your  brother,  Norfolk,  and  myself. 
In  haste,  post-haste,  are  come  to  join  with  you: 
For  in  the  marches  here,  we  heard,  you  were. 
Making  another  head  to  fight  again. 

*  Eaw.  Where  is  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  gentle 

Warwick.? 
And  when  came  George  from  Burgundy  to  Eng- 
land f 

*  War.  Some  six  miles  off  the  duke  is  with  the 

soldiers : 
And  for  your  brother, — he  was  lately  sent 
From  your  kind  aunt,  duchess  of  Burgundy, 

*  With  aid  of  soldiers  to  this  needful  war. 

Rich.  'Twas  odds,  belike,  when  valiant  War- 
wick fled : 
Oft  have  1  heard  his  praises  in  pursuit. 
But  ne'er,  till  now,  his  scandal  of  retire. 
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War.  Nor  now  my  scandal,  Richard,  dost  thou 
hear:  . 

For  thou  shah  know,  this  strong  right  hand  of  nrune 
Can  pluck  the  diadem  from  faint  Henrj'*8  head. 
And  wring  the  awful  sceptre  from  his  fist ; 
"Were  he  as  famous  and  as  bold  in  war, 
As  he  is  famM  for  mildness,  peace,  and  prayer. 
Rich.  I  know  it  well,  lord  Warwick :  blame  me 
not; 
•Tis  love,  I  bear  thy  glories,  makes  me  sneak. 
But,  in  this  troublous  time,  what's  to  be  done  ? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  steel, 
\nd  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 
NumbViiig  our  Ave-Maries  with  our  beads  ? 
Or  shall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Tell  our  devoticwi  with  revengeful  arms  ? 
If  for  the  last,  say— Ay,  and  to  it,  lords. 

fTor.  Why,  therefore  Warwick  came  to  seek 
you  out; 
And  therefore  comes  my  brother  Montague. 
Attend  me,  lords.     The  proud  insulting  queen. 
With  ClitTord,  and  the  haught»  Northumberland, 
And  of  their  feather,  many  more  pVoud  birds. 
Have  wrought  the  easy-melting  king  like  wax. 
He  swore  consent  to  your  succession. 
His  oath  enrolled  in  the  parliament ; 
And  now  to  London  all  the  crew  are  gone, 
To  frustrate  both  his  oath,  and  what  beside 
May  make  against  the  house  of  Lancaster. 

*  Their  power,  I  think,  is  thirty  thousand  strong : 
Now,  if  the  help  of  Norfolk,  and  myself. 
With  all  the  friends  that  thou,  brave  eari  of  March, 
Amon^t  the  loving  Welshmen  canst  procure, 

*  Will  but  amount  to  five  and  twenty  tnousand. 
Why,  eta  /  to  London  will  we  march  amain ; 
Ana  once  again  bestride  our  foaming  steeds, 

*  And  once  again  cry— Charge  upon  our  foes ! 
But  never  once  agam  turn  back,  and  fly. 

Rich.  Ay,  now,  methinks,'!  hear  great  Warwick 
speak: 
Ne'er  may  he  live  to  see  a  sunshine  day, 

*  That  cnes— Retire,  if  Warwick  bid  him  stay. 

Edw.  Lord  Warwick,  on  thy  shoulder  will  I 
lean; 

*  And  when  thou  fall'st  fas  God  forbid  the  hour !) 
Must  Edward  fall,  which  peril  heaven  forefend  ! 

IVar.  No  longer  earl  of  March,  but  duke  of 
York; 

*  The  next  degree  is,  England's  royal  throne : 
For  king  of  England  shalt  thou  be  proclaim'd 
In  every  borough  as  we  pass  along ; 
And  he  that  throws  not  up  his  cap  for  ioy, 

*  Shall  for  the  fault  make  forfeit  of  his  head. 
King  Edward,— valiant  Richard,— Montague, — 
Stay  we  no  longer  dreaming  of  renown, 
«  But  sound  the  trumpets,  and  about  our  task. 

•  Rich.  Then,  Clifford,  were  thy  heart  as  hard 

as  steel 
»  (As  thou  hast  shown  it  flinty  by  thy  deeds,) 
» I  come  topierce  it, — or  to  give  tliee  mine. 
»  Edw.  Then  strike  up,  diuma ,— God,  and  Saint 
George,  for  us ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
IVar.  How  now  ?  what  news  f 
Mess.  The  duke  of  Norfolk  sends  you  word  by 
me, 
The  queen  is  coming  with  a  puissant  host  ? 
And  craves  vour  company  for  speedy  counsel. 

*  War.    Why  then  it  8orts,2  brave  warriors : 

Let's  away.  [Exeunt. 

(1)  Lofty. 

(2)  Why  then  things  are  as  they  should  be. 


SCEJ^  II.—Before  York.    Enter  King  Heniy 
Queen  Margaret,  the  Prince  qf  Wales,  Cliffcrd, 
and  Northumberland,  toith  forces. 
Q.  Mar.  Welcome,  my  lord,  to  this  brave  town 
of  York. 
Yonder's  the  he^d  of  that  arch-enemy. 
That  sought  to  be  encompass'd  with  your  crown : 

*  Doth  not  the  object  cheer  your  heart,  my  lord.' 
K.  Hen.  Ay,  as  the  rocks  cheer  them  that  £ear 

their  wreck ; — 
To  see  this  sight,  it  irks  my  very  soul. — 
Withhold  revenge,  dear  God !  'tis  not  my  fault, 
Not  wittingly  have  1  infring'd  my  vow. 

Gif.  My  gracious  liege,  this  too  much  lenity, 
And  harmful  pity,  must  be  laid  aside. 
To  whom  do  lions  cast  their  gentle  looks.' 
Not  to  the  beast  that  would  usurp  their  den. 
Whose  hand  is  tliat  the  forest  bear  doth  lick  .' 
Not  his,  that  spoils  her  young  before  her  face. 
Who  'scapes  Uie  lurking  serpent^s  mortal  sting? 
Not  he,  that  sets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  smallest  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on ; 

*  And  doves  will  peck,  in  safeguard  of  their  brood. 
Ambitious  York  did  level  at  thy  crown. 
Thou  smiUng,  while  he  knit  his  angry  brows : 
He,  but  a  duke,  would  have  his  son  a  king. 
And  raise  his  issue,  like  a  loving  sire; 
Thou,  being  a  king,  bless'd  with  a  goodly  son. 
Didst  yield  consent  to  disinherit  him, 

*  Which  argued  thee  a  most  unloving  father. 
Unreasonable  creatures  feed  their  young : 
And  though  man's  face  be  fearful  to  their  eyes. 
Yet,  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones, 
Who  hath  not  seen  them  (even  with  those  wings 

*  Which  sometime  they  have  us'd  with  fearful  flight,) 
Make  war  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  nest. 
Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence.' 
For  shame,  my  liege,  make  them  your  precedent! 
Were  it  not  pity  that  this  goodly  boy 
Should  lose  his  birthright  by  his  father's  fault; 
And  long  hereafter  say  unto  his  child, — 
What  my  great-grandfather  and  grandsire  got^ 
My  careless  father  fondly*  gave  away  ? 
Ah,  what  a  shame  were  this!  Look  on  the  boy; 
And  let  his  manly  face,  which  promiseth 
Successful  fortune,  steel  thy  melting  heart. 
To  hold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

K.  Hen.  Full  well  hathClifford  play'd  the  orator, 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force. 
'  But,  CTiflbrd,  tell  me,  didst  thou  never  hear,— 
That  things  ill  got  had  ever  bad  success .' 
And  happ?  always  was  it  for  that  son. 
Whose  father  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell  ? 
ril  leave  my  son  my  virtuous  deeds  behind ; 
And  'would,  my  father  had  left  me  no  more  ! 
For  all  the  rest'is  held  at  such  a  rate, 

*  As  brings  a  thousand-fold  more  care  to  keep, 

*  Than  in  possession  any  jot  of  pleasure. 
Ah,  cousin  York  !  'would  thy  best  friends  did  know, 

*  How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  head  is  here ! 
*  Q.  Mar.  My  lord,  cheer  up  your  spirits ;  our 

foes  arc  nigh, 
And  this  soft  courage  makes  your  followers  faint 
'  You  promis'd  knighthood  to  our  forward  son ; 

*  Uiisheath  your  sword,  and  dub  him  presently. — 
Edward,  kneel  down. 

K.  Hen.  Edward  Plantagenet,  arise  a  kni^t; 
And  learn  this  lesson,— Draw  thy  sword  in  right 

Prince.  My  gracious  father,  by  your  kingly  leave, 
I'll  draw  it  as  apparent  to  the  crown. 
And  in  that  quarrel  use  it  to  the  death. 

Clif  Why,  that  is  spoken  like  a  toward  prince. 

(3)  Foolishly. 
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EnUr  a  Messenger. 
Mets.  Royal  commanders,  be  in  readiness : 

*  For,  with  a  band  of  thirty  thousand  men, 
Comes  Warwick,  backing  of  the  duke  of  York ; 
And,  in  the  towns  as  they  do  march  along, 
Proclaims  him  king,  and  many  fly  to  him  : 

*  Darraign  your  battle,'  for  they  are  at  hand 

0.{f.  I  would,  your  highness  would  depart  the 

field;  » 

The  queen  hath  best  success  when-  you  are  absent. 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  good  my  lord,  and  leave  us  to  our 

fortune. 
K.  Hen.  Why,  that's  my  fortune  too;  therefore 

IMl  stay. 
^orth.  Be  it  with  resolution  then  to  fight 
Prince.  My  royal  father,  cheer  these  noble  lords. 
And  hearten  those  that  fight  in  your  defence  : 
Unaheath  your  sword,  good  father;  cry.  Saint 
George! 

March.    Enter  Edward,  Geoige,  Richard,  War- 
wick, Norfolk,  Montague,  and  Soldters. 

•  Edw.  Now,  perjur'd  Henry !  wilt  thou  kneel 

for  grace, 

*  And  set  thy  diadem  upon  my  head ; 

*  Or  bide  the  mortal  fortune  of  the  field  ? 

Q.  Mar.  Go,  rate  thv  minions,  proud  insulting  boy ! 

*  Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terms, 

*  Before  thy  sovereign,  and  thy  lawful  king  ? 

Ejito.  I  am  his  king,  and  he  should  bow  his  knee ; 
I  was  adopted  heir  by  his  consent : 
Since  when,  his  oath  is  broke ;  for,  as  I  hear, 
Yoo — that  are  king,  though  he  do  wear  the  crown, — 
Have  caused  him,  by  new  act  of  parliament, 

*  To  blot  out  roe,  and  put  his  own  son  in. 

•  Clif.  And  reason  too; 

Who  should  succeed  the  father,  but  the  son  ? 
^JUch,  Are  you  there,  butcher.' — O,  1  cannot 
speak  ! 

•  Qif.  Ajt  crook-back ;  here  I  stand,  to  answer 

thee, 

*  Or  any  he  the  proudest  of  thv  sort 

Rich.  *Twas  you  that  killed  young  Rutland,  was 

it  not  > 
Oif.  Ay,  and  old  York,  and  yet  not  satisfied. 
Rich.  For  God^s  sake,  lords,  give  signal  to  the 

fitht 
War.  What  say'st  thou,  Hcniy,  wilt  thou  yield 

the  crown  f 

•  Q.  Mar.  Why,  how  now,  long-tongued  W^ar- 

wick .'  dare  you  speak .' 
When  you  and  I  met  at  Saint  Albans  last, 
Vour  legs  did  better  service  than  your  hands. 
War.  Then  *twas  my  turn  to  fly,  and  now  *tis 

thine. 
CUT-  You  said  so  much  before,  and  yet  vou  fled. 
^rar.  'Twas  not  your  valour,  Cliflbrd,  drove  me 

thence. 
•  ^''ortk.  No,  nor  your  manhood,  that  durst  make 

Tou  stay. 
.fUch.  Northiunberland,  I  hold  thee  reverently ; — 
j°^»'^»bJk  oflf  the  parle ;  for  scarce  I  can  refrain 
*^H«  execution  of  my  big-swoln  heart 
L^r>oo  that  Clifford,  that  cruel  child-killer. 

C72(/:  I  slew  thy  father :  Call'st  thou  him  a  child  ? 

'Rich.  Ay,  like  a  dastard,  and  a  treacherous 

coward, 

^«  thou  didst  kill  our  tender  brother  Rutland  ; 

B<»t^  ere  sun-set,  PU  make  thee  curse  the  deed. 

C^  )  t.  e.  Arrange  your  host,  pat  your  host  in  order. 
C2)  It  is  my  firm  persuasion. 

(3)  One  branded  by  nature. 

\,4)  Gilt  it  a  superdcial  covering  of  gold. 


K.  Hen.  Have  done  with  words,  my  lords,  and 

hear  me  speak. 
Q.  Mar.  Defy  them  then,  or  else  hold  close  thy 

lips. 
K.  Hen.  I  pr'ythec,  give  no  limits  to  my  tongue ; 
I  am  a  king,  and  privil^M  to  speak. 
Cii/.  My  liege,  the  wound,  that  bred  this  meet* 
ing  here. 
Cannot  be  cur'd  by  words ;  therefore  be  still. 

Rich.  Then,  executioner,  unsheath  thy  sword : 
By  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  resolvM,3 

*  That  Cliflbrd^s  manhood  lies  upon  his  tongue. 

*  Edw.  Say,  Henrj',  shall  I  have  my  right,  or  no.^ 
A  thousand  men  have  broke  their  fasts  to-day. 
That  ne'er  shall  dine,  unless  thou  yield  the  crown. 

War.  If  thou  deny,  their  blood  upon  thy  head; 
For  York  in  justice  puts  his  armour  on. 

*  Prince.  If  that  be  right,  which  Warwick  says 

is  right. 
There  is  no  wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right 

Rich.  Whoever  got  thee,  tliere  thy  mother  stands; 
For,  well  I  wot,  thou  hast  thy  mother's  tongue. 
Q.  Mar.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  sire,  nor 
dam; 
But  like  a  foul  misshapen  stigmatic, 
MarkM  by  the  destinies'  to  ^  avdded. 
As  venom  toads,  or  lizards'  dreadful  stings. 
Rich.  Iron  of  Naples,  hid  with  English  gilt,* 
Whose  father  bears  the  title  of  a  king 
(As  if  a  channel^  should  be  cali'd  tk^  sea,) 

*  Sham'st  thou  not,  knowing  whence  thou  art  ex- 

traught. 
To  let  thy  tongue  detect  thy  base-bom  heart.'* 
Edw.  A  wisp  of  straw  were  worth  a  thousand 
crowns. 
To  make  this  shameless  callet^  know  herself. — 

*  Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  far  than  thou, 

*  Although  thy  husband  may  be  Menelaus;^ 

*  And  ne'er  was  Agamemnon's  brother  wrong'd 

*  By  that  false  woman,  as  this  king  by  thee. 

*  Hi's  father  revell'd  in  the  heart  of  France, 

And  tam'd  the  king,  and  made  the  dauphin  stoop ; 
And,  had  he  match'd  according  to  his  state. 
He  might  have  kept  that  glory  to  this  day  : 
But,  when  he  took  a  beggar  to  his  bed. 
And  grac'd  thy  poor  sire  with  his  bridal  day ; 

*  Even  then  that  sunshine  brew'd  a  shower  for  him, 

*  That  wash'd  his  father's  fortunes  forth  of  France, 
And  heap'd  sedition  on  his  crown  at  home. 

*  For  what  hath  broach'd  this  tumult,  but  thy  pride .' 
Hadst  thou  been  nieek,  our  title  still  had  slept ; 
And  we,  in  pity  of  the  gentle  king. 

Had  slipp'd  our  claim  until  another  age. 

*  Geo.  But,  when  we  saw  our  sunshine  made  thy 

spring, 

*  And  that  thy  summer  bred  us  no  increase. 
We  set  the  axe  to  thy  usurping  root : 

And  though  the  edge  hath  something  hit  ourselves, 

*  Yet,  know  thou,  since  we  have  begun  to  strike, 

*  We'll  never  leave,  till  we  have  hewn  thee  down. 
Or  bath'd  thy  ^wing  with  our  heated  bloods. 

Edw.  And,  m  this  resolution,  I  defy  thee ; 
Not  willing  any  longer  conference. 
Since  thou  deny'st  tne  gentle  king  to  speak. — 
Sound  trumpets  ! — let  our  bloody  colours  wave  !— 
And  either  victory,  or  else  a  grave. 

Q.  Mar.  Stay,  Edward. 

Edw.  No,  wrangling  woman;  we'll  no  longer 
stay: 

(5)  Kennel  was  then  pronounced  channel. 

(6)  To  show  thy  meanness  of  birth  by  thy  ind«- 
cent  railing. 

(7)  Drab  (8)  ».  e.  A  cuckold. 
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Tbeae  words  wiU  coit  ton  dwamd  Utcs  to-daiy. 

[Exemd. 

SCEJiTE  IIL—Afidi  of  baUU  between  Tofrton 
ONiSaztoo  m  Yoriuhire.  AUurumi:  Escur- 
moiu.    Enter  Warwick. 

*  ¥Far.  Fonpent  widi  toil,  as  nnmen  with  a  ncc, 
I  lay  me  dovrn  a  little  while  to  breathe : 
For  ttrokes  received,  «nd  many  blows  repaid. 
Have  robbMmjrstroag^knit  sinews  of  their  streoglh, 
'  And,  spite  of  spite,  needs  must  I  rest  a  while. 

Enter  Edward,  running. 
*Eid»,  Smile,  gentle  hea?en!  or  strike,  ungentle 

*For  this  world  frowns,  and  £dward*s  sun 
clouded. 

War.  How  now,  mj  lord?  what  hap?  what  hope 
of  good? 

JBnIer  Geoige. 

•  Geo.  Our  hap  is  k)ss,  our  hope  bat  sad  despair; 

*  Our  ranks  are  broke,  and  rain  follows  us : 

*  What  counsel  give  you,  whither  shall  we  fly  ? 

•  Edw,  Boodess  is  flight,  they  follow  us  with 

wings; 
'  And  weak  we  ar^  and  cannot  shun  pursuit 
JEhler  Richard. 
« JUeh,  Ah,  Warwick,  wliy  hast  thou  withdrawn 
thyself? 
« Thy  brother's  bkwd  the  thirsty  earth  haih  drunk, 

*  Broach'd  with  the  steely  point  of  Cliflford's  lance : 
'  And,  in  the  very  pangs  of  death,  he  cried, — 

'  Like  to  a  dismal  clanxor  beard  from  &r, — 

*  Warmek,  revenge  /  brother ^  revenge  my  death  ! 

*  So  underneath  the  belly  of  tht^ir  steeds, 

*  That  stain'd  their  fetkwks  in  his  smoking  blood, 

*  The  noblejrentleman  gave  up  the  ghost 

•  War.  Then  let  the  earth  De  dnmken  with  oar 

blood: 
m  kfll  my  horse,  because  I  will  not  fly. 

*  Why  stand  we  like  soft-hearted  women  here, 

*  Wailing  our  losses,  whiles  the  foe  dodi  rage; 

*  And  Vml  upon,!  as  if  the  tragedjr 

*  Were  playM  in  jest  by  counterfeiting  actors  ? 
'  Here  on  my  knee  I  tow  to  God  above, 

*  V\\  ttevet  pause  again,  never  stand  stiU, 

*  Till  either  death  hath  clos*d  these  eyes  of  mine, 

*  Or  fortune  nven  me  measure  of  revenge. 

Edm.  O  Warwick,  I  do  bend  my  knee  with  thine ; 

*  And,  in  this  vow,  do  chain  mv  soul  to  thine. — 

*  And  ere  my  knee  rise  from  me  earth*s  cold  face, 

*  I  throw  my  hands, mine  eyes,  my  heart  tothee. 
Thou  setter  up  and  plucker  down  of  kings ! 

*  Beseeching  thee,— if  with  thy  will  it  stands, 

*  That  to  my  foes  this  body  must  be  prey, — 

*  Yet  that  thy  brazen  gates  of  heaven  may  ope, 
'  And  give  sweet  passage  to  my  sinful  soul ! — 

*  Now,  lords,  take  leave  until  we  meet  again, , 
Where'er  it  be,  in  heaven,  or  on  earth. 

'  Bieh.  Brother,  give  me  thy  hand ;— and,  gentle 
Warwick? 

*  Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weaiy  arms: — 

*  I,  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  wo, 

*  That  winter  should  cut  off  our  spring-time  so. 

*  War,  K'w^y,  away !    Once  more,  sweet  lords, 

farewell. 

*  Geo.  Yet  let  us  all  tocether  to  our  troops, 
'  And  give  them  leave  to  fly  that  will  not  stay ; 
And  call  them  |)illars,  that  will  stand  to  us; 
'  And,  if  we  thrive,  promise  them  such  rewards 
'  As  vktonwear  at  Am  Olympian  games : 

(1)  And  are  mere  spectators. 


*  This  may  plant  courage  m  their  qaailing3  breasts 

*  For  yet  is  bope  o&life,  and  victory. — 

*  For^ow*  DO  kxiger,  make  we 


ence  amain. 

[Exetmt 

SCEJTE  IF,— The  mme.    Another  part  of  the 
Jield,  Exeurtiont.  £nler  Richard  omfCUflord. 

« Rich.  Now,  Cliflbrd,  I  have  singled  thee  akne : 

*  Suppose,  this  arm  is  for  the  duke  of  York, 

*  And  this  for  Rutland ;  both  bound  to  revenge, 

*  Wert  thou  environM  with  a  braxen  walL 

Cl\f.  Now,  Richard,  I  am  with  thee  here  alone : 
This  is  the  hand  that  stebb*d  thy  father  York ; 
And  this  the  hand  that  slew  thy  brother  Rutland , 
And  here's  the  heart  that  triumphs  in  their  death, 
And  cheers  these  hands,  that  slew  thy  sire  and 

brother. 
To  execute  the  like  upon  thyself; 
And  so,  have  at  thee. 

[Theyjigkl.    Warwick  snfcrs /  CliflTord^iVs. 
*  Hich.  Nay,  Warwick,  single  out  some  other 
chase; 
«ForImyself  wiU  hunt  this  wolf  to  deadL  [En. 

SCEJfE  v.— Another^  of  the  fdd.  Alarum, 
Enter  Kmg  Heniy . 

•K.Hen,  ThisbatUe&r&liketothemoniing's 
war, 

*  When  dyii^  clouds  contend  with  growing  light ; 

*  What  time  the  shepherd,  blowing  of  his  nails, 

*  Can  neither  call  it  perfect  day,  nor  night 

*  Now  sways  it  this  way,  like  a  migh^  sea, 

*  ForcM  by  the  tide  to  combat  with  the  wind ; 

*  Now  sways  it  that  way,  like  the  self-same  sea 

*  ForcM  to  retire  by  fuiy  of  the  wind : 

*  Sometime,  the  flood  prevails ;  and  then,  the  wind ; 

*  Now,  one  the  better ;  then,  another  best ; 

*  Both  tueging  to  be  victors,  breast  to  breast, 

*  Yet  neimer  conqueror,  nor  conquered : 

*  So  is  the  equal  poise  of  this  fell  war. 

*  Here  on  this  molehill  will  I  sit  me  down. 

*  To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  victoiy ! 

*  For  Marpiret  my  queen,  and  Clifford  too, 

*  Have  chid  me  from  the  battle ;  swearing  both, 

*  They  prosper  best  of  all  when  I  am  th«ice. 

*■  'Would  I  were  dead !  if  God's  good  will  were  so. 

*  For  what  is  in  this  worid,  but  grief  and  wo? 

*  O  God !  niethinks,  it  were  a  happy  life, 

*  To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  swam ; 

*  To  sit  upon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now, 

*  To  carve  out  dials  quaintly,  point  by  point, 

*  Thereby  to  see  the  minutes  how  they  nm : 

*  How  many  make  the  hour  full  complete, 

*  How  many  hours  brine  about  the  day, 

*  How  many  days  will  finish  up  the  year, 

*  How  mtoy^ears  a  mortal  man  may  live. 

*  When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  times : 

*  So  many  hours  must  I  tend  my  flock ; 

*  So  many  hours  must  I  teke  my  rest ; 

*  So  many  hours  must  I  c6ntemplate ; 

*  So  many  hours  must  I  sport  myself; 

*  So  many  days  my  ewes  nave  been  with  young ; 

*  So  many  weeks  ere  the  poor  fools  will  yean ; 

*  So  many  years  ere  I  shall  shear  the  fleece  : 

*  So  minutes,  hours,  days,  weeks,  months,  and  years, 

*  Pass'd  over  to  the  end  they  were  created, 

*  Would  brin^  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave. 

*  Ah,  what  a  life  were  this !  how  sweet !  hxm  lovely . 

*  Gives  not  the  hawthorn  bush  a  sweeter  shade 

*  To  shepherds,  looking  on  their  silly  sheep, 

*  Than  ooth  a  rich  embroider'd  canopy 


ft 


I)  Sinking  mto  dejection. 
[3)  To  fore-slow  is  to  be  dilatoiy,  to  loiter. 
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*  To  kincs,  that  (ear  their  mabjects*  treacheiy? 
•Otjesitdoth;  a  thousand  fold  it  doth. 

*  And  to  cooclude, — the  ihepberd*s  homely  curdt, 

*  Hb  cold  thin  drink  out  of  his  leather  bottle, 

*  His  wonted  sleep  under  a  fresh  tree|s  shade, 

*  All  which  secure  and  sweetly  he  enjoys, 

*  Is  &r  beyond  a  princess  delicates, 

*  Hb  ▼lands  sparkling  in  a  ^Iden  cup, 

*  His  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed, 

*  When  care,  mistrust,  and  treason,  wait  on  him. 

wUanoR.    EtUeraSaalhaihaskmedhu/aiher, 
dragging  in  the  dead  body. 

Sen.  Ill  bkyws  the  wind,  that  profitt  nobodv.— 

*  lliis  man,  wham  hand  to  hand  I  slew  in  fignt, 

*  May  be  possessed  with  some  store  of  crowns : 

*  And  I,  tnat  haply  take  them  from  him  now, 

*  BAay  yet  ere  nigjht  yield  both  n^  life  and  them 

*  To  some  man  else,  as  this  dead  man  doth  me.—- 
« Who's  this  ?— O  God !  it  is  my  father's  iace, 

■  Whom  in  this  conflict  I  unwares  have  kill'd. 
'  O  heafj  times,  begetting  sach  events .' 

*  From  London  by  the  king  was  I  preas'd  forth ; 

*  My  &ther,  being  the  earl  of  Warwick's  man, 

'  Came  on  the  part  of  York,  press'd  by  his  master; 

*  And  I,  who  at  his  hands  receiv'd  mv  life, 
'  Have  by  nqr  hands  of  life  bereaved  him.— 
•Phrdoi  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  I  did! 
And  pardon,  fether,  for  I  knew  not  thee ! — 

*  My  tears  shall  wipe  away  these  bloodr  marks ; 

*  And  no  more  words,  till  they  have  flow'd  their  fill. 
•£  Hen.  O  piteous  spectacle !  O  bkx>dy  ti] 

Whilflt  lions  war,  and  battle  for  their  dens, 

*  Poor  hannless  lambs  abide  their  enmity. — 

*  Ween,  wretched  man,  I'll  aid  thee  tear  for  tear; 

*  And  let  our  hearts,  and  eves,  like  civil  war, 

*  Be  blind  widi  tears,  and  break  o'ercharg'd  with 

grie£ 

Ailara  Father  wha  has  kiUed  hi$  lofi,  with  the 
body  in  hit  armt. 

•  FaHL  Thou  that  so  stoutly  hast  resisted  me, 

*  Give  me  thy  gold,  if  thou  hast  any  sold ; 

*  For  I  have  braght  it  with  a  hundred  bfows. — 

*  But  let  me  see : — is  this  our  foeman's  fece  f 

*  Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  mine  only  son ! — 

*  Ah,  boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee, 

*  Throw  op  thine  eye ;  see,  see,  what  showers  arise, 

*  Blown  with  the  windy  tempest  of  my  heart, 

*  Upon  Hxy  wounds,  that  kill  mine  eye  and  heart  !• 

*  0,  pity,  God,  this  miserable  age ! — 
•¥^t  stratagems,!  how  fell,  how  butcherly, 

*  Emoeoos,  mntiiious,  and  unnatural, 
« This  deadly  quarrel  daflv  doth  beget !~ 
'  0  boy,  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  soon, 

*  Andhadi  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  late ! 

K.  Hen.  Wo  above  wo!  grief  more  than  com- 
mon grief! 
'  0,tbat  my  death  would  stay  these  rathfiil  deeds  !• 

*  O  pity,  pity,  gentle  heaven,  pity  !— 
The  red  rose  and  the  white  are  on  his  face, 
The  feul  coloun  of  our  strivinr  booses : 

*  The  one,  his  purple  blood  right  well  resembles  f 

*  The  odier,  his  pale  cheeks,  methinks,  present 
Wither  one  rose,  and  let  the  other  fkxirish ! 

*  If  you  contmd,  a  thousand  lives  must  wither. 

Son.  How  will  my  mother,  for  a  father's  death. 
Take  on  with  me,  and  ne'er  be  satisfied  ? 

Fmtk.  How  will  my  wife,  for  slaughter  of  my 
son, 
*Shed  seas  of  tears,  and  ne'er  be  satisfied? 

fl)  This  word  here  means  dreadful 
(t)  Think  unfavouably  oL 

VOL  II. 


'  K.  Hen.  How  will  the  coontiy,  fer  tLese  wo- 

fiil  chances, 
Misthinks  the  kii«,  and  not  be  satisfied  ? 
'  Son.  Was  ever  ton,  so  nied  a  fether's  death .' 

*  f)alh.  Was  ever  fether,  so  bemoan'd  a  son  .^ 

*  K.  Hen.  Was  ever  king,  so  griev'd  for  subjects* 

wo? 
Much  is  your  sorrow ;  mine,  ten  times  so  much 

*  Son.  I'll  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep 

my  fill  [Exttj  wOh  the  bodv. 

*  fidh.  These  aims  of  mine  shall  be  thy  wind- 

ing*«heet; 

*  My  heart,  sweet  boy,  shall  be  thy  sepulchre ; 

*  For  from  my  heart  thine  image  ne'er  shall  gc 
•My  sighing  breast  shall  be  thv  funeral  bell; 

*  And  so  ofaeequioos>  will  thy  tether  be, 

*  Sad  for  the  loss  of  thee,  having  no  more, 

*  As  Priam  was  for  all  hu  valiant  sons. 

I'll  bear  thee  hence ;  and  let  them  fight  that  will. 
For  I  have  murder'd  where  I  should  not  kill. 

[Exit^  with  the  body. 

*  K.  Hen.  Sad-hearted  men,  much  oreigone  with 

care. 
Here  sits  a  king  mora  wofiil  than  yon  are. 

Alarumt:  Exeunions.    £nler  Queen  Maigaret, 
Prinee  qf  Wales,  and  Exeter. 

Prinee.  Fly.  fether,  fly !  for  all  yoor  friends 
are  flea, 

*  And  Warwick  rages  like  a  chafed  bull : 
Away !  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  purauit 

*  Q.  Mar.  Mount  you,  my  lord,  towards  Ber- 

wick post  amain : 
Edward  and  Kichard,  like  a  brace  of  greyhounds 

*  Having  the  fearful  flying  hare  in  sight, 

*  With  fieiy  eyes,  speirklinK  for  vei^  wrath, 
And  bloody  steel  grasp'ain  their  ireful  bands. 
Are  at  our  backs ;  ana  therefore  hence  amain. 

*  Exe.  Away !  for  vengeance  comes  along  with 

them: 

*  Nay,  stay  not  to  exjpostulate,  make  speed ; 
Ghr  else  come  after,  rll  away  before. 

'  K.  Hen.  Nay,  take  me  with  thee,  good  sweet 

Exeter; 
Not  that  I  fear  to  stay,  but  love  to  go 

*  Whither  the  queen  intends.    Forward;  away! 

[Exeunt 

SCEJ^E  VL^The  tanm.  A  loud  aUurwn,  En- 
terOiibrd,  wounded. 

Otf.  Here  bums  my  candle  out,  ay,  here  it  dies. 
Which,  while  it  lasted,  gave  king  Henry  light 
O,  Lancaster !  I  fear  thy  overthrow, 
More  than  my  body's  pSuting  with  my  sonl. 
Mv  love,  ana  fear,  glew'd  many  friends  to  thee ; 

*  And,  now  I  fall,  thy  tough  commixtures  melt. 
Impairing  Heniy,  streng&'ning  mis-proud  York, 
The  common  ooople  swarm  like  summer  flies : 
And  whither  fly  the  gnats,  but  to  the  sun  ? 
And  who  shines  now  but  Heme's  enemies  ? 

O  Phoebus!  hadst  thou  never  given  consent 
That  Phaeton  should  check  thy  fieir  steeda. 
Thy  burning  car  never  had  scorch'd  the  earth . 
And,  HeniT,  hadst  thou  swav'd  as  kings  should  do, 
Or  as  thy  /ather,  and  his  fether,  did, 
Giving  no  ground  unto  the  house  of  York, 

*  They  never  then  had  sprang  like  summer  flies ; 

*  I,  and  ten  thousand  in  this  luckless  realm, 
Had  left  no  mourning  widows  for  our  death, 
And  thou  this  day  hadst  kept  thy  chair  in  peace. 
For  what  doth  cherish  weeds  but  gentle  air  ? 

*  And  what  makes  robbers  bold,  but  too  mocb 

lenity.' 

(S)  Carefiil  of  obsequiet,  or  fimeial  ritei. 
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BoodflM  are  plaints,  and  careless  are  my  wounds ; 

*  No  way  to  Uy,  nor  strength  to  hold  oat  flig^ht 
The  foe  is  merciless,  and  will  not  pity ; 
For,  at  their  hand*,  I  have  deserrM  no  pity. 

*  The  air  hath  got  into  my  deadly  wounds, 
And  much  effuse  of  blood  doth  make  me  faint : — 
Come,  York,  and  Richard,  Warwick,  and  the  rest ; 

*  I  stabb*d  your  father's  bosom,  split  my  breast 

\HtfoinU. 

Alarum  and  RttreaL    EmUr  Edward,  George, 
Richard,  Montague,  Warwick,  wnd  soidiera. 

^Ednol  Now  breathe  we,  lords;  good  fortune 
bids  us  pause, 
■  And  smooth  the  fromis  of  war  with  peaceful 
looks.— 

*  Some  troops  pursue  the  bloody-minded  queen ; — 

*  That  led  cahn  Heniy,  though  he  were  a  king, 
'  As  dodi  a  sail,  fillM  with  a  fretting  gust, 

'  Command  an  argosy  to  stem  the  waves. 

« But  think  you,  brds,  that  Clifford  fled  with  them 

Wear,  No,  *tis  impossible  he  should  escape : 
For,  thouirh  before  his  face  I  speak  the  words, 
Your  brother  Richard  markM  him  for  the  gii^ve : 
'  And,  wheresoever  he  is,  he*s  surely  dead. 
[CL-    • 
soul 
Icive  } 


Eiw.  Whose  soul  is  that  whi< 


Clifford  rroans^  and  dies. 
ich  takes  her  heavy 


Rieh.  A  deadly  groan,  like  life  and  death's  de- 

jparting.t 
Edw.  See  who  it  is:  and,  now  the  battle's  ended, 
If  fnend,  or  foe,  let  him  be  gently  us'd. 
*/2tcA.   Revoke  that  doom  A  mercy,  for  'tis 
Clifford; 
'  Who  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  branch 
'  In  hewing  Rutland  when  his  leaves  put  forth, 
'  But  set  his  murdering  knife  unto  the  root 
*FrQm  whence  that  tender  spray  did   sweetly 
spring, 

*  I  mean  our  princely  father,  duke  of  York. 

War.  From  off  the  gates  of  York  fetch  down  the 
head. 
Your  father's  head,  which  Clifford  placed  there : 

*  Instead  whereof^  let  thb  supply  the  room ; 
Measure  for  measure  must  be  answered. 

Edw.  Bring  forth  that  fatal  screech^ywl  to  our 
house, 

*  That  nothing  sung  but  death  to  us  and  ours : 

*  Now  death  shall  stop  his  dismal  threatening  sound, 
'  And  his  ill-boding  tongue  no  more  shall  speak. 

lAtUndants  bring  the  body  Jortoard. 
War.  I  tnink  his  understanding  is  bereft: — 
Speak,  Clifford,  dost  thou  know  who  speaks  to 

thee?— 
Dark  cloudy  death  o'ershades  his  beams  of  life. 
And  he  nor  sees,  nor  hears  us  what  we  say. 

lUeh.  O,  'would  he  did !  and  so,  perhaps,  he  doth: 
<  vTis  but  his  policy  to  counterfeit, 

*  Because  he  would  avoid  such  bitter  taunts, 

*  Which  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  father. 

Gto.  If  so  thou  think'st,  vex  him  with  eager 

words.3 
A'c/L  Clifford,  ask  mercy,  and  obtain  no  grace.* 
£ciio.  Clifford,  repent  in  bootless  penitence. 
War.  Clifford,  devise  excuses  for  thy  faults. 
Ota   While  we  devise  fell  tortures  for  thy  fitults 
*  RiJl  Thou  didst  bve  York,  and  I  am  son  to 

York. 
Edw.  Thou  pitied'st  Rutland,  I  will  pity  thee. 
Qto.  Where's  captain  Margaret,  to  fence  you 


Si 


1)  For  separation. 

1)  Sour  words ;  words  of  asperity.     (3)  Favour. 


War,  They  mock  thee, Clifford!  swear  as  thoo 

wast  wont 
^Rick.  What,  not  an  oath?  nay,  then  the  world 

goes  hard, 

*  When  Clifford  cannot  spare  his  friends  an  oath:— 
I  know  hj  that,  he's  dead ;  And,  by  my  soul, 

'  If  this  right  hand  would  buy  two  hours'  life. 
That  I  in  all  despite  might  rail  at  him, 

*  This  hand  should  chop  it  off;  and  with  the  is- 

suing blood 
Stifle  the  villam,  whose  unstaunched  thirst 
York  and  young  Rutland  could  not  satisfy. 

War.  kj,  but  he's  dead :  Off  with  the  traitor's 

head. 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  father's  stands. — 
And  now  to  London  with  triumphant  march. 
There  to  be  crowned  England's  royal  king. 

*  From  whence  shall  Warwick  cut  the  sea  to  France, 
And  ask  the  lady  Bona  for  thy  queen : 

So  shalt  thou  sinew  both  these  lands  together; 

*  And,  having  France  thy  friend,  thmi  shalt  not 

dread 
The  scatter'd  foe,  that  hopes  to  rise  again; 
For  though  they  cannot  greatly  sting  to  hurt. 
Yet  look  to  have  them  buzz,  to  ofiend  thine  ears. 
First  will  I  see  the  coronation; 
'  And  then  to  Britany  I'll  cross  the  sea. 
To  effect  this  marriage,  so  it  please  my  lord. 
Edw.  Even  as  thou  wilt,  sweet  Warwick,  ietit  be : 

*  For  on  thy  shoulder  do  I  build  my  seat ; 

*  And  never  will  I  undertake  the  tmng, 

*  Wherein  thy  counsel  and  ccmsent  is  wanting. — 

*  Richard,  I  will  create  thee  duke  of  Gloster : — 

*  And  George,  of  Clarence ; — Warwick,  as  ouiself^ 

*  Shall  do,  and  undo,  as  him  pleaseth  best 

Bick.  Let  me  be  duke  of  Clarence ;  Gcoige,  of 
Gloster; 
For  Gloster's  dukedom  is  too  ominous. 

War.  Tut,  that's  a  foolish  observation; 
Richard,  be  duke  of  Gloster:  Now  to  London, 
To  see  these  honours  b  possession.  [ExwnL 


ACT  III. 

SCEIfE  J.— A  duue  in  Hu  north  of  England. 
Enter  two  Keepers,  irith  erou-bcwe  in  iheit 
hands. 

*  1  Keep.  Under  this  thick-grown  brake^  we'll 

shroud  ourselves ; 
*■  For  throu^  this  laund<  anon  dw  deer  will  come ; 
'  And  in  this  covert  will  we  make  our  stand, 

*  Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  deer. 

*  2  Keep.  I'll  stay  above  the  hill,  so  both  may 

shoot 
*ljre».  That  cannot  be;  the  noise  of  thy  crots- 

*  Will  scare  the  herd,  and  so  my  shoot  is  lost 

*  Here  stand  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  best : 

*  And,  for  the  time  shall  not  seem  tedious, 

*  I'll  tell  thee  what  befell  me  on  a  day, 

*  In  this  self-place  where  now  we  mean  to  stand. 

*  2  Keep.  Here  comes  a  man,  let's  stay  till  he  be 

past 

Enter  Henij,  disguised,  with  a  prayer-book, 

K  Hen.  From  Scotland  am  I  stol'n,  even  of 
pure  love, 

*  To  greet  mine  own  land  with  my  wishful  sight 
'  No,  Hany,  Hany,  'tis  no  land  of  thine ; 

(4)  Thicket 

^5)  A  plain  extended  between  woods. 
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•  Thj  place  18  filPd,  thy  sceptre  wrung  from  thee, 

•  Thy  balm   waahM  off,   wherewith  thou  waat 

anointed : 
No  bending  knee  will  call  thee  Csesar  now, 

•  No  humble  suitors  press  to  speak  for  right, 

*  No,  not  a  man  comes  for  redress  of  thee ; 
For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  myself? 

*  1  Keep.  Ay,  here*sa  deer  whose  skin's  a  keeper's 

fee: 
'  This'  is  the  quondam  king ;  let's  seize  upon  him. 

*  K.  Hen.  Let  me  embrace  these  sour  adversities; 

•  For  wise  men  say,  it  is  the  wisest  course. 

*  2  Keep.  Why  linger  we?  let  us  lay  hands  upon 

him. 

*  1  Keep.  Forbear  a  while ;  we'll  hear  a  little 

more. 
K.  Hen.  My  queen,  and  son,  are  gone  to  France 
for  aid ; 
And,  as  I  hear,  the  great  commanding  Warwick 

*  Is  thither  gone,  to  crave  the  French  king's  sister 
'  To  wife  for  Edward :  If  this  news  be  true, 

*  Poor  queen,  and  son,  your  labour  is  but  lost ; 

•  For  Warwick  is  a  subtle  orator, 

•  And  Lewis  a  prince  soon  won  with  moving  words. 
'  By  this  account,  then,  Margaret  may  win  liim ; 

'  For  she's  a  woman  to  be  pitied  much : 

»  Her  sighs  will  make  a  battery  in  his  breast ; 

•  Her  tears  will  pierce  into  a  marble  heart ; 

•  The  tieer  will  be  mild,  while  she  doth  mourn ; 

•  And  Nero  will  be  tainted  with  remorse, 

*  To  hear,  and  see,  her  plaints,  her  brinish  tears. 

•  Ay,  but  she's  come  to  beg ;  Warwick,  to  give : 
She,  on  his  left  side,  craving  aid  for  Henry ; 
He,  on  his  right,  asking  a  wife  for  Edward. 
She  weeps,  and  says— her  Henry  is  depos'd ; 
He  smiles,  and  says — his  Edward  is  install'd ; 

•  That  she,  poor  wretch,  for  grief  can  speak  no 

more: 
•Whiles  Warwick  tells  his   title,  smooths  the 
wrong, 

•  Inferreth  argunoents  of  mighty  strength ; 

*  And,  in  conclusion,  wins  the  king  from  her, 
»  With  promise  of  his  sister,  and  what  else, 

♦  To  strengthen  and  support  king  Eid ward's  place. 

*  O  Margaret,  thus  'twill  be ;  and  thou,  poor  soul, 

*  Art  then  forsaken,  as  thou  went'st  forlorn. 

2  Keep.  Say,  what  art  thou,  that  talk'st  of  kings 

and  oueens  ? 
'  K.  Hen.  More  than  I  seem,  and  less  than  I  was 

bom  to: 

*  A  man  at  least,  for  less  I  should  not  be ; 
And  men  may  talk  of  kings,  and  why  not  I  ? 

*  2  Keep.  Ay,  but  thou  talk'st  as  if  thou  wcrt  a 

king. 

*  K.  Hen.  Why,  so  I  am,  in  mind ;  and  that's 

enough. 
2  Keep.  But,  if  thou  be  a  king,  where  is  thy 

crown? 
K.  Hen.  My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my 

head ; 

*  Not  deck'd  with  diamonds,  and  Indian  stones, 
•Nor  to  be  seen :  *  my  crown  is  call'd,  content ; 
'  A  crown  it  is,  that  seldom  kings  enjoy. 

*  2  Keep.  Well,  if  you  be  a  king  crown'd  with 

content, 
Yonr  crown  content,  and  you,  must  be  contented 

*  To  go  along  with  us :  for,  as  we  think, 

'  You  are  the  king,  king  Ekiward  hath  depos'd ; 

*  And  we  his  subjects,  sworn  in  all  alliance, 
*WilI  apprehend  you  as  his  enemy. 

*  K.  Hen.  But  did  you  never  swear,  and  break 

an  oath? 

*  2  Keep.  No,  never  such  an  oath,  nor  will  not 

nofir. 


^K.  Hen.  Where  did  you  dwell,  when  I  was 
king  of  England  ? 

*  2  Keep.  Here  in  this  country,  wnere  we  now 

remain. 

*  K.  Hen.  I  was  anointed  king  at  nine  roonthf 

old; 

*  My  fether  and  my  grandfather,  were  kings ; 

*  And  you  were  sworn  true  subjects  unto  me  : 

*  And,  tell  me  then,  have  you  not  broke  your 
oaths? 

nKeep.l^o; 
For  we  were  subjects,  but  while  you  were  kin*. 

*  K.  Hen.  Why,  am  I  dead  ?  do  I  not  breathe 
a  man? 

*  Ah,  simple  men,  you  know  not  what  you  swear. 

*  Look,  as  I  blow  this  feather  from  my  face, 

*  And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again, 

*  Obeying  with  my  wind  when  I  do  blow, 

*  Ana  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows, 

*  Commanded  always  by  the  greater  gust ; 

*  Such  is  the  lightness  of  you  common  men. 

*  But  do  not  break  your  oaths ;  for,  of  that  urn 

*  My  mild  entreaty  shall  not  make  you  guilty. 

*  Go  where  you  will,  the  king  diall  be  commanded ; 
»  And  be  you  kings ;  command,  and  I'll  obey. 

*  1  Keep.  We  are  true  subjects  to  the  king,  king 

Edward. 

*  K.  Hen.  So  would  you  be  again  to  Henry, 

*  If  he  were  seated  as  kmg  Edward  is. 

1  Keep.  We  charge  you,  in  God's  name,  and  in 
the  king's. 
To  go  with  us  unto  the  officers. 

*  K.  Hen.  In  God's  name,  lead ;  your  king's  name 

be  obey'd . 

*  And  what  God  will,  then  let  your  king  perform; 

*  And  what  he  will,  I  humbly  yield  unto. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJVE  //.—London.  A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  King  Edward,  Gloster,  Clarence,  and 
Lady  Grey. 

*  K.  Edw.  Brother  of  Gloster,  at  Saint  Albans* 

field 

*  This  lady's  husband,  sir  John  Grey,  was  slain, 
His  lands  then  seiz'd  on  by  the  conqueror: 
Her  suit  is  now,  to  repossess  those  lands ; 

*  Which  we  in  justice  cannot  well  deny. 
Because  in  quarrel  of  the  house  of  York 

The  worthy  gentleman  did  lose  his  life. 
Glo.  Your  highness  shall  do  well,  to  grant  her 
suit; 

*  It  were  dishonour,  to  deny  it  her. 

K.  Edw.  It  were  no  less ;  but  yet  I'll  make  a 

pause.  / 

•Gte.  Yea!  is  it  so? 
I  see  the  lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant. 
Before  the  kmg  will  grant  her  humble  suit. 
Clar.  He  knows  the  game ;  How  true  he  keens 
the  wind!  \ Aside. 

Glo.  Silence!  [Aside. 

*  K.  Edw.  Widow,  we  will  consider  of  your  suit ; 

*  And  come  some  other  time,  to  know  our  mind. 

*  L.  Grey.  Right  gracious  lord,  I  caiuiot  tnwk 

delay : 
May  it  please  your  highness  to  resolve  me  now ; 
And  what  your  pleasure  is,  shall  satisfy  me.' 
*Glo.  [Aside.]  Ay,  widow?  then  I'll  warrant 
you  all  your  lands, 

*  An  if  what  pleases  him,  shall  pleasure  you. 
Fight  closer,  or,  good  faith,  you'll  catch  a  blow. 

*  C^ar.  I  fear  her  not,  unless  she  chance  to  full. 

[Aiide. 

*  Glo.  God  forbid  that !  for  he'll  take  vanta^i^ 

[Aiulc 
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*  K.  Edw.  Hem  many  children  hast  thoa,  widow  ? 

tell  me. 
Oar.  1  think,  be  means  to  beg  a  child  of  her. 

[Aside. 

Qlo.  Nay,  whip  me  then ;  he'll  rather  rive  her 

two.  [Aside. 

L.  Grey.  Three,  my  most  gracious  lord. 

Glo.  You  shall  have  four,  if  you*ll  be  rul'd  by  him. 

[Aside. 

*  K,  Edw.  *Twere  pity,  they  should  lose  their 

father's  land. 
L,  Grey.  Be  pitiful,  dread  lord,  and  grant  it 

then. 
K.  Edw.  Lords,  give  us  leave;  Pll  try  this 

widow's  wit 
Glo.  AVf  good  leave!  have  you,  for  you  will  have 
leave, 
*  Till  youth  take  leave,  and  leave  you  to  the  crutch. 
[Glo.  and  Clar.  retire  to  the  other  side. 

*  K.  Edw.  Now  tell  me,  madam,  do  you  love 

your  children  f 

*  L.  Grey.  Ay,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  myself. 

*  K.  Edw.  And  would  you  not  do  much,  to  do 

them  {good.' 

*  L.  Grey.  To  do  them  good,  I  would  sustain 

some  harm. 

*  K.  Edw,  Then  get  your  husband's  lands,  to  do 

thenigood. 

*  L.  Grey.  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  majesty. 
K.  Edw.  I'll  tell  you  how  these  lands  arc  to  bie  got. 

*  L.  Grey.  So  shall  you  bind  me  to  your  highness' 

service. 

*  K.  Edw.  what  service  wilt  thou  do  me,  if  I 

give  them  } 

*  L.  Grey.  What  you  command,  that  rests  in  me 

to  do. 

*  K.  Edw.  But  yon  will  take  exceptions  to  my 

boon. 

*  L.  Grey.  No,  gracious  lord,  except  I  cannot 

doit 

*  K.  Edw.  Ay,  but  thou  canst  do  what  I  mean 

to  ask. 

*  L.  Grey.  Why,  then  I  will  do  what  your  grace 

commands. 

*  GU).  He  plies  her  hard ;  and  much  rain  wears 

the  marble.  [Aside. 

*  dor.  As  red  as  fire !  nay,  then  her  wax  must 

melt  [Aside. 

L.  Grey.  Why  stops  my  lord .'  shall  I  not  hear 

my  task .' 
K.  Edw.  An  easy  task ;  *tis  but  to  love  a  king. 
L.  Grey.  That's  soon  perform'd,  because  1  am 

a  subject 
K.  Edw.  "VVhy  then,  thy  husband's  lands  I  freely 

give  thee. 
L.  Grey.  I  take  my  leave  with  many  thousand 

thanks. 
Gh,  The  match  is  made ;  she  'seals  it  with  a 

curt'sy. 

*  K.  Edw.  But  stay  thee,  'tis  the  fruits  of  love  I 
I  mean. 

*  L.  Grey.  The  fruits  of  love  I  mean,  my  loving 

liege. 

*  K.  Edw.  Ay,  but,  I  fear  me,  in  another  sense. 
What  love,  think'st  thou,  I  sue  so  much  to  get  ? 

*  L.  Grey.  My  love  till  death,  my  humble  thanks, 

my  prayers ; 
That  love,  which  virtue  begs,  and  virtue  grants. 
K.  Edw.  No,  by  my  trot^  I  did  not  mean  such 
love. 

*  L.  Grey.  Why,  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought 

you  did. 

(1   This  phrase  implies  readine$0  of  assent 


*  K.  Edw.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  n^ 

mind. 

*  L.  Grey.  My  mind  will  never  grant  what  I 

perceive 

*  Your  highness  aims  at,  if  I  aim  aright 

K.  Edw.  To  tell  thee  plain,  I  aim  to  lie  with  thee. 

*  L.  Grey.  To  tell  you  plain,  I  had  rather  he 

in  prison. 
K.  Edw.    Why,  then  thou  shalt  not  have  thy 

httsband's  lands. 
L.  Grey.  WTiy,  then  mine  honesty  shall  be  my 

dower; 
For  by  that  loss  I  will  not  purchase  them. 

*  K.  Edw.  Therein  thou  wrong'st  thy  children 

mi&:htily. 
L.  Ctrey.  Herein  your  highness  wrongs  both  them 
and  me. 
But,  mirh^  lord,  this  meny  inclination 

*  Accords  not  wi^  the  sadness^  of  my  suit ; 
Please  you  dismiss  me,  either  with  ay,  or  now 

K.  Kdw.  Ay ;  if  thou  wilt  say  ay,  to  my  request : 
No ;  if  thou  dost  say  no,  to  my  demand. 
L.  Grey.  Then,  no,  my  lord.    My  suit  is  at  an 
end. 

*  Glo.  The  widow  likes  him  not,  she  knits  her 

brows.  [Aside. 

Clar,  He  is  the  bluntest  wooer  in  Christendom. 

[Aside. 

<  K.  Edw.  [Aside.]  Her  looks  do  argue  ber  re- 
plete with  modes^ ; 

*  Her  words  do  show  her  wit  incomparable ; 
All  her  perfections  challenge  sovereignty: 

One  way,  or  other,  she  is  for  a  king ; 
And  she  shall  be  my  love,  or  else  my  queen. — 
Say,  that  kine  Edward  take  thee  for  hb  queen  } 
L.  Greu.  'Tis  better  said  than  done,  my  gradooi 

I  am  a  subject  fit  to  jest  withal. 
But  far  unfit  to  be  a  sovereign. 
K.  Edw.  Sweet  widow,  by  my  state  I  awear  lo 
thee, 
I  speak  no  more  than  what  my  soul  intends ; 
And  that  is,  to  enjov  thee  for  my  love. 
L.  Grey.  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield 
unta 

*  I  know,  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  queen ; 
And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  concubine. 

K.  Edw.  You  cavil,  widow;  I  did  mean,  my 

queen. 
L.  Grey.  'Twill  grieveyourgrace,  my  sons  should 

call  you — father. 
K.  Edw.  No  more,  than  when  thy  dat^htera 
call  thee  mother. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  and  thou  hast  some  children ; 
And,  by  God's  mother,  I,  being  but  a  bachelor, 
Have  other  some  :  why,  'tis  a  happy  thing 
To  be  the  father  unto  many  sons. 
'  Answer  no  more,  for  thou  shalt  be  my  queen. 
Glo.  The  ghostly  father  now  hath  done  his  shriA. 

[Aside. 

Clar.  When  he  was  made  a  shriver,  'twas  for 

shift  [Asids, 

K.  Edw.  Brothers,  yon  muse  what  chat  we  two 

have  had. 

*  Glo.  The  widow  likes  it  not,  for  she  looks  sad. 
K.  Edw.  You'd  think  it  strange  if  I  should  many 

her. 
Clar.  To  whom,  my  lord  } 
K.  Edw.  Why,  Clarence,  to  mvsel£ 

Glo.  That  would  be  ten  days'  wonder,  at  the  leeflt 
CSor.  That's  a  day  longer  than  a  wonder  lasts. 
'  Glo.  hy  so  much  is  tt^  wonder  in  extremes. 

(2)  The  seriousness. 
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K.  Edw.  Well,  jest  oo,  brothers :  I  can  tell  jaa 
both, 
Her  foit  is  granted  for  her  husband's  lands. 

Enter  a  Nobleman. 

JVb6.  My  gracious  lord,  Heniy  your  foe  is  taken, 

*  And  brought  your  prisoner  to  your  palace  gate. 

K,  Edw.   See,  that  he  be  conveyM  unto  the 
Tower  :— 

*  And  go  we,  brothers,  to  the  man  tiiat  took  him, 

*  To  question  of  his  apprehension. — 

*  Widow,  go  you  alon^ ; — Lords,  use  her  honourable. 

[Exeunt  King  Eaward,  Lady  Grey,  Clarence, 
and  Lord. 
Olo.  Ay,  Edward  will  use  women  honourably. 

*  Would  he  were  wasted,  marrow,  bones,  and  all, 

*  That  from  his  loins  no  hopeful  branch  may  spring, 

*  To  cross  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for .' 

*  And  yet,  between  my  soul^s  desire,  and  me, 

*  (The  lustful  Edwara's  title  buried,) 

*  Is  Clarence,  Heniy,  and  his  son  young  Edward, 
'  And  all  the  unlookM-for  issue  of  their  bodies, 

<  To  take  their  rooms,  ere  I  can  place  myself: 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  puipose  ! 

*  Why,  then  I  do  but  dream  on  sovereign^ ; 

*  Like  one  that  stands  upon  a  pnomontoiy, 

*  And  spies  a  far-off  shore  where  he  would  tread, 

*  Wishing  his  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye ; 

*  And  chides  the  sea  that  sunders  him  from  thence, 

*  Saying — he*ll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way : 

*  So  do  I  wish  the  crown,  being  so  far  off; 

*  And  so  I  chide  the  means  that  keep  me  from  it ; 

*  And  so  I  say — 1*11  cut  the  causes  off, 

*  Flatterii^  me  with  impossibilities. — 

*  My  eye*s  too  quick,  my  heart  o'erweens  too  much, 

*  Unless  my  hand  and  strength  could  equal  them. 

*  Well,  say  there  is  no  kingaom  then  for  Richard ; 

*  What  other  pleasure  can  the  world  afford  f 
'  V\\  make  my  neaven  in  a  lady's  lap, 

*  And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments. 

And  witch  sweet  ladies  with  my  words  and  looks. 

*  O  miserable  thought !  and  more  unlikely, 

*  Than  to  accomplish  twen^  golden  crowns ! 
Why,  love  forswore  me  in  my  mother's  womb : 

*  And,  for  I  should  not  deal  m  her  soft  laws, 

*  She  did  corrupt  frail  nature  with  some  bribe 

*  To  shrink  mine  arm  up  like  a  withered  shrub ; 

*  To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back, 
Where  sits  deformity  to  mock  my  body ; 

'  To  shape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  size ; 

*  To  disproportion  me  in  eveiy  part, 

*  Like  to  a  chaos,  or  an  unlickM  bear-whelp, 

*  That  carries  no  impression  like  the  dam. 
And  am  I  then  a  man  to  be  belov'd  f 

'  O  monstrous  fault,  to  harbour  such  a  thought ! 

*  Then,  since  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me, 

*  But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o'erliear  such 

*  As  are  of  better  person  than  myself, 

*  rU  make  my  heaven — to  dream  upon  the  crown ; 

*  And,  whiles  I  live,  to  account  this  world  but  hell, 

*  Until  my  misshaped  trunk  that  bears  this  head, 

*  Be  round  impaled^  with  a  glorious  crown. 

*  And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  crown, 

*  For  msiny  lives  stand  between  me  and  home : 

*  And  I, — like  one  lost  in  a  thorny  wood, 

*  That  rents  the  thorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  thorns; 

*  Seeking  a  way,  and  straying  from  the  way ; 

*  Not  knowine  how  to  find  the  open  air, 

*  But  toiling  desperately  to  find  it  out, — 

*  Tonnent  myself  to  catch  the  English  crown : 

*  And  from  that  torment  I  will  free  myself, 

*  Or  hew  ipy  way  out  with  a  bloody  axe. 

(1)  Encircled. 


Why,  I  can  smile,  and  murder  while  I  smile ; 
And  cry,  content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart; 

*  And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears, 

*  And  frame  my  face  to  all  occasions. 

*  VW  drown  more  sailors  than  the  mermaid  shall ; 

*  I'll  slay  more  gazers  than  the  basilisk ; 

*  I'll  play  the  orator  as  well  as  Nestor, 

*  Deceive  more  slily  than  Ulysses  could, 

*  And,  like  a  Sinon,  take  another  Troy : 
I  can  add  colours  to  the  cameleon ; 

*  Change  shapes,  with  Proteus,  for  advantages, 

*  And  set  the  murd'rous  Machiavel  to  schooL 
Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  crown  ?  ' 

Tut !  were  it  further  off,  HI  pluck  it  down.  [Exit 

SCEUSTE  ///.—France.  A  room  in  the  palace. 
JFVmriMh.  Enter  Lewis  ike  French  King,  and 
Lady  Bona,  attended;  the  king  takes  his  state. 
Then  enter  Queen  Man^aret,  Prince  Edward 
her  son,  and  ihe  Earl  q/^  Oxford. 

*  K.  Lew.  Fair  queen  of  England,  worthy  Mar- 

garet, \Bi8ing. 

*  Sit  down  with  us ;  it  ill  befits  thy  state, 

*  And  birth,  that  thou  should'st  stand,  while  Lewis 

doth  sit 

*  Q.  Mar.  No,  mighty  king  of  France ;  now 

Margaret 

*  Must  strike  ner  sail,  and  learn  a  while  to  serve, 

*  Where  kings  command.     I  was,  I  must  confess, 

*  Great  Albion's  queen  in  former  golden  days : 

*  But  now  mischance  hath  trod  my  title  down, 

*  And  with  dishonour  laid  me  on  the  ground ; 

*  Where  I  must  take  like  seat  unto  my  fortune, 

*  And  to  my  humble  seat  conform  myself. 

*  K.  Lew.  Why,  say,  fair  queen,  whence  springs 

this  deep  despair  ? 

*  Q.  Mar.  From  such  a  cause  as  fills  mine  eyes 

with  tears, 

*  And  stops  my  tongue,  while  heart  is  drown'd  in 

cares. 

*  K.  Lew.  Whate'er  it  be,  be  thou  still  like  thyself, 

*  And  sit  thee  by  our  side :  yield  not  thy  neck 

[Stats  her  by  him. 

*  To  fortune's  yoke,  but  let  thy  dauntless  mmd 

*  Still  ride  in  triumph  over  all  mischance. 

*  Be  plain,  queen  Margaret,  and  tell  thy  erief ; 

*  It  snail  be  eas'd,  if  France  can  yield  refief. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Those  gracious  words  revive  my 

drooping  thoughts, 

*  And  gpve  my  toi^ue-tied  sorrows  leave  to  speak. 

*  Now,  therefore,  be  it  known  to  noble  Lewis,— 

*  ThAt  Heniy,  sole  possessor  of  my  love, 

*  Is,  of  a  king,  become  a  banish'd  man, 

*  And  forc'd  to  live  in  Scotland  a  forlorn ; 

*  While  proud  ambitious  Edward,  duke  of  York, 

*  Usurps  the  regal  title,  and  the  seat 

»  Of  England^  true-anointed  lawful  king. 

*  This  is  the  cause,  that  I,  poor  Margaret, — 

*  With  this  ray  son,  prince  Edward,  Henry's  heir,— 

*  Am  come  to  crave  thy  just  and  lawful  aid  ; 
'  And,  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hope  is  done : 

*  Scotland  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  help; 

*  Our  people  and  our  peers  are  both  misled, 

*  Our  treasure  seiz'd,  our  soldiers  put  to  flight, 

*  And,  as  thou  see'st,  ourselves  in  neavy  pnght 

*  K.  Leio.  Renowned  queen,  with  patience  calm 

the  storm, 

*  While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  off 

*  Q.  Mar.  The  more  we  stay,  the  stronger  grows 

our  foe. 

*  K.  Lew.  The  more  I  stay,  the  more  I'll  soccoor 

thee. 

*  Q.  Mar.  O,  but  impatience  waiteth  no  true 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


72 


THIRD  PART  OF  KING  HENRY  VL 


Act  in. 


*  And  see,  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  sorrow. 

Enter  Warwick,  attended. 

*  K.  Lew.  What's  he,  approacbeth  boldly  to  our 

presence  ? 

Q.  Mar.  Our  earl  of  Warwick,  Edward's  great- 
est friend. 

K.  Lew.  Welcome,  brave  Warwick !  What 
brings  thee  to  France  } 

[Descending  from  his  state^  Queen  Mar.  rises. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Ay,  now  begins  a  second  storm  to  rise ; 

*  For  this  is  he,  that  moves  both  wind  and  tide. 

*  War.  From  worthy  Edward,  king  of  Albion, 
My  lord  and  sovereign,  and  thy  vowed  friend, 

I  come, — in  kindness,  and  unfeigned  love, — 
First  to  do  greetings  to  thy  royal  person; 
And,  then,  to  crave  a  league  of  amity ; 
And,  lastly,  to  confirm  that  amity 
With  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  vouchsafe  to  grant 
That  virtuous  lady  Bona,  thy  fair  sister. 
To  Elngland's  king  in  lawful  marriage. 

*  Q.  Mar.  If  that  go  forward,  Henry's  hope  19 

done. 
fVar.  And,  gracious  madam,  [TV)  Bona.]  in  our 
king's  behalf, 
I  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour. 
Humbly  to  kiss  your  hand,  and  with  my  tongue 
To  tell  the  passion  of  my  sovereign's  heart : 
Where  fame,  late  entering  at  his  heedful  ears, 
Hath  plac'd  thy  beauty's  unage,  and  thy  virtue. 
Q.  Mar.  King  Lewis, — and  lady  Bona, — hear 
me  speak, 
Before  you  answer  Warwick.     His  demand 

*  Springs  not  from  Edward's  well-meant  honest  love, 

*  But  from  deceit,  bred  by  necessity ; 

*  For  how  can  tyrants  safely  govern  home, 

*  Unless  abroad  they  purchase  great  alliance.' 

»  To  prove  him  tyrant,  this  reason  may  suffice, — 
»  That  Hennr  liveth  still :  but  were  he  dead. 
»  Yet  here  prmce  Edward  stands,  kin^  Henry's  son 

*  Look  therefore,  Lewis,  that  by  this  league  and 

marriage 

*  Thou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  dishonour 

*  For  though  usurpers  sway  the  rule  a  while, 

*  Yet  heavens  are  just,  and  time  suppresseth  wrongs. 

War.  Injurious  Margaret ! 

Prince.  And  why  not  queen  ? 

War.  Because  thy  father  Henry  did  usurp ; 
And  thou  no  more  art  prince,  than  she  is  queen. 

Oxf.  Then  Warwick  disannuls  great  John  of 
Gaunt, 
Which  did  subdue  the  greatest  part  of  Spain ; 
And,  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henry  the  Fourth, 

*  Whose  wisdom  was  a  mirror  to  the  wisest ; 
And,  after  that  wise  prince,  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Who  by  his  prowess  conquered  all  France : 
From  these  our  Henry  lineally  descends. 

War.  Oxford,  how  haps  it,  in  this  smooth  dis- 
course. 
You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  Sixth  hath  lost 
All  that  which  Henrj-  the  Fifth  had  gotten  } 
Methinks,  these  peers  of  France  should  smile  at  that 
But  for  the  rest, — You  tell  a  pedigree 
Of  threescore  and  two  years ;  a  silly  time 
To  make  prescription  for  a  kingdom's  worth. 
*  Oxf.  Whv,  VVarwick,  canst  thou  speak  against 
thy  liege, 

*  Whom  thou  obey'dst  thirty  and  six  years, 
And  not  bewray  thy  treason  with  a  blush  .' 

War.  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the  right. 
Now  buckler  falsehood  with  a  pedigree .' 
For  shame,  leave  Heniy,  and  call  Edward  king. 

(1)  Malice,  or  hatred.  I 


*  Oxf  Call  him  my  king,  by  whose  injurious  doom 

*  My  elder  brother,  the  lord  Aubrey  Vere, 

Wasi  done  to  death?  and  more  than  so,  my  father. 
Even  in  the  downfall  of  his  mellow'd  years, 
'  When  nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  death.' 
No,  Warwick,  no ;  while  life  upholds  this  arm, 
This  arm  upholdii  the  house  of  Lancaster. 

War.  And  I  the  house  of  York. 

K.  Lew.  Queen  Margaret,  prince  Eldward,  and 
Oxford, 

*  Vouchsafe,  at  our  request,  to  stand  aside, 

*  While  I  use  further  conference  with  Warwick. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Heaven  grant,  that  Warwick's  words 

bewitch  him  not ! 

[Retiring  with  the  Prince  and  Oxford. 

*  K.  Lew.  Now,  War^vick,  tell  me,  even  upon 

thy  conscience. 
Is  Edwara  your  true  king.'  for  I  were  loath, 

*  To  link  with  him  that  were  not  lawful  chosen. 

War.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  mine 

honour. 
K.  Lew.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  people's  eye.' 
War.  The  more,  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 
K.  Lexc.  Then  further, — all  ciissembling  set  aside, 
Tell  me  for  truth  the  measure  of  his  love 

*  Unto  our  sister  Bona. 

War.  Such  It  seems. 

As  may  beseem  a  monarch  like  himself. 
Myselt  have  often  heard  him  say,  and  swear, — 
That  this  his  love  was  an  eternal  plant ; 
Whereof  the  root  was  fix'd  in  virtue's  ground. 
The  leaves  and  fruit  maintain'd  with  b^uty'sson; 
Exempt  from  envy*,'  but  not  from  disdain, 
Unless  the  lady  Bona  auit  his  pain. 

K.  Lew.  Now,  sister,  let  us  hear  your  firm  resolve. 

Bona.  Your  grant,  or  your  denial,  shall  bo  mine : 
Yet  I  confess,  [To  War.]  that  often  ere  this  day, 
When  [  have  heard  your  king's  desert  recounted. 
Mine  ear  hath  tempted  iudgment  to  desire. 

^  K.  Lew.  Then,  Warwick,  thus, — Our  sistei 
shall  be  Edward's : 

*  And  now  forthwith  shall  articles  be  drawn 

*  Touching  the  jointure  that  your  king  must  make, 

*  Which  with  her  dowr}-  shall  be  counterpois'd : — 
Draw  near,  queen  Margaret ;  and  be  a  witness, 
That  Bona  shall  be  wife  to  the  Englijth  king. 

Prince.  To  Edward,  but  not  to  the  English  king. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Deceitful  Warwick  I  it  was  thy  device 

*  By  this  alliance  to  make  void  my  suit ; 

*  Before  tliy  coming,  Lewis  was  Henry's  friend. 

*  K.  Iaw.  And  still  is  friend  to  him  and  Maiv 

garet: 

*  But  if  your  title  to  the  crovm  be  weak,— 

*  As  may  appear  by  Edward's  good  success, — 

*  Then  'tis  but  reason,  that  I  be  releas'd 

*  From  giving  aid,  which  late  I  promised. 

*  Yet  shall  you  have  all  kindness  at  my  hand, 

*  That  your  estate  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 

War.  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland, at  his' ease; 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  he  can  lose. 
And  as  for  you  yourself,  our  qvondam  queen, — 
You  have  a  father  able  to  maintain  you  ; 
And  better  'twere,  you  troubled  him  than  Franco. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Peace,  impudent  and  shameless  War- 

wick, peace; 

*  Proud  setter-up  and  puller-down  of  kings  ! 

*  I  will  not  hence,  till  with  my  talk  and  tears, 

*  Both  full  of  truth,  I  make  king  Lewis  behold 

*  Thy  sly  convey ance,2  and  thy  lord's  false  love ; 

*  For  both  of  you  are  birds  of  self-same  feather. 

[A  horn  sounded  tnihrn. 
K.  Lew.  Warwick,  this  is  some  post  tous.or  thee. 

(2)  Juggling. 
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Enter  a  Mcssenget*. 

Mess.  My  lord  ambassador,  these  letters  are  for 
you; 
Sent  from  your  brother  marquis  Montague. 
These  from  our  king  unto  your  maiesty. — 
And,  madam,  these  for  you ;  from  whom,  I  know  not 
[To  MaT^r«t.     They  all  read  their  Utters. 
Ox/.  1  like  it  well,  that  our  fair  queen  and  mistreas 
Smiles  at  her  news,  while  Warwick  frowns  at  his. 
Prince.   Nay,  mark,  how  Lewis  stamps  as  he 
were  nettled : 

*  I  hope,  all's  for  the  best 

•  IL  Lew.  Warwick,  what  are  thy  news  ?  and 

yours,  fair  queen  ? 

•  Q.  Mar.  Mine,  such  as  fill  my  heart  with  un- 

hopM  joys. 
War.  Mine,  full  of  sorrow  and  heart's  discon 

tent. 
JL  Lew.  What !  has  your  king  married  the  lady 

Grey.^ 
«  And  now,  to  sooth  your  forgery  and  his, 

*  Sends  me  a  paper  to  persuade  me  patience  } 

•  Is  this  the  alliance  that  he  seeks  with  France? 

•  Dare  he  presume  to  scorn  us  in  this  manner .' 

•  Q.  Mikr.  I  told  your  majesty  as  much  before : 
This  proveth  Edwaid's  love,  and  Warwick's  hon- 
esty. 

War.  King  Lewis,  I  here  protest,— in  sight  of 
heaven. 
And  bv  the  hope  I  have  of  heavenly  bliss, — 
That  1  am  clear  from  this  misdeed  of  Edward's ; 
No  more  mv  king,  for  he  dishonours  me; 
But  most  himself,  if  he  could  see  his  shame,- 


Did  I  forget,  that  hy  the  house  of  York 
My  father  came  untimely  to  his  death  ? 
Kd  I  let  pass  the  abuse  done  to  my  niece  ? 
Did  I  impale  him  with  the  regal  crown? 
Did  I  put  Henry  from  his  native  right ; 

•  And  am  I  guerdon'd'  at  the  last  with  shame  ? 
»  Shame  on  himself !  for  my  desert  is  honour. 

*  And,  to  repair  my  honour  lost  for  him, 

*  I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry : 

*  My  noble  queen,  let  former  grudges  pass, 
And  henceforth  I  am  thy  true  servitor ; 
I  will  revensre  his  wrong  to  lady  Bona, 
And  replant  Henry  in  his  former  state. 

•  Q.  Mar.  Warwick,  these  words  have  tum'd 

my  hate  to  love ; 

*  And  I  forjifiva  and  quite  forget  old  faults, 

*  And  joy  that  thou  becom'st  king  Henry's  friend. 

War.   So  much  his  friend,  ay,  his  unfeigned 
friend. 
That,  if  king  Lewis  vouchsafe  to  furnish  as 
With  some  few  bands  of  chosen  soldiers, 
ril  undertake  to  land  them  on  our  coast. 
And  force  the  tyrant  from  his  seat  by  war. 
•Tw  not  his  new-made  bride  shall  succour  him : 

•  And  as  for  Clarence,— as  my  letters  tell  me, 
»  He's  very  likely  now  to  fall  from  him ; 

•  For  matching  more  for  wanton  lust  than  honour, 
»  Or  than  for  strength  and  safety  of  our  country. 

•  Bona.  Dear  brother,  how  shall  Bona  be  re- 

veng'd, 

♦  But  by  thy  help  to  this  distressed  queen  ? 

•  ^.  Mar.   Renowned  prince,  how  shall  poor 

Henry  live, 

•  Unless  thou  rescue  him  from  foul  despair? 

•  Bona.  My  quarrel,  and  this  EngUsh  queen's, 

are  one. 

•  War.  And  mine,  fidr  lady  Bona,  joins  with 

yours. 

(1)  Rewarded.  (2)  Fright 


•  K.  Lew.  And  mine,  with  hers,  and  thine,  and 

Margaret's. 
Therefore,  at  last,  I  firmly  am  resolv'd. 
You  shall  have  aid. 

•  Q.  Mar.  Let  me  give  humble  thanks  for  all  at 

once. 
K.  Lew.  Then  England's  messenger,  return  in 

post; 
And  tell  felse  Edward,  thy  supposed  king,— 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  sending  over  maskers, 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride  : 

*  Thou  seest  what's  past,  go  fear*  thy  king  withal. 
Bona.  Tell  him.  In  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower 

shortly, 
I'll  wear  the  willow  gariand  for  his  sake. 

q.  Mar.  Tell  him.  My  mourning  weeds  are  laid 
aside. 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on. 

War.  Tell  him  from  me.  That  he  hath  done  me 
wrong; 
And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him,  ere't  be  lone. 
There's  thy  reward:  be  gone.  [Exit  Mess. 

JC  Lew.  But,  Warwick,  thou. 

And  Oxford,  with  five  thousand  men. 
Shall  cross  the  seas,  and  bid  false  Eldward  battle  i 
»  And,  as  occasion  serves,  this  noble  queen 
«  And  prince  shall  follow  with  a  fresh  supply. 

*  Yet,  ere  thou  go,  but  answer  me  one  doubt ; — 

*  What  pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  loyalty  ? 

War.  Tills  shall  assure  my  constant  loyalty  :— 
That  if  our  queen  and  this  youne  prince  agree, 
I'll  join  mine  eldest  daughter,  and  my  ioy, 
To  him  forthwith  in  holy  wedlock  bands. 

q.  Mar.  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thank  you  for  your 
motion : — 

*  Son  Edward,  she  is  fair  and  virtuous, 

*  Therefore  delay  not,  give  thy  hand  to  Warwick; 

*  And,  with  thy  hand,  thy  faith  irrevocable, 
»  That  only  Warwick's  daughter  shall  be  thinii. 

*  Prince.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  she  well  de- 
serves it ; 

*  And  here,  to  pledge  my  vow,  I  give  my  hand. 
[He  gives  his  hand  to  Warwick. 

•  K.  Lew.  Why  stay  we  now  ?    These  soldiers 
shall  be  levied, 

«  And  thou,  lord  Bourbon,  our  high  admiral, 

*  Shall  waft  them  over  with  our  royal  fleet. — 

*  I  long,  till  Edward  fall  by  war's  mischance, 

*  For  mocking  marriage  with  a  dame  of  France. 
[Exeunt  all  hut  Warwick 

War.  I  came  from  Edward  as  ambassador. 
But  I  return  his  sworn  and  mortal  foe : 
Matter  of  marriage  was  the  charge  he  gave  me, 
But  dreadful  war  shall  answer  his  demand. 
Had  he  none  else  to  make  o  stale,'  but  me? 
Then  none  but  I  shall  turn  his  jest  to  sorrow. 
I  was  the  chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  crown, 
And  I'll  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again : 
Not  that  I  pity  Henrj's  misery, 
But  seek  revenge  on  Edward's  mockery.      [Exit 


ACT  IV. 

SCEJVE  7— London.    A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Gloster,  CUrence,  Somerset,  Montague, 
and  others. 
•  Glo.  Now  tell  roe,  brother  Clarence,  what  think 

you 
Of  this  new  marriage  with  the  hidy  Grey  ? 

r3)  A  stalking-horse,  a  pretence. 
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*  Haifa  not  our  brodier  made  a  wortfaj  cfaoioe? 

•  Oar,  Alas,  joa  know,  'tis  fiur  fram  heooe  to 

France; 

*  Hovr  could  be  staj  till  Warwick  made  retnm  ? 
* Som.  My  lords,  fi»bear  this  talk;  here  comes 

thekii^j;. 

Flourish,    Enter  King^  Edward,  aUended  ;  Lady 
Grej,  as  Qusm;  P^abroke,  Staflbrd,  Hastings, 
anaoihers, 
*Oh.  And  his  well-chosen  bride. 

•  Clar.  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainlj  what  I  think. 
*K,Edw.  Now,  brother  or  ClaMoce,  how  like 

joa  oar  choice, 

*  That  70a  stand  pensiTe,  as  half  malcontent.^ 

*  Oar,  As  well  as  Lewis  cf  France,  or  the  ear) 

of  Warwick ; 
Which  are  so  weak  of  coorage,  and  in  judgment, 

*  That  theT*ll  take  no  offence  at  oar  abuse. 

« K.  Edw.  Suppose  they  take  offence  without  a 
cause, 

*  Tliey  are  but  Lewis  and  Warwick ;  I  am  Edward, 
'  Your  kine  and  Warwick's,  and  must  have  mj  will. 

*  Glo.  And  you  shall  have  jour  will,  because 

our  kuig: 
Yet  hasfr  marriase  seldom  pRweth  well. 
K.  Elmo.  Yea,  brother  Richard,  are  jou  ofiended 

too.> 
'Gh.  NotI: 

*  No;  God  forbid,  that  I  should  wish  them  severed 

*  Whom  God  hath  join*d  together :  ay,  and  'twere 

To  sonder  them  that  yoke  so  well  together. 
*K,  Edw.  Setting  your  scorns,  and  your  mislike, 
aside, 

*  Tell  me  some  reason,  why  the  lady  Grey 

*  Should  not   become   my  wife,  and  England's 

queen: — 

*  And  Tou  too,  Somerwt,  and  Montague, 

*  Speak  freely  what  you  think. 

*  Clar,  Tfaen  this  is  my  opinion, — that  king  Lewis 

*  Becomes  your  enemy,  for  mocking  him 

*  About  the  marriage  of  the  lady  Bona. 

*  Qlo,  And  Warwick,  doing  what  you  gave  in 

charge, 

*  Is  now  dishonoured  by  this  new  marriage. 

«£  Edw.  What,  if  both  Lewis  and  Warwick 
beappeas'd, 

*  By  such  invention  as  I  can  devise  ? 

MofiU.  Yet  to  have  join'd  with  France  in  such  al> 
Uance, 

*  Would  more  have  strengthen'd  this  our  common' 
wealth, 

'Gainst  foreign  stonns,  than  any  home-bred  mar- 
riage. 

*  Hast  Why,  knows  not  Montague,  that  of  itself 

*  England  is  safe,  if  true  within  itself? 

•  MonL  Yes;  but  the  safer,  when  'tis  back'd 

with  France. 

•  Host  'TIS  better  using  France,  than  trusting 

France: 

*  Let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  dw  seas, 

*  Which  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable, 

*  And  with  their  helps  only  defend  ourselves ; 

*  In  them,  and  in  ourselves,  our  safepr  lies. 
Clar.  For  this  one  speech,  lord  Hastings  well 

deserves 

*  To  have  the  heir  of  the  lord  Hungerford. 

•  K.  Edw.  Ay,  what  of  that  f  it  was  my  will,  and 

*  And,  for  this  ouce,  my  will  shall  stand  for  law. 

(1)  The  heiress  of  great  estates  were  in  the  ward- 
ship of  the  king,  who  matched  them  to  his  favourites. 


*  do.  And  yet,  medunks,  your  grace  hath  not 

done  well, 
'  To  give  the  heir  and  daughter  of  lord  Scales 

*  Unto  the  brother  of  your  loving  bride ; 

*  She  better  would  have  fitted  me,  or  Clarence : 
But  in  your  bride  you  bury  brotherhood. 

*  Clar.  Or  else  you  would  not  have  bestow'd 

theheiri 
Of  the  lord  Bonville  on  your  new  wife's  son. 
And  leave  your  brothers  to  go  speed  elsewhere. 
K.  Edw.  Alas,  poor  Clarence !  is  it  for  a  wife. 
That  thou  art  malcontent  ?  I  will  provide  thee. 
'  Oar,  In  choosing  for  yourself,  you  show'd  your 

judgment; 
Which  being  shallow,  you  shall  nve  me  leave 
To  play  the  broker  in  mine  own  oehalf ; 
Ana,  to  that  end,  I  shortly  mind  to  leave  you. 
'  K.  Edw.  Leave  me,  or  tany,  Edward  will  be 
king* 

*  And  not  be  tied  unto  his  brother's  will. 
Q.  EUx.  My  lords,  before  it  pleasM  his  majesty 

*  To  raise  my  state  to  title  of  a  queen, 

*  Do  me  but  right,  and  you  must  all  confess 

*  That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  descent, 

*  And  meaner  Hbaa  myself  have  had  like  fortune. 

*  But  as  this  title  honours  me  and  mine, 

*  So  your  dislikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleasing, 

*  Do  cloud  my  ioys  with  danger  aVid  witn  sorrow. 

*  K.  Edw.  My  love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their 

frowns: 
What  danger,  or  what  sorrow,  can  befall  thee, 
So  long  as  Edward  is  thy  constant  friend. 
And  tl^ir  true  sovereign,  whom  they  must  obey? 

*  Nav,  whom  they  shall  obey,  and  love  thee  too, 

*  Unless  they  seek  for  hatred  at  my  hands : 

*  Which  if  Aey  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  safe. 
And  they  shall  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wrath. 

*  Glo,  I  hear,  yet  say  not  much,  but  think  the 

[Asids. 


£iil0r  a  Messenger. 

jr.  Edw.   Now,  messenger,  what  letters,  or 
what  news, 
From  France? 

*  Mtss.  My  sovereign  liege,  no  letters ;  and  few 

words, 

*  But  such  as  I,  without  your  special  pardon. 
Dare  not  relate. 

*  K.  Edw.  Go  to,  we  pardon  thee :  therefore, 

in  brief, 

*  Tell  me  their  words  as  near  as  thou  canst  guess 

them. 

*  What  answer  makes  king  Lewis  unto  our  letters  ? 

Mess.  At  my  depart,  tl^se  were  his  vciy  wor^  t 
Go  teU  false  Edward,  thy  supposed  king, — 
T%ii  Lewis  qf'  FVanee  is  seruUng  over  maskertf 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride. 

K.  Edw.  Is  Lewis  so  brave  ?  belike,  he  thinks 
me  Hennr. 

*  But  what  said  lady  Bona  to  my  marriage  ? 

Mess.  These  were  her  words,  utter'd  with  mild 
disdain; 
TVtf  htm,  in  hope  h^Uprofoe  a  widower  ^ortly^ 
ru  wear  tiie  wUlow  garland  for  his  sake. 

K.  Edw.  I  blame  not  her,  she  could  say  little  less ; 

*  She  had  the  wrong.  But  what  said  Heniy*s  queen  ? 

*  For  I  have  hean^  that  she  was  there  in  place.9 

Mess.  TdL  him,  quoth  she,  my  mourning  weeds 
are  done,* 
And  lam  ready  to  put  armour  on. 

*  K.  Edw.  Belike,  she  minds  to  play  the  Amazoik 
at  what  said  Warwick  to  these  mjuries  ? 


Buti 


(2)PKs«nt 


i  mjunes  f 
(3)  Thrown  ofll 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


SomtUl 


THIRD  PART  OF  KINO  HENRY  VL 


75 


*Mut.  He,  mora  incensM  agBiBst  yoar  majestj 
'  Than  all  the  rest,  dischargM  me  with  these  words ; 
7W/  him  from  m«,  thai  he  haih  done  me  wrongs 
And  therefore  PU  uncrown  Atm,  ereH  be  long. 

K.  Edw.  Ha!  durst  the  traitor  breathe  out  so 
proud  words  ? 

*  Well,  I  will  arm  me,  beine  thus  forewam*d : 

'  They  shall  have  wars,  and  pay  for  their  presump- 
tion. 

*  But  sajr,  is  Warwick  friends  with  Margaret  ? 

Mas.  Aj,  p«ciou8  sovereign ;  they  are  to  link*d 

ill  friendship,  ' 

'That young  prince  Edward  marries  Warwick's 

daugnter. 

Ckar,  Belike,  the  elder;  Clarence  will  have  the 

younger. 

*  Now,  brother  king,  farewell,  and  sit  you  fast, 

*  FcM'  I  will  hence  to  Warwick's  other  daughter : 

*  That,  though  I  want  a  kingdom,  yet  in  marriage 

*  I  may  not  prove  inferior,  to  yourself — 
Too,  that  love  me  and  Warwick,  follow  me. 

[Exit  Clarence,  and  Somerset  JbUowM. 
*Oio.  Not  I: 

*  My  thoughts  aim  at  a  further  noatter ;  I 

*  Stay  not  for  love  of  Edward,  but  the  crown.  [Ande. 
K.  Edw.  Clarence  and  Somerset  both  gone  to 

Warwick! 

*  Yet  am  I  arm*d  against  the  worst  can  happen ; 

*  And  haste  is  needful  in  this  desperate  case. — 

*  Pembroke,  and  Stafford,  you  in  our  behalf 

*  Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  war ; 

*  They  are  already,  or  quicklv  will  be  landed 

*  Myself  in  person  will  straight  follow  you. 

[Exettni  Pembroke  and  Stafford. 

*  But,  ere  I  go,  Hastings, — and  Montage, — 

*  Resolve  my  doubt     You  twain,  of  all  the  rest, 

*  Are  near  to  Warwick,  by  blood,  and  by  alliance : 

*  Tell  me,  if  you  love  Warwick  more  than  mc? 

*  If  it  be  so,  then  both  depart  to  him ; 

*  I  rather  wish  you  foes,  than  hollow  friends ; 

*  But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience, 

*  Give  me  assurance  with  some  friendly  vow, 

*  That  I  may  never  have  you  in  suspect 

Mont.  So  God  help  Montague,  as  he  proves  true ! 
Hast.   And  Hastmgs,  as  ne  favours  Edward's 
cause! 

*  K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  will  you  stand 

by  us? 
Glo.  Ay,  in  despite  of  all  that  shall  withstand  you. 

•  K.  Edw.  Why  so ;  then  am  I  sure  of  victoiy. 
'  Now  therefore  let  us  hence  ;  and  lose  no  hour, 

*  Till  we  meet  Warwick  with  his  foreign  power. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  Jl—A  plain  in  Warwickshire.  Enter 
Warwick  and  Oxford,  with  French  and  other 
forces. 

War.  Trust  me,  my  lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well ; 
The  common  people  by  numbers  swarm  to  us. 

Enter  Clarence  and  Somerset 
But  see,  where  Somerset  and  Clarence  come ; — 
Speak  suddenly,  my  lords,  are  we  all  friends.^ 
Ctar.  Fear  not  that,  my  lord. 
War.    Then,  gentle  Clarence,  welcome  unto 

Warwick ; 
And  welcome,  Somerset : — I  hold  it  cowardice, 
To  rest  mistrustful  where  a  noble  heart 
Hath  pawn'd  an  open  hand  in  sign  of  love ; 
Else  ought  I  think,  that  Clarence,  Edward's  brother. 
Were  but  a  feigned  friend  to  our  proceedings : 
But  welcome,  Clarence ;  my  daugnter  shall  be  thine. 
And  now  what  rests,  but,  m  night's  coverture, 
Thy  brother  being  carelessly  encamp'd, 
vouit 


His  soldiers  lurking  in  the  towns  about. 
And  but  attended  by  a  simple  guard. 
We  may  surprise  and  take  him  at  our  pleasure? 
Our  scouts  have  found  the  adventure  veiy  easy : 

*  That  as  Ulysses,  and  stout  Diomede, 

*  With  sleight  and  manhood  stole  to  Rhesus'  tents, 
*And  brought  from  thence  the  Thracian  fatal 

steeds; 

*  So  we,  well  cover'd  with  the  night's  black  mantle, 

*  At  unawares  mav  beat  down  Edward's  {ruard, 

*  And  seize  himseLf ;  I  say  not — slaughter  nim, 

*  For  I  intend  but  only  to  surprise  him. — 

*  You,  that  will  follow  me  to  this  attempt, 

*  Applaud  the  name  of  Henir,  with  your  leader. 

[  2%«y  ol/ cry,  Heniy! 
Why,  then,  let's  on  our  way  in  silent  sort : 
For  Warwick  and  his  fnends,  God  and  Saint 
George!  [Elxeunt 

SCEJVE  7//.— Edward's  camp,  near  Warwick. 
Enter  certain  Watchmen,  to  guard  the  King's 
tent 

*  1  Watch.  Come  on,  my  masters,  each  man 

take  his  stand ; 

*  The  king,  by  this,  is  set  him  down  to  s1ee{J. 

*  2  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to-bed .? 

*  1  Watch.  Why,  no :  for  he  hath  made  a  solemn 

vow 

*  Never  to  lie  and  take  his  natural  rest, 

*  Till  War^vick,  or  himself,  be  quite  suppress'd. 

*  2  Watch.  To-monow  then,  belike,  shall  be 

the  day, 

*  If  Warwick  be  so  near  as  men  report 

*  3  Watch.  But  say,  I  pray,  what  nobleman  ii 

that, 

*  That  with  the  king  here  resteth  in  his  tent.^ 

*  1  Watch.  'Tis  the  lord  Hastings,  the  king's 

chiefest  friend. 

*  3  Watch.  O,  is  it  so?  But  why  commands  the 

king. 

*  That  his  chief  followers  lod^  in  towns  about  him, 

*  While  he  himself  keepeth  in  the  cold  field  ? 

*  2  Watch.  'Tis  the  more  honour,  because  more 

dangerous. 

*  3  Watch  Ay ;  but  give  me  worship  and  quiet- 

ness, 

*  I  like  it  better  than  a  dangerous  honour. 

*  If  Warwick  knew  in  what  estate  he  stands, 

*  'Tis  to  be  doubted,  he  would  waken  him. 

*  1  Watch.  Unless  our  halberds  did  shut  up  his 

passage. 
*2  Watch.  Ay;  wherefore  else  guard  we  his 
royal  tent, 

*  But  to  defend  his  person  from  night-foes  ? 

Enter  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  Somerset,  and 
forces. 

*  War.  This  is  his  tent ;  and  see,  where  stand 

his  guard. 

*  Courage,  my  masters :  honour  now,  or  never! 

*  But  follow  me,  and  Edward  shall  be  ours. 

1  Watch.  WTio  goes  there  ? 

2  Watch.  Stay,  or  thou  diest. 

[Warwick,  and  the  rest,  cry  a//— Warwick ! 
Warwick !  and  set  upon  the  g^iard;  who 
fly  ^crying — Arm!  Arm!  Warwick,  aiuf 
the  rest^  following  them. 

The  drum  beating,  and  trumpets  sounding.    Re- 
enter  Warwick,  and  the  rest,  bringing  the  King 
out  in  a  gown,  sitting  in  a  chair  ;  Gloster  and 
Hastings  fly. 
« Som.  What  are  they  that  fly  there  ? 

*  War.  Richard,  and  Hastings':  let  them  go 

here's  the  duke. 
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K.  Edw.  The  duke !  why,  Warwick,  wheo  we 
parted  last, 
Thoa  calrdst  me  king ! 

fVar.  Aj,  but  the  caie  is  alter'd : 

'  When  you  di^racM  me  in  my  embassade, 

•  Then  I  degra^^l  you  from  being  king, 
And  come  now  to  create  vou  duke  of  Yorfc. 
Alas !  how  should  you  govern  any  kingdom. 
That  know  not  how  to  use  ambassadors ; 
Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  wife ; 
Nor  how  to  use  your  brothers  brotherly ; 

•  Nor  how  to  study  for  the  people's  welfare ; 
Nor  how  to  shroud  yourselt  from  enemies.^ 

*  K.  Edto.  Yea,  brother  of  Clarence,  art  thou 

here  too  ? 

•  Nay,  then  I  see,  that  Edward  needs  must  down. — 

•  Yet,  Warwick,  in  despite  of  all  mischance, 

•  Of  thee  thyself,  and  all  thy  'complices, 

•  Edward  will  always  bear  himself  as  king : 

•  Though  fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  state, 

•  My  mind  exceeds  the  compass  of  her  wheel. 

Jrar.  Then,  for  his  mind,>  be  Edward  England's 

king :  [  Takes  off  his  crown. 

But  Henry  now  shall  wear  the  Ejigli^h  crown, 

•  And  be  true  king  indeed ;  thou  but  the  shadow. — 

•  My  lord  of  Somerset,  at  my  request, 

•  See  that  forthwith  duke  Edward  be  convey'd 

•  Unto  my  brother,  archbishop  of  York. 
'  When  1  have  foi:^ht  with  Pembroke  and  his  fellpws, 

•  ril  follow  you,  and  tell  what  answer 
'  Lewis,  and  the  lady  Bona,  send  to  him : — 
Now,  for  a  while,  farewell,  good  duke  of  York. 

*  K.  Edto.  What  fates  impose,  that  men  must 

needs  abide ; 

•  It  boots  not  to  resist  both  wind  and  tide. 

[Exit  King  Edw.  led  out ;  Som.  with,  him. 

*  Oxj.    What  now  remains,  my  lords,  for  us 

to  do, 

•  But  march  to  London  with  our  soldiers  ? 

IVar.   Ay,  tha'^s  the  first  thing  that  we  have 
to  do; 

•  To  free  king  Henry  from  imprisonment. 
And  see  him  seated  in  the  regal  throne.  [ExeurU. 

SCEJSTE  /F.— London.     A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Queen  Elizabeth  and  Rivers. 

*  Riv.  Madam,  what  makes  you  in  this  sadden 

change  ^ 

*  Q.  Eliz.  Why,  brother  Rivers,  are  you  yet  to 

learn, 

•  What  late  misfortune  is  befall'n  king  Edward.' 

Riv.  What,  loss  of  scxne  pitchM  battle  against 
Warwick .' 

*  Q.  EUx.  No,  but  the  loss  of  his  own  royal  person. 

*  Riv.  Then  is  my  sovereign  slain.' 

*  Q.  Eliz.  Ay,  almost  slain,  for  he  is  taken  pris- 

oner; 

•  Either  betrayM  by  falsehood  of  his  guard, 

•  Or  by  his  foe  surpris'd  at  unawares : 

•  And,  as  1  further  have  to  understand, 

•  Is  new  committed  to  the  bishop  of  York, 

•  Fell  Warwick's  brother,  and  by  that  our  foe. 

*  Riv.  These  news,  I  must  confess,  are  full  of  grief:. 

•  Yet,  gracious  madam,  bear  it  as  vou  may ; 

•  Warwick  mav  lose,  that  now  hatK  won  the  day. 

*  Q.  Eliz.  Till  then,  fair  hope  must  hinder  life's 

decay. 
»  And  I  the  rather  wean  me  from  despair, 

•  For  love  of  Edward's  offspring  in  my  womb : 

•  This  is  it  that  makes  me  bridle  passion, 

•  And  bear  with  mildness  my  misfortune's  cross ; 

•  Ay,  ay,  for  this  I  draw  in  many  a  tear, 

f  1)  t.  f .  In  bis  mind ;  as  far  as  his  own  mind  goes. 


*  And  stop  the  rising  of  blood-sucking  sighs, 

*  Lest  with  my  sighs  or  tears  I  blast  or  drown 

*  Kinf  Edward's  fruit,  true  heir  to  the  English  crown. 

*  Riv.  But,  madam,  where  is  Warwick  then  be* 

come.' 

*  Q.  Eliz.  I  am  informed,  that  he  comes  towards 

London, 

*  To  set  the  crown  once  more  on  Heniy's  head : 

*  Guess  thou  the  rest ;  king  Edward's  friends  must 

down. 

*  But  to  prevent  the  tyrant's  violence 

*  (For  trust  not  him  that  hath  once  broken  faith,) 

*  I'll  hence  forthwith  unto  the  sanctuary, 

*  To  save  at  least  the  heir  of  Edward's  rieht ; 
There  shall  I  rest  secure  from  force,  and  frmod. 

*  Come  therefore,  let  us  fly,  while  we  may  fly ; 

*  If  Warwick  take  us,  we  are  sure  to  die.      [£aw. 

SCEJ^/E  V.^A  Park  near  Middleham  Castk, 
in  Yorkshire.  Enter  Gloster,  Hastings,  Sir 
William  Stanley,  and  others. 

*  Glo.  Now,  my  lord  Hastings,  and  sir  William 

Stanley, 

*  Leave  off  to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither, 

*  Into  this  chiefest  thicket  of  the  park. 

*  Thus  stands  the  case :  You  know,  oqr  king,  mj 

brother, 

*  Is  prisoner  to  the  bishop  here,  at  whose  hands 

*  He  hath  good  usage  and  great  liberty ; 

*  And  often,  but  attended  with  weak  ^ard, 
'  Comes  hunting  this  way  to  disport  hunselt 

I  have  advertis'd  him  by  secret  means, 

*  That  if  about  this  hour,  he  make  this  way, 

*  Under  the  colour  of  his  usual  game. 

He  shall  here  find  his  friends,  with  horse  and  men, 

*  To  set  him  free  from  his  captivity. 

Enter  King  Edward,  and  a  Huntsman. 

*  Hunt.  This  way,  my  lord ;  for  this  way  lies  the 

game. 

*  K.  Edw.  Nay,  this  way,  man ;  see,  where  the 

huntsmen  stand. — 

*  Now,  brother  of  Gloster,  lord  Hastings,  and  the 

rest, 

*  Stand  you  thus  close,  to  steal  the  bishop's  deer.^ 

*  Glo.  Brother,  the  time  and  cas«  requireth  haste ; 
Your  horse  stands  ready  at  the  park  comer. 

*  K.  Edw.  But  whither  shall  we  then  ? 

'  Hast.  To  Lynn,  my  lord ;  and  ship  from  thence 
to  Flanders. 

*  Glo.  Well  guess'd,  believe  me ;  for  that  was 

my  meaning. 

*  K.  Edw.  Stanley,  I  will  requite  thy  forwardness. 
»  G  lo.  But  wherefore  stay  we .'  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 

*  K.  Edw.  Huntsman,  what  say'st  thou .'  wilt  thou 

go  along .' 

*  Hunt.  Better  do  so,  than  tany  and  be  hang'd. 

*  Glo.  Come  then,  away ;  let's  have  no  more  ada 

*  K.  Edw.    Bishop,  farewell :  shield  thee  from 

Warwick's  frown ; 
And  pray  that  I  may  repossess  the  crown.     [Exe. 

SCEjVE  ri—A  room  in  the  Tower.  Enter 
King  Henry,  Clarence,  Warwick,  Somerset, 
Youn^  Richmond,  Oxford,  Montague,  Lieuten- 
ant o/  the  Tower,  and  Attendants. 

*  K.  Hen.  Master  lieutenant,  now  that  God  and 

friends 

*  Have  shaken  Edward  from  the  regal  scat; 
»  And  tum'd  my  captive  state  to  liberty, 

*  My  fear  to  hope,  my  sorrows  unto  joys ; 

*  At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  fees  ^ 

*  Lieut.  Subjects  r  ay  challenge  nothing  of  their 

sovereign*  *, 
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*  But,  if  an  humble  prayer  may  prevail, 

•  I  tbea  crave  pardon  ot  your  majesty. 

•  K.  Hen.  For  what,  lieutenant  ?  for  well  using 

me? 
•Naj,  be  thou  sure,  Pll  well  requite  thy  kind- 
ness, 

•  For  that  it  made  my  imprisonment  a  pleasure : 

*  Ay,  such  a  pleasure  as  incagcd  birds 

*  CoQceive,  when,  after  many  moody  thoughts, 

*  At  last,  by  notes  of  household  harmony, 

•  They  ouite  foiget  their  loss  of  liberty. — 

»  But,  Warwick,  after  God,  thou  sett'st  me  free, 

•  And  chiefly  therefore  I  thank  God,  and  thee ; 

•  He  was  the  author,  thou  the  instrument 

*  Therefore,  that  I  may  conquer  fortune's  spite, 

*  By  living  low,  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me ; 

*  And  that  the  people  of  this  blessed  land 

•  May  not  be  puniMiM  with  my  thwarting  stars ; 

'  Warwick,  although  my  head  still  wear  the  crown, 

•  I  here  resign  my  government  to  thee, 

•  For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

•  IVar.    Your  grace  hath  still  been  famM  for 

virtuous ; 

*  And  now  may  seem  as  wise  as  virtuous, 

•  By  spying,  and  avoiding,  fortune's  malice, 

•  For  fcw  men  rightly  temper  with  the  stars  ;• 

*  Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  grace, 

•  For  choosing  me,  when  Clarence  is  in  place.2 

•  Clar.  No,  Warwick,  thou  art  worthy  of  the 

swav, 

*  To  whom  the  heavens,  in  thy  nativity, 

•  Adjud^'d  an  olive  branch,  and  laurel  crown, 

•  As  likely  to  be  blest  in  peace,  and  war ; 

*  And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  free  consent. 

•  fVar.  And  I  choose  Clarence  only  for  protector. 

•  K.  Hen.  Warwick,  and  Clarence,  give  me  botli 

jour  hands; 

•  Now  join  your  hands,  and,  with  your  hands,  your 

hearts, 

•  That  no  dissension  hinder  government : 

'  I  nuike  you  both  protectors  of  this  land ; 

*  While  1  myself  will  lead  a  private  life, 

*  And  in  devotion  spend  my  latter  days, 
To  sin's  rebuke,  and  my  Creator's  praise. 

lyar.  What  answers  Clarence  to  his  sovereign's 
will  ? 

•  Oar.   That  he  consents,  if  Warwick  yield 

consent; 

•  For  on  thy  fortune  I  repose  myself. 

•  tFar.  Why  then,  though  loth,  yet  must  I  be 

content : 

*  We*ll  yoke  tc^ether,  like  a  double  shadow 

•  To  Henry's  Iwdy,  and  supply  his  place ; 

•  I  mean,  in  bearing  weight  or  government, 

*  While  he  enjoys  the  honour,  and  his  ease. 

*  And,  Clarence,  now  then  it  is  more  than  needful, 

*  Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronounc'd  a  traitor, 

*  And  all  his  lands  and  ^oods  be  confiscate. 

Clar.  Wliat  else  }  and  that  succession  be  deter- 
min'd. 

*  JVar.  Ay,  therein  Clarence  shall  not  want  his 

part 

•  K.  lien.  But,  with  the  first  of  all  your  chief 

affairs, 

•  T^jei  roe  entreat  (for  I  command  no  monO 

^  "Xli^it  Maigaret  your  queen,  and  my  son  Edward, 

*  .^e  sent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  speed : 
^  ^or,  till  I  see  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear 

^  IVly  joy  of  liberty  is  half  eclips'd. 

07ar.  It  shall  be  done,  my  sovereign,  with  all 
speed. 

C*  ">  Few  men  conform  their  temper  to  their  destiny. 
(^j  Present  (3)  Afterward  Heniy  VII. 


K.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Somerset,  what  youth  is 
that, 

*  Of  whom  vou  seem  to  have  so  tender  care  } 

*  Som.  my  li^e,  it  is  young  Henry,  earl   of 

Richmond. 

*  K.  Hen.  Come  hither,  England's  hope :  If  secret 

powers         [Lays  his  hand  on  his  head. 
Suggest  but  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts. 
This  pretty  lad^  will  prove  our  country's  bliss. 
'  His  looks  are  full  of  peaceful  majesty ; 

*  His  head  by  nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  crown, 
'  His  hand  to  wield  a  sceptre  ;  and  himself 

*  Likely,  in  time,  to  bless  a  regal  throne. 
Make  much  of  him,  my  lords ;  for  this  is  he. 

Must  help  you  more  than  you  are  hurt  by  me. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

*  War.  What  news,  my  friend  } 

*  Mess.    That  Edward  is  escaped  from  your 

brother, 
»  And  fled,  as  he  hears  since,  to  Burgundy. 

*  War.    Unsavoury  news:  But  how  made  be 

escape.' 

*  Mess.  He  was  convey'd  by  Richard  duke  of 

Gloster, 
And  the  lord  Hastings,  who  attended^  him 

*  In  secret  ambush  on  the  forest  side, 

*  And  from  the  bishop's  huntsmen  rescued  him ; 

*  For  hunting  was  his  daily  exercise. 

*  War.   My  brother  was  too  careless  of  his 

charge. — 

*  But  let  us  hence,  my  sovereign,  to  provide 

*  A  salve  for  arw  sore  that  may  betiae. 

[Exeunt  King  Heniy,  War.  Clar.  Lieut  and 
attendants. 

*  Som.    My  lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of 

Edward's : 

*  For,  doubtless,  Burgundy  tv.H  yield  him  help; 

*  And  we  shall  have  more  wars,  before't  be  long. 

*  As  Henry's  late  presaging  prophecy 

*  Did  glaa  my  heart,  with  hope  of  this  young 

Richmond ; 
»  So  doth  my  heart  misgive  me,  in  these  conflicts 

*  What  may  befall  him,  to  his  harm,  and  ours : 

*  Therefore,  lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  worst, 
»  Forthwith  we'll  send  him  hence  to  Britany, 

*  Till  storms  be  past  of  civil  enmity. 

*  Orf.  Ay  ;  for,  if  Edward  repossess  the  crown, 

*  'Tis  like,  that  Richmond  with  tne  rest  shall  down. 

*  Som.  It  shall  be  so ;  he  shall  to  Britanv. 

*  Come  therefore,  let's  about  it  speedily.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  VIL— Before  York.     Enter  King  Ed 
ward,  Gloster,  Hastings,  and  forces. 

*  K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  lord  Hastings, 

and  the  rest ; 

*  Yet  thus  far  fortune  maketh  us  amends, 

*  And  says — that  once  more  I  shall  interchange 

*  My  waned  state  for  Henry's  regal  crown. 

*  Well  have  we  pass'd,  and  now  repass'd  the  seas, 

*  And  brought  dcsir'd  help  from  Burgundy : 

*  \\liat  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arriv'd 

*  From  Ravenspurg  haven  before  the  gates  of  York, 
'  But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  dukedom .' 

*  Glo.  The  gates  made  fast ! — Brother,  I  like 

not  this ; 

*  For  many  men,  that  stumble  at  the  threshold, 

*  Are  well  foretold — that  danger  lurks  within. 

*  K.  Edw.  Tuxh,  man !  abodenients  must  not 

now  aflright  us : 

*  By  fair  or  foul  means  we  must  enter  in, 

*  For  hither  will  our  friends  repair  to  us. 

(4)  t.  e.  Waited  for  him. 
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^Hatt    My  liege,  1*11  knock  ooce  more,  lo 
sununon  them. 

ElrUer,  on  Uu  toaUs,  the  Mayor  qf  York^  and  Mm 
brethren, 

*  May.  My  lords,  we  were  forewarned  of  yoor 

coining, 
'  And  shut  the  gatea  for  safety  of  ourselves ; 

•  For  now  wc  owe  allegiance  unto  Henry. 

*  K.  Edw.  But,  master  mayor,  if  Heniy  be  yoar 

« Yet  EdwaiiJ,*  at  the  least,  is  duke  of  Yorlc. 

*  May.  True,  my  good  lord ;  I  know  you  for  no  I^a^ 

*  K.  idto.  Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  but  my 

dukedom ; 

*  As  beine  well  content  with  that  alone. 

«  Glo.  But,  when  the  fox  hath  once  cot  in  his  none, 

•  HeMl  soon  find  means  to  make  the  body  follow. 

*  Hast.  Why,  master  mayor,  why  stand  you  m 

a  doubt  ? 
Open  the  gates,  we  are  king  Henry's  friends. 
^May.  Ay,  say  you  so.^  tne  gates  shall  then  be 
openM.  [Exeunt  from  abort. 

*  Gh.  A  wise  stout  captain,  and  persuaded  mem  ' 

*  Hast.  The  good  ola  man  would  fain  that  all 

were  well, 

♦  So  *twere  not  Mong  of  him  :»  but,  being  enlcrM, 

*  I  doubt  not,  I,  but  wc  shall  soon  persuade 

*  Both  him,  and  all  his  brothers,  unto  reason. 
Re-^nter  the  Mayor  and  two  Aldermen,  below. 

*  K.  Edu).  So,  master  mayor :  these  gates  must 

not  be  shut, 

*  But  in  the  night,  or  in  the  time  of  war. 

What !  fear  not,  man,  but  yield  me  up  the  keys ; 
[Takes  the  ktya 
For  Edward  will  defend  the  town,  and  thcc, 
And  all  those  friends  that  deign  to  follow  me, 
Drtm.  Enter  Moaigomery,and/orceSymarching. 

Gh.  Brother,  this  is  sir  John  Monlgomeiy, 
Our  trusty  friend,  unless  I  be  deceived. 

*K.  Edw.  Welcome,  sir  Jchn  !  But  wl^  conw 
you  in  anns  ^ 

Mont.  To  help  king  Edward  in  his  time  of  slurnit 
As  every  loyal  subject  ought  to  do. 

*  K.  i^dw.  Thanks,  good  Montgomery:  But  we 

now  forget 

•  Our  title  to  the  crown ;  and  only  claim 

•  Our  dukedom,  till  God  please  to  send  the  resL 

*  Mont.  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  a^iii: 
I  came  to  serve  a  king,  and  not  a  duke, — 

*  Drummer,  strike  up,  and  let  us  march  away. 

[A  march  of^n 

*  K.  Edw.  Nay,  stay,  sir  John,  a  while  \  iintl 

we'll  debate, 

*  By  what  safe  means  the  crown  may  be  recovfrM 

*  Mont.  What  talk  you  of  debating?  in  few  wtiitk, 

*  If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  yourself  our  kin«j:, 

•  I'll  leave  you  to  your  fortune ;  and  be  gone, 
To  keep  them  bark  that  come  to  succour ^ou  : 
Why  should  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  title  * 

*  Glo.  Why,  brother,  wherefore  stand  you  on 

nice  points  ? 

*  K.  Edw.  When  we  grow  stronger,  then  we'll 

make  our  claim : 

•  Till  then,  'tis  wisdom  to  conceal  our  meaning, 

*  Hast.  Away  with  scrupulous  wit !  now  arms 

must  rule. 

*  Glo.  And  fearless  minds  climb  soonest  uato 

crowns. 

(1)  The  mayor  is  willing  we  should  enter, »  hr 
inty  not  be  blamed. 


*  Bitither,  we  will  proclaim  you  oat  of  hand ; 

*  Tlit^  bruit'  thereof  will  bring  you  many  friends. 

•  K.  Edw.  Then  be  it  as  you  will;  for  'tis  mj 

right, 

*  And  Heniy  but  usurps  the  diadem. 

Mont,  ky^  now  my  sovereign  speaketh  like  him- 
self; 
And  now  will  I  be  Edward's  champion. 

Host  Sound,  trumpet;  Edward  shall  be  here 
proclaim'd  :— 

*  Cocne,  fellow-soldier,  make  thou  proclamation. 

Crives  him  a  paper.    FlourM. 
Sold.  [Reads.]  Hdward  the  Fourth^  by  the  eraee 
i}f  Gi}d^  king  of  England  and  France^  and  lord 
qf  irrland^  &c. 
MonL  And  whosoe'er  gainsays  king  Edward*! 
right. 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  single  fight 

[Throws  down  his  gaunlkL 
All.  Long  live  Edward  the  Fourth ! 
^K.  Edw.   Thanks,  brave  Montgoroeij ;— and 

thanks  unto  you  all. 
If  fortune  serve  me,  I'll  requite  this  kindness. 
Niiiv,  for  this  night,  let's  harbour  here  in  York: 

*  And,  when  the  morning  sun  shall  raise  his  car, 

*  AtKjve  the  border  of  this  horiion, 

Wi-'U  forward  towards  Warwick,  and  his  mates ; 

*  FcjT»  well  I  wot,>  that  Heniy  is  no  soldier. — 

'  A ) I,  froward  Clarence ! — how  evil  it  beseems  thee 

■  ri>  jlatter  Heniy,  and  forsake  thy  brother  ! 

«  1  el,  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  War 
wick. — 

■  Co/rie  on,  brave  soldiers ;  doubt  not  of  the  day ; 
»  And,  that  once  goUen,  doubt  not  of  large  pay. 

{Exeunt, 

SCEA''E  r///.— London.  A  room  in  the  palace, 
Fnler  King  Henry,  W^arwick,  Clarence,  Moa- 
t:i^ie,  Exeter,  ona  Oxford. 

U\ir.  What  counsel,  lords ?  Edward  from Belgim, 
\\\\\\  hasty  Germans,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 
if:ii!*  pajisM  in  safety  through  the  narrow  seas, 
\iu]  ssxHn  his  troops  doth  march  amain  to  Loodoo ; 

■  Ami  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 

•  (irf.  feet's  levy  men,  and  beat  him  back  again. 
Cinr.  A  little  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out; 

V^l-iir  h,  being  suflcr'd,  rivers  cannot  quench. 
It'ar.    In  W'arwickshire  I  Jiavc  true-^j^arted 
friends, 
Not  mutinous  in  peace,  yet  bold  in  war ; 
Th(>?i^  will  I  muster  up : — and  thou,  son  Clarence, 
*■  S|i;iU  stir,  in  .Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  in  Kent, 

*  Thf  knights  and  grntlcjnen  to  come  with  thee : — 
'  *rL(iu,  brother  Montague,  in  Buckingham, 

*  Nr>Tthampton,  and  in  Leicestershire,  shalt  find 

*  iVh'ii  wellinclin'd  to  hear  what  thou  conunand'sf  •  - 
And  Thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  well  belov'd. 
In  tixfordshire  shalt  muster  up  thy  friends. — 

Mv  «^jvereign,  with  the  loving  citiiens, — 

*  l-it*(;  to  his  island,  girt  in  with  the  ocean, 

■  Or  modest  Dian,  circled  with  her  nymphs, — 
Slinll  rest  in  London,  till  we  come  to  him. — 
FftiF  lord*,  take  leave,  and  stand  not  to  reply. — 
Fanwell,  mv  sovereign. 

K.  Hen.  i^arcwell,  my  Hector,  and  my  Troy's 
true  hope. 

•  Clar.   In  sign  of  truth,  I  kiss  your  highness' 

hand. 

•  K.  Hen.  Well-minded  Clarence,  be  thou  fix 

tunate ! 

•  Mont.  Comfort,  my  lord  ;--and  so  I  take  n^ 

leave. 


C2)  Noise,  report 


(3)  Knoiv 
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*  O:^.  And  tbaa  [Kusmg  Heniy^s  fiand.]  I  seal 

my  truth,  and  bid  adieu. 

*  K.  Hen.   Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Mon- 

tague, 

*  And  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  farewell. 

War.  Farewell,  sweet  lords ;  let's  meet  at  Cov- 
cntiT.    [Exe.  War.  Clar.  Oxf.  and  Mont. 

*  K.  Hen.  Here  at  the  palace  will  I  rest  a  while. 

*  Cousin  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  lordship  ? 

»  Methinks,  the  power,  that  Edward  hath  in  field, 

*  Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

*  Exe.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  seduce  the  rest 

*  K.  Hen.  That's  not  my  fear,  my  meedi  hath 

got  me  fame. 

*  I  have  not  stoppM  mine  ears  to  their  demands, 

*  Nor  posted  ofl  their  suits  with  slow  delays ; 

*  My  pihr  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds, 

*  My  mildness  hath  allay'd  their  swelling  griefs, 

*  My  mercy  diy'd  their  water-flowing  tears : 

*  I  have  not  been  desirous  of  their  wealth, 

*  Nor  much  oppressM  them  with  great  subsidies, 

»  Nor  forwara  of  revenge,  though  they  much  err'd ; 

*  Then  why  should  they  love  Eldward  more  than  me.' 

*  No,  Exeter,  these  graces  challenge  gprace : 

*  And,  when  the  lion  fawns  upcm  the  lamb, 

*  T1>e  Iamb  will  never  cease  to  follow  him. 

[Shovi  within.    A  Lancaster !  A  Lancaster ! 
Exe.  Hark,  hark,  my  lord !  what  shouts  are  these 

Emier  King  Eklward,  Gloster,  and  Soldiers. 

*  K.  Edw.  Seize  on  the  shame-facM  Henr)',  bear 

him  hence, 

*  And  once  again  proclaim  us  king  of  England.— 

*  You  are  the  fount,  that  makes  small  brooks  to  flow. 

*  Now  stops  thy  spring;  mv  sea  shall  suck  them  dry, 

*  And  swell  so  much  the  higher  by  their  ebb. — 

*  H&ice  with  him  to  the  Tower;  let  him  not  ^peak. 

[Exeunt  some  with  King  Henry. 
'  And,  lords,  towards  Coventry  bend  we  our  course, 
'  Where  peremptoiy  Warwick  now  remains: 
The  sun  shines  hot,  and,  if  we  use  delay. 
Cold  biting  winter  ntars  our  hopM-for  hay.3 

*  Glo.  Away  betimes,  before  nis  forces  join, 

*  And  take  the  great-grown  traitor  unawares : 

*  Brave  warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coventry. 

[Exeunt 


ACT  V. 

BCEJfE  /.— Covcntiy.  Enter,  upon  the  vhxUs, 
Warwick,  the  Mayor  qf  Coventry^  two  Mes- 
lengers,  and  others. 

War.  Where  is  the  post,  that  came  from  valiant 
Oxford.? 
*^ane  £sr  hence  is  thy  lord,  mine  honest  fellow  } 

*  1  Mas.  By  this  at  Dunsmore,  marching  hither- 

ward. 
Way.  How  far  off* is  our  brother  Montague  \ — 
"^^here  is  the  post  that  came  fr(»n  Montague  } 

*  2  Mts9.  By  this  at  Daintiy ,  with  a  puissant  troop. 

Enier  sir  John  Soraerville. 

*  War.  Say,  Soraerville,  what  says  my  loving  son.' 
-A.nd,  by  the  guess,  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now .' 

^Som.  At  S^Nitham  I  did  leave  him  with  his 
forces, 
-And  do  expect  him  here  some  two  hours  hence. 
[Drum  heard. 


O)  Merit 

C^)  The  allusion  is  to  the  provei 
^'Vale  the  sun  shines.' 

37 


h   ♦  Make  hay 


'  ^"Tir.  Then  Clarence  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  drum. 

*  Som.  It  is  not  his,  my  lord  ;  here  Southam  lies ; 

*  The  drum  your  honour  hears,  raarcheth  from 

Warwick. 

*  War.  Who  should  that  be.?  belike,  unlook'd. 

for  friends. 

*  Som.  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  shall  quickly 

know. 

Drums.  Enter  King  Edward,  Gloster,  and  forces 
marching. 

*  K.  Eduj.  Go,  trumpet,  to  the  walls,  and  sound 

a  parle. 

*  Glo.  See,  how  the  surly  Warwick  mans  the  wall. 
War.  O,  unbid  spite!  is  sportful  Edward  come.? 

Where  slept  our  scouts,  or  how  are  they  seduc'd. 
That  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair .? 

*  K.  Edw.  Now,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  ope  the  city 

gates, 

*  Speak  gentle  words,  and  humbly  bend  thy  knee .? — 

*  Call  Edward — king,  and  at  his  hands  beg  mercy, 

*  And  he  shall  pardon  thee  these  outrages. 

*  War.  Nay,  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  forces 

hence. 
Confess  who  set  thee  up  and  pluck'd  thee  down.' — 
Call  Warwick — patron,  and  be  penitent, 
And  thou  shalt  still  remain  the  duke  of  York. 
Glo.  I  thought,  at  least,  he  would  have  said— 
the  kin^; 
Or  did  he  make  the  jest  against  his  will .' 

*  War.  Is  not  a  dukedom,  sir,  a  goodly  gift .' 

*  Glo.  ky^  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  earl  to  give ; 

*  I'll  do  thee  service  for  so  good  a  gift.' 

*  War.  'Twas  I,  that  gave  the  kingdom  to  thy 

brother. 
K.  Edw.  Why,  then  'tis  mine,  if  but  by  War- 
wick's  gift 

*  War.  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  so  great  a  weight* 
And,  weakling,  Warwick  takes  his  gift  an;ain ; 
And  Henry  is  my  king,  Warwick  his  subject 

*  K.  Edw.  But  Warwick's  king  is  Edward's 

Prisoner : 
,  ^     ant  Warwick,  do  but  answer  this, — 
What  is  the  body,  when  the  head  is  oft*.' 

*  Glo.  Alas,  that  Warwick  had  no  more  forecast, 
But,  whiles  he  thought  to  steal  the  singrle  ten, 

*  The  king  was  slily  finger'd  irom  the  deck  \^ 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  bishop's  palace. 
And,  ten  to  one,  you'll  meet  him  in  Uie  Tower. 

K.  Edw.  'Tis  even  so;  vet  you  are  Warwick  still. 

*  Glo.  Come,  Warwick,  take  the  time,  kneel 

down,  kneel  down : 

*  Nay,  when .'  strike  now,  or  else  the  iron  cools. 

*  iVar.  I  had  rather  chop  this  hand  oflf  at  a  blow, 
And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face, 

*  Than  bear  so  low  a  sail,  to  strike  to  thee. 

*  K.  Edw.  Sail  how  thou  canst,  have  wind  and 

tide  thy  friend ; 
f  This  hand,  fast  wound  about  thy  coal-black  hair, 

*  Shall,  whiles  the  head  is  warm,  and  new  cut  oflT, 

*  Write  in  the  dust  this  sentence  with  thy  blood, — 

*  Wind-changing  Warwick  now  can  change  no 

more. 

Enter  Oxford,  with  drum  and  colours. 

*  War.  O  cheerful  colours !  see,  where  Oxford 

comes! 
Oxf.  Oxford,  Oxford,  for  Lancaster ! 

[Oxford  and  his  forces  enter  the  city, 

*  Glo.  The  gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 

(3)  1.  e.  Enrol  myself  anxm^  thy  dependants. 

(4)  A  pack  of  cards  was  anciently  termed  a  dec4 
of  cards. 
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*■  K,  Edw.  So  other  foes  may  set  apoo  our  backs. 

*  Stand  we  in  good  array ;  for  they,  no  doubt, 

*  Will  issue  out  again,  and  bid  us  battle : 
*If  not,  the  city  ming  but  of  small  defence, 

'  WeMI  quickly  rouse  the  traitors  in  the  same. 
War.  O,  welcome,  Osibrd!  for  we  want  thy 
help. 

EnJUr  Montague,  vnih  drum  and  colourt. 

Moni.  Montage,  Montajgue,  for  Lancaster ! 

[He  and  his  forces  enter  the  city. 

*  Glo.  Thou  and  thy  brother  both  shall  buy  this 

treason 
Even  with  the  dearest  blood  your  bodies  bear. 

*  K.  Eldw.    The  harder  matched,  the  greater 

victory ; 

*  My  mind  presageth  happy  gain,  and  conquest 

Enter  Somerset,  taiih  drum  and  cohurt. 

Sam,  Somenet,  Somerset,  for  Lancaster ! 

[He  and  his  forces  enter  the  dty. 

CUo.  Two  of  thy  name,  both  dukes  of  Somerset, 
Have  sold  their  lives  unto  the  house  of  York ; 
And  thou  shalt  be  the  third,  if  this  sword  hold. 

Enter  Clarence,  urttA  drum  and  colourt. 

War.  And  lo,  where  George  of  Clarence  sweeps 
along, 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battle ; 

*  With  whom  an  upri^t  zeal  to  ri^t  prevails, 

•  More  than  the  nature  of  a  brother's  love : — 

•  Come,  Clarence,  come;  thou  wilt,  if  Warwick 

calls. 
C/or.  Father  of  Warwick,  know  you  what  this 
means  ? 

[Taking  the  red  rose  out  of  his  cap. 

*  Look  here,  I  throw  my  infamy  at  thee : 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  father's  bouse. 

Who  gave  his  blood  to  lime^  the  stones  together, 

•  And  set  up  Lancaster.    Why,  trow'st  thou,  War- 

wick, 

*  That  Clarence  is  so  harsh,  so  blunt,3  unnatural, 

•  To  bend  the  fatal  instruments  of  war 

*  Against  his  brother,  and  his  lawful  king  f 
«  Perhaps,  thou  wilt  object  my  holy  oath: 

♦  To  keep  that  oath,  were  more  impie^ 

•  Than  Jephtha's,  when  he  sacrificed  his  daughter. 

•  I  am  so  sorry  for  my  trespass  made, 

•  That,  to  deser\'e  well  at  my  brother's  hands, 

•  I  here  proclaim  myself  thy  mortal  foe ; 

•  With  resolution,  wheresoever  I  meet  thee, 

•  (As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  thou  stir  abroad,) 

*  To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  misleading  me. 
And  so,  proud-hearted  Warwick,  I  defy  thee. 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blushing  cheeks. — 
'  Pardon  me,  Edward,  I  will  make  amends ; 

*  And,  Richard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  faults, 

*  For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unconstant 

*  K.  Edw.  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times 

more  belov'd. 
Than  if  thou  never  hadst  deserv'd  our  hate. 

*  Glo.  Welcome,  good  Clarence ;  this  is  brother- 

like. 
War.  O  passing*  traitor,  perjur'd,  and  unjust ! 
K.  Edw.  What,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  leave  the 

town,  and  fight  f 
Or  shall  we  beat  the  stones  about  thine  ears  * 

*  War.  Alas,  I  am  not  coopM  here  for  defence : 
I  will  away  towards  Bamet  presently, 

And  bid  thee  batde,  Edward,  if  thou  dar'st 

(1)  t.  «.  To  cement 

(2)  Stupid,  insensible  of  paternal  fondness. 


K.  Edw.  Yes,  Warwick,  Edward  dares,  and  leads 
the  way : — 
Lords,  to  the  field ;  Saint  Georee,  and  rictoiy  * 

[March.    Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  II.^A  field  of  battle  near  Baroet— 
AlarumSj  and  Excursions.  Enter  King  Ed- 
ward, bringing  in  Warwick  wounded. 

*  K.  Edw.   So,  lie  thou  there :  die  thou,  and 

die  our  fear ; 
»  For  Warwick  was  a  bug,*  that  fear'd*  us  alL — 

*  Now,  Montague,  sit  fast ;  I  seek  for  Aee, 

»  That  Warwick's  bones  may  keep  thine  company. 

[Extt. 
War.  Ah,  who  is  nigh  ?  come  to  me,  friend  or  foe. 
And  tell  me,  who  is  victor,  York,  or  Warwick .' 
Why  ask  I  that  ?  my  mangled  body  shows, 
»  My  blood,  my  want  of  strength,  my  sick  heart 

shows. 
That  I  must  jneld  my  body  to  the  earth, 
And,  by  my  fall,  the  conquest  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  the  cedar  to  the  axe's  edge, 
Whoee  arms  gave  shelter  to  the  princely  eagle. 
Under  whose  shade  the  ramping  lion  slept ; 
Whose  top-branch  overpeer'a  Jove's  spreading ^ve, 

*  And  kept  low  shrubs  from  winter's  powerful  wind. 
»  These  eyes,  that  now  are  dimm'a  with  death's 

black  veil, 

*  Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  sun, 

*  To  search  the  secret  treasons  of  the  world : 
The  wrinkles  in  my  brows,  now  fiU'd  with  blood. 
Were  liken'd  oft  to  kingly  sepulchres; 

For  who  liv'd  kins,  but  I  could  dig  his  grave ? 
And  who  durst  smile,  when  Warwick  bent  his  brow^ 
Lo,  now  my  gloiy  smear'd  in  dust  and  blood ! 
My  parks,  my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  had. 
Even  now  forsake  me ;  and,  d*  all  my  lands. 
Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  body's  length ; 
Why,  what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  but  earth  and  dost  ? 
Anci,  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  must 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somerset 

*  Som.  Ah,  Warwick,  Warwick !  wert  thou  as 

we  are, 

*  We  might  recover  all  our  loss  again ! 

*  The  queen  from  France  hath  brought  a  puissant 

power ; 

*  Even  now  we  heard  the  news :  Ah,  could'st  thou  fly ! 

*  War.  Why,  then  I  would  not  fiy.— Ah,  Mon- 

tague, 

*  If  thou  be  there,  sweet  brother,  take  my  hand, 
»  And  with  thy  lips  keep  in  my  soul  a  while ! 

*  Thou  lov'st  me  not ;  for,  brother,  if  thou  didst, 

*  Thy  tears  would  wash  this  cold  congealed  blood, 

*  That  glews  my  lips,  and  will  not  let  me  speak. 

*  Come  quickly,  Montague,  or  I  am  dead. 

*  Son,  Ah,  Warwick,  Montague  hath  breathM 

his  last ; 

*  And  to  the  latest  gasp,  cried  out  for  Warwick, 

'  And  said — Commend  me  to  my  valiant  brother. 
'  And  more  he  would  have  said ;  and  more  he  spoke, 

*  Which  sounded  like  a  cannon  in  a  vault, 

*■  That  mi^ht  not  be  distinguish'd ;  but,  at  last, 

*  I  well  might  hear  deliverd  with  a  groan, — 

*  O,  farewell,  Warwick ! 

War.  Sweet  rest  <o  his  soul ! — 

Fly,  lords,  and  save  yourselves ;  for  Warwick  bidh 

You  all  farewell,  to  meet  again  in  heaven.    [Dies. 

Ojf.   Away,  away,  to  meet  the  queen's  great 

power ! 

[Exeuntj  bearing  off  Warwick's  body 


(3)  Eminent,  egregious. 
(5)  Terrified. 


(4)  Bugbear. 
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SCEJ>rE  III.— Another  part  qfthejieid.  FUm- 
riik.    Enter  King  Edward  in  triumph;  with 
Clarence,  Gloster,  and  the  rest. 
'  K,  E^dw.  Thus  far  our  fortune  keeps  an  upward 
coarse, 

*  And  we  are  g^*d  with  wreaths  of  victoiy. 

*  But,  in  the  midst  of  this  bright-shining  daj, 
'  I  spj  a  black,  suspicious,  tlueat'ning  cl(«ad, 

*  Tbit  will  encounter  with  our  glorious  sua 
'  Ere  he  attain  his  easeful  western  bed : 

*  I  niean,  my  lords, — those  powers,  that  the  queen 
'  Hath  raisM  in  Gallia,  have  arriv*d  our  coast, 

*  And,  as  we  hear,  march  on  to  fight  with  us. 

*  Cla,  A  little  eale  will  soon  disperse  that  cloud, 

*  And  blow  it  to  the  source  from  whence  it  came : 

*  Thy  veiy  beams  will  diy  those  vapours  up ; 

*  For  every  cloud  engenders  not  a  storm. 

*  Glo.  The  queen  is  valued  thirty  thousand  4rong, 
'  And  Somerset,  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her; 

*  If  she  have  time  to  breathe,  be  well  assur*d, 
Her  faction  will  be  fiill  as  strong  as  ours. 

K.  Edw.  We  are  advertis'd  by  our  loving  fnends. 
That  they  do  hold  their  course  toward  Tcwksbuiy ; 

*  We  having  now  the  best  at  Bamet  field, 
'  V^ll  thither  straight,  for  willingness  rids  way ; 

*  And,  as  we  march,  our  strength  will  be  augmented 
In  eveiy  counnr  as  we  go  along. — 

Strike  up  the  arum ;  ciy — Courage !  and  away. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJ^E  IF.— Plains  near  Tewktbary.  March. 
Enter  Queen  Margaret,  Prince  Edward,  Som- 
erset, Oxford,  and  Soldiers. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Great  lords,  wise  men  ne'er  sit  and 

wail  dieir  loss, 

*  But  cheerly  seek  how  to  redress  their  harms. 

*  What  though  the  mast  be  now  blown  over-board, 

*  The  cable  broke,  the  holding  anchor  lost, 

'  And  half  our  sailors  swallowM  in  the  flood  f 
'  Yet  lives  our  pilot  still :  IsU  meet,  that  he 

*  Should  leave  the  helm,  and,  like  a  fearful  lad, 

*  With  tearful  eyes  add  water  to  the  sea, 

*  And  give  more  strength  to  that  which  hath  too 

much; 

*  WUles,  in  his  moan,  the  ship  splits  on  the  rock, 

*  Which  industry  and  courage  mi^ht  have  savM  ? 

*  Ah,  what  a  shame  !  ah,  what  a  fault  were  this  ! 

*  Say,  Warwick  was  our  anchor;  What  of  that.' 

*  And  Montague  our  top-mast ;  What  of  him .' 
*Our  slaughtered  friends  the  tackles;  What  of 

these.' 

*  Why,  is  not  Oxford  here  another  anchor  f 

*  Ana  ^Somerset  another  goodly  mast  f 

*  The  friends  of  France  our  shrouds  and  tncklings  f 

*  And,  though  unskilful,  why  not  Ned  and  I 

*  For  once  ^low'd  the  skilful  pilot*s  charge  ? 

*  We  will  not  from  the  helm,  to  sit  and  weep ; 

*  But  keep  our  course,  though  the  rough  wind  say 


*  From  shelves  and  rocks  that  threaten  us  with 

wreck. 

*  As  eood  to  chide  the  waves,  as  speak  them  fair. 

*  And  what  is  Edward,  but  a  ruthless  sea  ? 

*  What  Clarence,  but  a  quicksand  of  deceit  ? 

*  And  Richard,  but  a  ragged  fatal  rock  f 

*  All  these  the  enemies  to  our  poor  bark. 

*  Say,  you  can  swim ;  alas,  'tis  but  a  while : 

*  Tread  on  the  sand ;  why,  there  you  quickly  sink : 

*  Bestride  the  rock ;  the  tide  will  wash  you  off, 
»  Or  else  you  fiamrush,  that's  a  threefold  death. 

*  This  speak  I,  lords,  to  let  you  understand, 

*  In  case  some  one  of  you  would  fly  from  us, 

(1)  Know.         (2)  Unsay,  deny. 


*  That  there's  no  hop'd-fbr  mercy  with  the  brothers 

*  More  than  with  ruthless  waves,  with  sands,  an 

rocks. 

*  Why,  courage,  then !  what  cannot  be  avoided, 

*  'Twere  childish  weakness  to  lament,  or  fear. 

*  Prince.  Methinks,  a  woman  of  this  valian 

spirit 

*  Should,  if  a  coward  heard  her  speak  these  words 

*  Infuse  his  breast  with  ma^;nanimity, 

*  And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  man  at  aims. 

*  I  speak  not  this,  as  doubting  any  here  : 

*  For,  did  I  but  suspect  a  fearful  man, 

*  He  should  have  knive  to  eo  away  betimes ; 

*  Lest,  in  our  need,  he  mig^t  infect*  another, 

*  And  make  him  of  like  spirit  to  himself 

*  If  any  such  be  here,  as  God  forbid ! 

*  Let  him  depart,  before  we  need  his  help. 

*  Oxf.  Women  and  children  of  so  high  a  courage 
And  warriors  faint !  why,  'twere  perpetual  shame.— 

*  O,  brave  youn^  prince !  thy  famous  grandfather 
Doth  live  again  m  thee ;  Long  may'st  thou  live. 
To  bear  his  image,  and  renew  his  glories ! 

*  Som.  And  he,  that  will  not  fight  for  such  a  hope 

*  Go  home  to  bed,  and,  like  the  owl  by  day. 
If  he  arise,  be  mock'd  and  wonder'd  at 

*  Q.  Mar.  Thanks,  gentle  Somerset ; — swee 

Oxford,  thanks. 

*  Prince.  And  take  his  thanks,  that  yet  hat> 

nothing  else. 

Enter  a  A^Mienger. 

*  Mess.  Prepare  you,  lords,  .or  Edward  is  at  hand 
Ready  to  fignt ;  therefore  be  resolul^ 

*  Oxf.  I  thought  no  less :  it  is  his  pou«,y, 

*  To  haste  thus  fast,  to  find  us  unprovided. 

Som.  But  he's  deceiv'd,  we  are  in  readiness. 
Q.  Mar.  This  cheers  my  heart,  to  see  your  for 

wardness. 
Ojj/!  Here  pitch  our  battle,  hence  we  will  no 

budge. 

March.    Enter ^  at  a  distance^  King  Edward,  Cla 
rence,  Gloster,  and  forces. 

'  K.  Edw.  Brave  followers,  yonder  stands  th 

thorny  wood. 
Which,  by  the  heavens'  assistance,  and  you. 

strength. 
Must  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  yet  ere  night 

*  I  need  not  add  more  fuel  to  your  fire, 

»  For,  well  I  wot,*  ye  blaze  to  bum  them  out : 

*  Give  signal  to  the  fi^t,  and  to  it,  lords. 

Q.  Mar.  Lords,  knights,  and  gwitlemen,  what  I 
should  say, 
My  tears  gainsay  ;2  for  every  word  I  speak, 

*  Ye  see,  I  drink  the  water  of'^mine  eyes. 
Therefoit?,  no  more  but  this  .—Henry,  your  sove- 
reign, 

Is  prisoner  to  the  foe ;  his  state  usurpM, 

His  realm  a  slaughter-house,  his  subjects  slain, 

*  His  statutes  cancell'd,  and  his  treasure  spent ; 

*  And  yonder  is  the  wolf,  that  makes  this  spoil. 
You  n^ht  in  justice :  then,  in  God's  name,  lords. 
Be  valiant,  and  give  signal  to  the  fight. 

[Exeunt  both  armies. 

SCEJfE  K— Another  part  cf  the  same.  Alar- 
ums: Excursions:  and  afterwards  a  Retreat. 
Then  enter  King  Eldward,  Clarence,  Gloster, 
and  forces  ;  vnth  Queen  Margaret,  Oxford,  and 
Somerset,  prisoners. 
K.  Edw.  Now,  here  a  period  of  tumultuous  broili. 

Away  with  Oxford  to  Hammes'  castle*  straight : 

(3)  A  castle  oi  Picvdy. 
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For  Somenet,  off  with  hit  Xtultf 

*  Go,  bear  them  hence;  I  wm  not  hear  them  ipeak. 

Oxf,  For  mj  part,  I'll  not  trouble  thee  with  words. 

*  Sam.  Nor  I,  bat  Hoop  with  patience  to  mj  for^ 

tune.    \Kxtuni  Osfl  wnd  Som.  guarded. 
^Q.Mar.  Sopartweaadlyinthistroublousworid, 

*  To  meet  with  joy  in  sweet  Jerusalem. 

*  K,  Edw.  Is  proclamation  made,— that,  who 

finds  Edward, 

*  Shall  have  a  hieh  reward,  and  he  his  life  f 

*  Glo,  It  is:  and,  lo,  where  youthful  Edward  comes. 

Enter  SoUitrt  with  Prince  Edward. 

*  •  K.  Edw.  Bring  Ibrth  die  gallant,  let  us  bear 

him  speak: 
*What!  can  so  young  a  thom  begin  to  prick  ? 

*  Edward,  what  satisfactk»  canst  thou  make, 

'  For  bearing  amis,  for  stirring  up  my  subjects, 

*  And  all  the  trouble  thou  hast  tumM  me  to .' 
Prince.  Speak  like  a  subject,  proud  ambitious  Yoric! 

Suppose  that  I  am  now  my  fitther's  mouth ; 
Resign  thy  chair,  and,  wliere  I  stand,  kneel  thou. 
Whilst  I  propose  the  self-same  words  to  thee. 
Which,  traitor,  thou  wouldst  have  me  answer  to. 
Q.  Mar.  Ah,  diat  thy  father  had  been  so  resol  v*d ! 

*  Glo,  That  you  might  stUl  have  worn  the  petti- 

coat. 
And  ne*er  have  stol*n  the  breech  from  Lancaster. 

Prince.  Let  JEaoy\  fable  in  a  winter's  night; 
His  currish  riddles  sort  not  with  this  place. 
Glo.  By  heaven,  brat,  IMl  plague  you  for  that  word 
Q.Mar,  At,  thou  wast  born  to  be  a  plague  to  men. 
€Uo,  For  (rod's  sake,  take  awa^  this  captive  scold. 
Prince.   Nay,  take  away  this  scolduig  crook- 
back  rather. 
'  JC  Edw.  Peace,  wilful  boy,  or  I  will  chanr^ 

your  tongue. 
Gar.  untutor'd  lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 
Prince.  I  know  my  duty,  you  are  all  undutiful : 
Lascivkws  Edward,— and  thou  peijur'd  Geoige,— 
And  thou  misshapen  Dick, — I  tell  ye  all, 
I  am  TOur  better,  traitors  as  ye  are ; — 

*  Ana  thou  usurp'st  my  Other's  right  and  mine. 
K.  Edw.  Take  that,  die  likeness  of  this  raiter 

here.  [S(a6j  hitn. 

•Glo.  Sprawl'st  thou.'  take  that,  to  end  thy 

agony.  [Glo.  stabs  him. 

*  Clar.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  peijuiy. 
[Clar.  stabs  him. 

%M*u.    iTAonj,  Biiu  wraii.  [Q/7^  ^  ^H  ^^• 

•iC.  Edw.  Hold,  Riehaid,  hold,  for  we  have 

done  too  much. 
Glo.  Why  should  she  live,  to  fill  die  world  with 

words?* 

*  K.  Edw.  What!  doth  she  twoon?  use  means 

fiw  her  recoveiy. 

Glo.  Clarence,  excuse  me  to  the  kingmy  brother ; 
'  I'll  hence  to  London  on  a  serious  matter : 
'  Ere  ye  come  there,  be  sure  to  hear  some  news. 

Oar.  What?  what? 

*  Gh.  The  Tower,  the  Tower !  [Erit. 
>  q.  Mar.  O,  Ned,  sweet  Ned!  speak  to  thy 

mother,  bor ! 

*  Canst  thou  not  speak  ?— O  traitors !  murderers  !— 
They,  that  stabbM  Caesar,  shed  no  blood  at  all. 
Did  not  offend,  nor  were  not  worthy  blame, 

*  If  this  ibul  deed  were  by,  to  equal  it. 

*  He  was  a  man ;  this,  in  respect,  a  child ; 

(1)  The  prince  calls  Richard,  for  his  crooked- 
ness, £2iOp. 

(2)  t.  e.  I  will  compel  you  to  be  as  wilent  as  if 
Tou  were  deprived  of  speech  by  enchantment 


S.  Mar.  O,  kill  me  too ! 
lo.  Many,  and  shall. 


And  men  ne  er  spend  dieir  Any  on  a  diud. 

*  What's  worse  than  murderer,  that  I  may  name  it  ? 

*  No,  no;  my  heart  will  bunt,  an  if  I  speak : — 

*  And  I  will  speak,  diat  so  my  heart  may  burst-* 

*  Butchers  ana  villains,  bloody  cannibals ! 

*  How  sweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  cropp'd ! 

*  You  have  no  children,  butchers !  if  you  haa, 

'  The  thought  of  them  would  have  stirr'd  up  re- 
morse: 

*  But,  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  child. 
Look  in  his  youth  to  have  him  so  cut  off, 

*  As,  deathsmen !  you  have  rid  this  sweet  young 

prince! 
K,  Edw.  Away  widi  her;  go,  bear  her  hence 

perforce. 

Q.  Mar.  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  despatch 

me  here; 

Here  sheath  thy  sword,  I'll  pardon  thee  my  death : 

What !  wilt  thou  not  .'—Uien,  Clarence,  do  it  thou. 

Oar.  By  heaven,  I  will  not  do  thee  so  much  ease. 

Q.Mar.  Good  Clarence,  do;  sweet  Clarence, 

do  thou  do  it  « 

Oar.  Didst  thou  not  hear  me  swear,  I  would 

not  doit? 
Q.  Mar.  Av,  but  thou  usest  to  forswear  thyself; 
•Twas  sin  berore,^  but  now  'tis  charity. 

*  What !  wilt  thou  not?  where  is  diat  devil's  botcher, 
Hard-favour'd  Richard?  Rkhard,  where  art  diou? 
Thou  art  not  here :  Murder  is  diy  alms-deed ; 
Petitioners  for  blood  thou  ne'er  put^st  back. 

*  K.  Edw.  Away,  I  say ;  I  charge  ye,  bear  her 

hence. 
Q.  Mar.  So  come  to  you,  and  yours,  as  to  thb 

prince !  [Elxit,  led  out  fordbh. 

K.  Edw.  Wher«'s  Richard  gone  ? 

*  Clar.  To  London,  all  in  post  *,  and,  as  I  guess, 
To  make  a  bloody  supper  in  the  Tower. 

K,  Edw.  He's  suaden,  if  a  thing  comes  in  his 
bead. 

*  Now  march  we  hence:  discharge  the  common  sort 

*  With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  Iiondon, 

*  And  see  our  gentle  queen  how  well  she  fares ; 

*  By  this,  I  hope,  she  liath  a  son  for  me.  [Exeunt 

SCE^TE  r/.— London.  A  room  in  (he  Tower. 
King  Henry  is  discovered  sitting  wUh  a  book  in 
his  hand,  the  Lieulenani  aUmding.  Enter 
Gloster. 

Gto.  Good  day,  my  lord!    What,  at  yoor  book 

K.  Hen.  Ay,  my  good  lord:   My  lord,  I  should 
say  rather; 
'Tis  sin  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better : 
Good  Gloster,  and  good  devil,  were  alike, 

*  And  both  preposterous;  therefore,  not  good  lord. 
•Glo.  Sirrah,  leave  us  to  ourselves:  we  must 

confer.  [Sixii  Ueutenani. 

•K.  Hen.  So  flies  die  reckless^  shepherd  fipm 
the  wdf : 

*  So  first  the  harmless  sheep  doth  yield  his  fleece, 

*  And  next  hu  thrtet  unto  the  butcher's  knife. — 
What  scene  of  death  hath  Roecius  now  to  act  ? 

Glo.  Suspickm  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind; 
The  thief  doUi  fear  each  bush  an  officer. 

K.  Hen.  The  bird,  that  hadi  been  limed  in  ■ 
bush, 

*  With  trembling  winn  misdoubleth^  every  bush. 
And  I,  the  hapless  male  to  one  sweet  bird. 
Have  now  the  Aital  object  in  my  eye, 

(3)  Dispute,  contention. 

(4)  She  alludes  to  die  desertion  of  Clarence. 

(5)  Careless. 

(6)  To  misdoubt  is  to  suspect  danger,  to  fonr. 
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joong  wes  ]im*d,  wei  caiight  and 


*CHa,  Yfhj,  what  a  peeviah^  ibol  was  that  of 
Crete, 
*That  tauefat  bit  son  the  office  of  a  fowl? 

*  And  jet,  for  all  hit  wingi,  the  fool  was  drowned. 

*K.Hen.  I,  DBedalus;  mjr  poor  hoy,  Icanw; 
1^  father,  Minos,  that  denieci  oar  course ; 

*  Tne  sun,  that  seair'd  the  winn  of  my  sweet  boy, 

*  Thy  brother  Edward ;  and  ttiyaelf,  the  sea, 

*  Whose  enrioas  Kulf  did  swalfow  up  his  life. 

*  Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  weapon,  not  with  words ! 

*  My  breast  can  better  brook  thy  dagger^s  point. 
Than  can  my  ears  that  tragic  histoiy. — 

*  But  wherefore  dost  thou  come?  is*t  for  my  life  ? 
*  Glo.  Think*8t  thou  I  am  an  executioner? 

K.  Hen.  A  persecutor,  I  am  sure,  thou  art ; 

*  If  murderinc  uinocents  be  executii:^, 

*  Why,  then  thou  art  an  executioner. 

CrUK  Thy  son  I  kill*d  for  his  presumption. 

JLHm.  Hadst  thou  been  kilPd,  when  first  thou 
didst  presume, 
Thou  hadst  not  Ur'd  to  kill  a  son  of  mine. 
'  And  thu)  I  prophesy^ — ^that  many  a  thousand, 

*  Which  now  mistrust  no  parceP  of  my  fear; 
'And  man^  an  old  man's  sjgfa,  and  many  a 

widow's, 

*  And  manT  an  orphan's  water-standinr  eye,  - 

*  Men  for  their  sons,  wires  for  their  husbands'  fate, 

*  And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timeless  death, — 

*  Shall  rue  the  hour  that  erer  thou  wast  bom. 
The  owl  shriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  eril  sign ; 

*  The  night'Crow  cried,  aboding  luckless  time ; 
Dogs  hmrl'd,  and  hideous  tempests  shook  down 

trees; 
llie  raren  rook'd*  her  on  the  chimney's  top, 
And  chatterins'  pies  in  dismal  discords  sung. 
Thy  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain. 
And  yet  brought  forth  less  than  a  mother's  hope ; 

*  To  wit,— an  indisnst  deformed  lump. 
Not  like  the  fruit  <^  such  a  goodly  tree. 

Teeth  hadst  thou  in  thy  head,  when  thou  wast  bom. 
To  signify, — thou  cam'st  to  bite  the  world : 
And,  if  the  rest  be  true  which  I  have  heard, 

*  Thou  cam'st— > 

Gfo.  I'll  hear  no  more ;— Die,  prophet,  in  thy 
tptetch ;  [Stabs  him. 

For  diis,  amongst  the  rest,  was  I  ordain'd. 
K.  HoL  Ay,  and  for  much  more  sbughter  af- 
ter tfiis. 
O God !  hrfsit%  my  sins,  and  pardon  thee !  [Diet. 
Gto.  What,  will  the  aspiring  blood  of  Lancaster 
Sink  in  the  ground?  I  thou^t  it  would  have 


See,  bow  my  sword  weeps  for  the  poor  king's  death ! 

*  O,  may  sodi  purple  tears  be  always  shed 

*  From  those  tnst  wish  the  downfal  of  our  bouse! — 
'  If  any  spark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 

Down,  down  to  hell ;  and  say — I  sent  thee  thither, 
[SUibt  him  again. 
I,  that  have  neidier  pity,  kwe,  nor  fear. — 
Indeed,  'tis  true,  diat  Heniy  told  me  of; 
For  I  hare  often  heard  my  mother  say, 
I  came  into  the  world  wim  my  less  forward : 
Had  I  not  reason,  think  ye,  to  make  haste, 

*  And  seek  their  rain  that  usurp'd  our  right  ? 
The  midwife  wondered ;  and  the  women  cried, 
O,  Jesuf  blest  ns,heis  bom  vrith  teeth! 

*  And  so  I  was;  which  plainly  signified — 
That  I  riKMild  snarl,  and  bite,  and  play  the  do^. 

*  Then,  sinoe  die  hearens  hare  shap'd  my  body  so, 

(1)  Childish. 

(2)  No  part  of  what  toy  feais  presage. 


Let  hell  make  crook'd  n^  mind  to  answer  it 
i  have  no  brother,  I  am  hke  no  brother : 

*  And  this  word — love,  which  greybeards  call  divine, 
Be  resident  in  men  like  one  ancrther, 

And  not  in  me ;  I  am  mvself  alone. — 
Clarence,  beware ;  thou  keep'st  me  from  the  light ; 
But  I  will  8ort<  a  pitchy  day  for  thee : 
For  I  will  buu  abroad  such  prophecies, 

*  That  Edward  shull  be  fearful  of  his  life ; 
And  then,  to  puive  his  fear,  I'll  be  thy  death. 

*  King  Hennr,  and  the  prince  his  son,  are  gone ; 

*  Clarence,  thy  turn  is  next,  and  then  the  rest ; 
Counting  myself  but  bad,  till  I  be  best-* 

*  I'll  throw  thy  body  in  another  room. 

And  triumph,  Heniy,  in  thy  day  of  doom.   [Kait. 


SCEJfE  Vn.—The  satne,  A  room  in  the  pal- 
ace. King  Edward  is  discovered  sitting-  on  his 
throne  ;  ^leen  Elisabeth  with  the  infant  prince, 
Clarence,  Gloster,  Hastings,  and  others,  near 
ntm. 

K.  Edw.  Once  more  we  sit  in  England's  royal 

throne, 
Re-puTchas'd  with  the  blood  of  enemies. 
What  valiant  foe-men,  like  to  autumn's  com, 
Have  we  mow'd  down,  in  tops  of  all  their  pride  ? 
Three  dukes  of  Somerset,  threefold  renown'd 
Fpr  hardy  and  undoubted  chamiHons : 
Two  Clifibrds,  as  the  father  andf  the  sdh. 
And  two  Northumberlands ;  two  braver  men 
Ne'er  4>un-'d  their  courren  at  the  trumpet's  sound ; 
With  them,  the  two  breve  bears,  Warwick  and 

Montague, 
That  in  their  chains  fetter'd  the  kingly  lion, 
And  made  the  forest  tremble  when  thiey  roar'd. 
Thus  have  we  swept  suspicion  from  our  seat. 
And  nllade  our  footstool  of  security. — 
Come  hither,  Bess,  and  let  me  kiss  my  boy : — 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  uncles,  and  mjfwtXt, 
Have  m  our  armoun  watch'd  the  winter^  nig^t; 

*  Went  all  afoot  in  summer's  scalding  heat, 
That  thou  miefat'st  repossess  the  cro\vn  in  peace ; 
And  of  our  labours  thou  shalt  reap  the  gain. 

Glo.  I'll  blast  his  harvest,  if  your  head  were  laid: 
For  yet  I  am  not  look'd  on  in  the  worid. 
This  shoulder  was  ordain'd  so  thick,  to  heave ; 
And  hMve  it  shall  some  weight,  or  break  my 

back:— 
Worit  thou  the  way«— and  thon  shalt  execute. 

[Aside. 
K.  Edw.  Clarence,  and  Gloster,  love  my  lovely 
<]neen ; 
And  kiss  your  princely  nephew,  brodien  both. 

Clar.  The  duty  that  I  owe  unto  your  majesty, 
I  seal  upon  the  lips  of  this  sweet  babe. 
K.  Edw.  Thanks,  noble  Clarence ;  worthy  bro- 
ther, thanks. 
<  Glo.  And,  that  I  love  the  tree  fronl  wheoi« 

thou  sprang'st. 
Witness  the  kwing  Iciss  I  give  die  fruit : — 
To  say  the  trndt,  so  Jndas  kiss'd  his        \ 

™"^'»  \  Aaidm. 

•  And  cried— «ll hail!— whenashemeantr  "^"^ 

— all  harm;  y 

K.  Edw.  Now  am  I  seated  as  my  soul  delights. 
Having  my  countir's  peace,  and  brothers'  loves. 
CZor.  What  will  your  grace  have  done  with 
Maraaret? 
Reicnier,  her  fother,  to  the  kmg  <X  France 
Ham  pawn'd  the  Sidls  and  Jerusalem, 

(3)  To  rook,  signified  to  squat  down  or  k)dge  o« 
any  thing. 
(4)Sdact 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


84 


THIRD  PART  OF  KLNG  HEiNRY  VI. 


AdF 


koA  hither  hare  thejr  sent  it  for  her  ran^iOfrL 
K.  Edw.  Away  with  her,  and  waft  bcr  hence  to 
France. 
And  now  what  rests,  bat  that  we  spend  the  time 
With  stately  triumphs,  mirthful  comic  sbDvrfl, 
Such  as  bent  the  pleasures  of  the  court .' — 
Sotmd,  drums  and  trumpets ! — farewell,  sou  r  aitncj 
For  here,  I  hope,  begins  our  lasting  joy.  [£j«f(nf. 


The  three  parts  of  KinsfHeniyVI.  are  luffpected, 
bjr  Mr.  Theobald,  of  being  supposititious^  and  are 
dieclared,  by  Dr.  Warburtoo,  to  be  certainly  twA 
ShakspeareV  Mr.  Theobeld*s  suspicion  nn^en  from 
•ome  obsolete  words;  but  the  phraseoki^  i#  like 
the  rest  of  our  author^s  style,  and  single  viiimia,  of 
which  howeyer  I  do  not  olMenre  more  Sum  two,  ctiia 
conclude  little. 

Dr.  Warburton  giyes  no  reason,  but  I  suppose 
him  to  judge  upon  deeper  principles  SinJ  irtorv 
comprehensive  views,  and  to  araw  bis  opJEiiuii  Uowi 
the^  seneral  effect  and  spirit  of  the  cdmjKNiihoii, 
whicn  he  thinks  inferior  to  the  other  historical  ptaya. 

From  mere  inferiority  nothing  can  be  LnfetWd  | 
in  die  productions  of  wit  there  will  be  inequality, 
c *. — ^  judgment  will  err,  and  soroetinniB  Uie 


m^tLgr  itself  will  defeat  the  artist  Of  ererr  au- 
ihiit'^  ^voriis  one  will  be  the  best,  and  one  wul  be 
t^kc  worst  The  colours  are  not  equally  pleamng, 
nor  rhf  attitudes  equally  graceful,  in  all  tne  pictures 
of  rili&n  or  Reynolds. 

Di»H^militude  of  style  and  heterogeneousness  of 
^ntimi  nt,  may  sufficiently  show  that  a  work  does 
not  i^nlly  belong  to  the  reputed  author.  But  in 
thew  pEays  no  such  marks  of  spuriousness  are  found. 
Tim  nktion,  the  versification,  and  the  ^;urcs,  are 
Shak^pnare*s.  These  plays,  considered  without  re- 
irard  tr:i  characters  ana  incidents,  merely  as  narra- 
tiven  In  verse,  are  more  happily  conceived,  and 
more  accurately  finished,  than  those  of  King  John, 
Hiihafd  II.  or  the  tragic  scenes  of  King  Heniy 
I V".  and  v.  If  we  take  these  plays  from  Shak- 
!)ipcare,  to  whom  shall  they  be  given  ?  AVhat  au- 
thor of  diat  age  had  the  same  «isiness  of  expres- 
sion and  fluency  of  numbers.^ 

Of  these  three  plays  I  think  the  second  the  best. 
Th^  tnith  is,  that  they  have  not  sufficient  variety 
of  a*,  tion,  for  the  incidents  are  too  often  of  the  same 
kind;^  yet  many  of  the  characters  are  well  dis- 
criminated. King  Henry,  and  his  Queen,  Kinf 
KcUurd,  the  Duke  of  Gloucester,  and  the  Earl  of 
Warwick,  are  very  strongly  and  distinctly  painted. 

JOHNSON. 
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Lords  and  other  attendanisf  iwo  Gentlemen,  a 
Pursuivani,  Scrioener,  CiHeens^  Murderers^ 
Messengers,  Ghosts,  Soldiers^  ^e, 

Sceoa,  England, 


ACT  I. 

SCEJfE  /.— Londoo.  A  street  Enkr  GloaCer. 

Gloster. 

jSgW  ■■  the  winter  of  oar  disoGoteot 

Made  ckirioat  summer  br  this  son  of  Torit ; 

And  aU  the  dooda,  that  wwer'd  upon  our  house. 

In  the  deep  bosom  of  the  ocean  buried. 

Noir  ai«  our  brows  bound  with  victorious  wreaths; 

Oar  bruised  aims  hung  up  for  monuments; 

Our  stem  alarums  chang'd  to  meny  meetings, 

Our  dreadful  marches  todeltchtful  measures.  > 

Grim-visag*dWarhathsmooth'd  his  wrinkled  front; 

And  now, — instead  of  mounted  barbed^  steeds, 

To  fright  the  souls  of  fearful  adversaries, — 

He  capers  nimbi  j  in  a  ladj^s  chamber, 

To  Ae  lascivious  pleasiuf  of  a  lute. 

But  I, — ^that  am  not  shap*d  for  sportive  tricks, 

Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  looking-glass ; 

I,  that  am  mdelj  stamped,  and  want  love*s  majesty. 

To  stmt  before  a  wanton  ambling  nymph ; 

I,  that  am  curtailed  of  this  fair  proportion. 

Cheated  of  feature  by  dissemblmg  nature, 

Ddbrm^d,  unfinished,  sent  before  nray  time 

Into  this  breathing  worid,  scarce  half  made  up, 

And  that  so  lamely  and  unfashionable. 

That  do^  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them  ;-* 

Why  I,  m  this  weak  p'ping  time  of  peace, 

Have  no  delight  to  pass  away  the  time ; 

Unless  to  spy  my  shadow  in  the  sun. 

And  descant  on  mine  own  deformity; 

And  therefore, — since  I  cannot  prove  a  lover. 

To  entertain  these  fair  well-spoken  days, — 

I  am  detemuned  to  prove  a  villain. 


(i)  Daacaa. 


(2) 


And  hate  the  idle  pleasures  of  these  days. 

Pkits  have  I  laid,  indoctkins'  dangerous. 

By  drunken  prophecies,  libels,  nnd  dreaima, 

To  set  my  brother  Claranoe,  and  the  king, 

In  deadl  V  hate  the  one  against  the  other : 

And,  if  king  Edward  be  as  true  and  just. 

As  I  am  subtle,  false,  and  treacherous, 

This  day  should  Clarence  doaely  be  mewM  up ; 

About  a  prophecnr,  which  say»— that  G 

Of  £dward*s  heira  the  murderer  shall  be. 

Dive,  tixwgfats,  down  to  mj  soul !  here  Clarence 


Enter  Clarence,  guarded,  and  Brakenbuiy. 

Brodier,  good  day:  What  meana  this  armed  guard 
That  waits  upon  your  grace  f 

Gar.  His  majesty, 

Tendorinr  my  penon's  Mfety,  hath  appointed 
This  conduct  to  contey  me  to  the  Tower. 

Glo.  Upon  what  cause? 

dor.  Because  mj  name  is— George. 

Glo.  Alack,  my  knd,  that  feult  isnone  of  yours ; 

He  should,  for  that,  commit  your  j^odfethers : 

O,  belike,  his  majesty  hath  some  utent. 

That  you  shall  be  new  christenM  in  the  Tower. 

But  what's  the  matter,  Clarence  ?  may  I  know  f 

Oar.  Yea,  Richard,  when  I  know ;  for  I  protest, 
As  yet  I  do  not :  But,  as  I  can  learn. 
He  heaikens  after  prophecies,  and  dreams ; 
And  from  die  cross-row  plucks  the  letter  G, 
And  8ays--«  wizard  told  him,  that  by  G 
His  issue  disinherited  should  be ; 
And,  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  G, 
It  folk>ws  in  his  thoodit,  that  I  am  he : 
These,  as  I  Icaro,  and  such  like  to^  as  these. 
Have  mov*d  his  highness  to  i^*—" *  ■*-  "— 


(3) 


(4)  Fancies. 
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Gh.  Why,  this  it  is,  when  men  are  nil*d  bj 
women : — 
*Ti8  not  the  kine  that  sends  you  to  the  Tower ; 
My  lady  Grey,  his  wife,  Clarence,  'tis  she, 
That  tempers  him  to  this  extremity. 
Was  it  not  she,  and  that  good  man  of  worship, 
Antony  Woodeville,  her  brother  there. 
That  made  him  send  lord  Hastings  to  the  Tower  ; 
From  whence  this  present  day  he  is  deli\  erM  ? 
We  are  not  safe,  Clarence,  we  are  not  safe. 

Ctor.  By  heaven,  I  think,  there  is  no  man  secare, 
But  the  queen*s  kindred,  and  night-walking  heralds 
That  trudge  betwixt  the  king  and  mistress  Shore. 
Heard  you  not,  what  an  humble  suppliant 
Lord  Hastings  was  to  her  for  his  delivery  f 

Glo.  Humbly  complaining  to  her  deity 
Got  mr  lord  chamberlain  his  liberty. 
I'll  tell  you  what, — I  think,  it  is  our  way, 
If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  king, 
To  be  her  men,  and  wear  her  livery : 
The  jealous  o'er-wom  widow,  and  herself,! 
Since  that  our  brother  dubb'd  them  gentlewomen. 
Are  mighty  gossips  in  this  monarchy. 

Brak.  I  beseech  your  graces  both  to  pardon  roe ; 
His  majesty  hath  straitly  given  in  charge. 
That  no  man  shall  have  private  conference, 
Of  what  di^^ree  soever,  with  his  brother. 

CUo.  Even  so.'  an  please  your  worship,  Braken- 
buiy. 
You  may  partake  of  any  thing  we  say : 
We  speak  no  treason,  man ; — We  say  the  king 
Is  wise  and  virtuous;  and  his  noble  queen 
Well  struck  in  vears;  fair,  and  not  jealous; 
We  say,  that  Shore's  wife  hath  a  pretty  foot, 
A  cherry  Up, 

A  bonny  eye,  a  piuMing  deasing  tongue ; 
And  the  queen's. kindred  are  made  gentlefolks: 
How  say  you,  sir.'  can  you  deny  all  this ? 

Brak,  \Vitfi  this,  my  lord,  myself  have  nooght 
to  do. 

Olo,  Naught  to  do  with  mistress  Shore .'  I  tell 
thee,  fellow. 
He  that  doth  naus^t  with  her,  excepting  one, 
Were  best  to  do  it  secretly,  alcHie. 

Brak,  What  one,  my  lord.' 

Qio,    Her  husband,    knave: — ^Would'st    thou 
betray  me .' 

Brak.  I  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon  me;  and, 
withal, 
Forbear  Tour  conference  with  the  noble  duke. 

Qar,  We  know  thy  charge,  Brakenbury,  and 
will  obey. 

Gh.  We  are  the  oueen's  abjects,^  and  must  obey. 
Brother,  farewell :  I  will  unto  the  king ; 
And  whatsoever  you  will  employ  me  in, — 
Wore  it,  to  call  king  Edward's  widow — sister, — 
I  will  perform  it  to  enfranchise  you. 
Mean  time,  this  deep  disgrace  in  brotherhood. 
Touches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 

Gar.  I  know  it  pleaseth  neither  of  us  well. 

Glo.  Well,  your  imprisonment  shall  not  be  long ; 
I  will  deliver  you,  or  else  lie  for  you : 
Mean  time,  have  patience. 

Qar.  I  most  perforce ;  farewell. 

[Exeunt  Clarence,  Brakenbury,  and  Guard. 

Gh.  Go,  tread  the  path  that  thou  shalt  ne'er 
return. 
Simple,  plain  Clarence !— I  do  love  thee  so, 
Hiat  I  will  shortly  send  thy  soul  to  heaven. 
If  heaven  will  take  the  present  at  our  hands. 
But  who  comes  here .'  the  new-deliver'd  Hastings .' 

(1)  The  queen  and  Shore. 
(%)  Lowest  of  subjects. 


Enter  Hastings. 


Hasi.  Good  time  of  day  unto  my  gmcioiis  lord  ! 

Glo.  As  much  unto  my  good  lord  chamberlain ! 
Well  are  you  welcome  to  this  open  air. 
How  hath  your  lordship  brooked  imprisonment? 

Hasi.  With  patience,  noble  lord,  as  prisooen 
must: 
But  I  shall  live,  my  lord,  to  give  them  thanks, 
That  were  the  cause  of  my  imprisonment. 

Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt ;  and  so  shall  Clarence 
too; 
For  they,  that  were  your  enemies,  are  his. 
And  have  prcvaii'd  as  much  on  him,  as  you. 

Host.  NIore  pity  that  the  eagle  should  be  mewM,' 
While  kites  and  buizards  prey  at  liberty. 

Glo.  What  news  abroad .' 

Hast.  No  news  so  bad  abroad,  as  this  at  home: — 
The  king  is  sickly,  weak,  and  melancholy. 
And  his  physicians  fear  him  mightily. 

Glo.  Now,  by  suint  Paul,  this  news  is  bad  indeed. 
O,  he  hath  kept  an  evil  diet  long. 
And  over-much  consum'd  his  royal  person ; 
'Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon. 
What,  is  he  in  his  bed .' 

Hasi.  He  is. 

Glo.  Go  you  before,  and  I  will  follow  you. 

[£xif  Hastinga. 
He  cannot  live,  I  hope ;  and  must  not  die. 
Till  George  be  pack'd  with  posthorse  up  to  heayeo. 
I'll  in  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 
With  lies  well  steei'd  with  weighty  ai^gumenta ; 
And,  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  intent, 
Clarence  hath  not  another  oay  to  live  : 
Which  done,  God  take  king  Edward  to  his  mercj, 
And  leave  the  world  for  me  to  bustle  in  ! 
For  then  I'll  marry  Warwick's  youngest  daughter: 
V\Tiat  though  I  kilf*d  her  husband,  and  her  father? 
The  readiest  way  to  make  the  wench  amends, 
U — to  become  her  husband,  and  her  father : 
The  which  will  I ;  not  all  so  much  for  love. 
As  for  another  secret  close  intent. 
By  marning  her,  which  I  must  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  horse  to  market : 
Clarence  still  breathes:  Edward  still  lives,   and 

reigns; 
When  they  are  gone,  then  must  I  count  my  Qnw. 

SCEJ^TE  H.—The  same.  Another  street.  En- 
ter the  corpse  of  King  Henry  the  Sixths  borne 
in  an  open  coffin,  Gentlemen  bearing  halberds, 
to  guard  it ;  and  Lady  Anne  as  mourner. 

Anne.    Set  down,  set  down,  your  boooorable 
load,— 
If  honour  may  be  shrouded  in  a  hearse, — 
WTiilst  I  a  while  obse^^uiousl}'^  lament 
The  untimely  fall  of  virtuous  Lancaster. — 
Poor  key-cold  figure  of  a  holy  king ! 
Pale  ashes  of  the  house  of  Lancaster ! 
Thou  bloodless  remnant  of  that  royal  blood  ! 
Be  it  lawful  that  I  invocate  thy  ghost. 
To  hear  the  lamentations  of  poor  Anne, 
Wife  to  thy  Edward,  to  thy  slaughter'd  son, 
Stabb'd  by  the  self-same  hand  that  made  these 

wounds ! 
Lo,  in  these  windows,  that  let  forth  thy  life, 
I  pour  the  helpless  balm  of  my  poor  eyes : — 
O,  cursed  be  the  hand  that  made  these  holes  ! 
Cursed  the  heart,  that  had  the  heart  to  do  it ! 
Cursed  the  blood,  that  let  this  blood  from  hence ! 
More  direful  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch. 


(3)  Confined. 


(4)  Funereal 
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That  makes  us  vrretched  bj  (he  death  of  thee. 
That  I  can  wibh  to  adders,  spiders,  toads, 
Or  any  creeping  venomM  thing  that  lives ! 
If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  be  it. 
Prodigious,  and  untimeljr  brought  to  light, 
Whose  ugly  and  unnatural  asp^t 
Maj  fright  the  hopeful  mother  at  the  Tiew; 
And  that  be  heir  to  his  unhappiness ! 
If  ever  he  have  wife,  let  her  be  made 
More  miserable  by  the  death  of  him. 
Than  I  am  made  by  my  young  lord,  and  thee ! — 
Come,  now,  toward  Chertsey  with  your  holy  load, 
Taken  from  Paul's  to  be  interred  there ; 
And,  still  as  you  are  weary  of  the  weight} 
Restyou,  whiles  I  lament  king  Heniy's  corse. 
[7ne  Bearers  takes  up  the  corpse,  and  advance. 

Enter  Gloster. 

Olo.  Stay  yoo,  that  bear  the  corse,  and  set  it 
down. 

Anne.  What  black  magician  conjures  up  this 
fiend. 
To  stop  devoted  charitable  deeds  .^ 

Glo.  Villains,  set  down  the  corse ;  or,  by  samt 
Paul, 
I'll  make  a  corse  of  him  that  disobeys. 

1  Creni.  My  lord,  stand  back,  and  let  the  coffin  pass. 

Crlo.  Unnianner'd  dog!  stand  thou  whm  I  com- 
mand: 
Advance  thy  halberd  higher  than  my  breast. 
Or,  by  saint  Paul,  I'll  strike  thee  to  my  foot. 
And  spurn  upon  thee,  beggar,  for  thy  boldi^ss. 

[The  b^n-ers  ui  down  the  coffin. 

Anne.  What,  do  you  tremble  .'are  you  all  afraid  f 
Ahis,  I  blame  you  not ;  for  vou  are  mortal, 
And  mortal  eyes  cannot  endure  the  devil. — 
Avaunt,  thou  dreadful  minister  of  hell .' 
Thou  hadst  but  power  over  his  mortal  body, 
His  soul  thou  canst  not  have ;  therefore  be  gone. 

Glo.  Sweet  saint,  for  charity,  be  not  so  curst 

Anne.  F'oul  devil,  for  God's  sake,  hence,  and 
trouble  us  not : 
For  thou  hast  made  the  happy  earth  thy  hell, 
Fill'd  it  with  cursing  cries,  and  deep  exclaims. 
If  thou  delight  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds, 
Behold  thM  pattemi  of  thy  butcheries : — 
O,  gentlemen,  see,  see !  dead  Henry's  wounds 
Opoi  their  congeal'd  mouths,  and  bleed  afresh ! — 
Blush,  blush,  thou  lump  of  foul  deformity ; 
For  'tis  thy  presence  that  exhales  this  blood 
From  cold  and  emp^  veins,  where  no  blood  dwells ; 
Thj  deed,  inhuman  and  unnatural, 

PrcM^>kes  this  deluge  most  unnatural. 

O  God,  which  this  blood  mad'st,  revenge  his  death ! 
O  earth,  which  this  blood  drink'st,  revenge  his  death ! 
Either,  heaven,  with  lightning  strike  the  murderer 

dead. 
Or,  earth,  gape  open  wide,  and  eat  him  quick ; 
As  thou  dcMt  swallow  up  this  good  king's  blood. 
Which  his  hell-govera'a  arm  hath  butchered ! 

Gio.  Lady,  you  know  no  rules  of  charity. 
Which  renders  good  for  bad,  blessings  for  curses. 

Aitne.  Villain,  thou  know'st  no  law  of  God'nor 
man; 
Ifo  beast  so  fierce,  but  knows  some  touch  of  pity. 

Glo.  But  I  know  none,  and  thereforer  am  no  oeast. 

Anne.  O  wonderful,  when  devils  tell  the  truth ! 

Glo.  More  wooderfiil,  when  angels  a  re  so  angiy. — 
Yoochsafe,  divine  perfection  of  a  woman. 
Of  these  supposed  evils,  to  give  me  leave, 
Bj  circumstance,  but  to  acmiit  myselfl 

Anne.  Vouchsafe,  difius'a  infection  of  a  man, 

(1)  Example. 


For  these  known  eviU,  but  (o  give  me  leave. 
By  circumstance,  to  curse  thy  cursed  self 

Glo.  Fairerthantonguecan  name  thee,  letmehavc 
Some  patient  leisure  to  excuse  myself 

Anne.  Fouler  than  heart  can  think  thee,  dxM 
canst  make 
No  excuse  current,  but  to  hang  thyself 

Glo.  By  such  despair,  I  should  accuse  myself. 

Anne.  j\nd,  by  despairing,  shalt  thou  staiod  ex 
cus'd; 
For  doing  worthy  vena:eance  on  thyself, 
That  didst  unworthy  slau'^hter  upon  others. 

Gh.  Say,  that  I  slew  them  not .' 

Anne.  Why  thqn,  they  are  not  dead: 

But  dead  they  are,  and,  devilish  slave,  by  thee. 

Glo.  I  did  not  kill  your  husband. 

Anne.  Why,  then  he  is  alive. 

Glo.  Nay,  he  is  dead;  and  slain  by  Edward's 
hand. 

Anne.  In  thy  soul's  throat  thou  licst;  qaeeo 
Margaret  saw 
Thy  murderous  faulchion  smoking  in  his  blood ; 
The  which  thou  once  didst  bend  ai^inst  her  brenst, 
But  that  thy  brothers  beat  aside  the  jpoint. 

Glo.  I  was  provoked  by  her  slancTrous  tongue, 
That  laid  their  guilt  upon  m>  guiltless  shoulders. 

Anne.  Thou  wast  provoked  by  thy  bloody  mind, 
That  never  dreamt  on  aught  but  butcheries : 
Didst  thou  not  kill  this  king  f 

Glo.  I  grant  ye. 

Anne.    Dost  grant  me,  hedge-hog.'  then  God 
grant  me  too. 
Thou  may'st  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed ! 
O,  he  was  gentle,  mild,  and  virtuous. 

Glo.  The  6tter  for  the  King  of  heaven,  that  hath 
him. 

Anne.  He  is  in  heaven,  where  thou  sbalt  never 
come. 

Glo.  Let  him  thank  roe,  that  holp  to  send  him 
thither; 
For  he  was  fitter  for  that  place,  than  earth. 

Anne.  And  thou  unfit  tor  any  place  but  hell. 

GUh  Yes,  one  place  else,  if  you  will  hear  me 
name  it 

Anne.  Some  dungeon. 

Glo.  Your  bed-chamber. 

Anne,  ill  rest  betide  the  chamber  where  thoo 
liest ! 

Glo.  So  will  it,  madam,  till  I  lie  with  you. 

Anne.  I  hope  so. 

Glo.         I  know  so. — But,  gentle  lady  Anne^^ 
To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wits. 
And  fall  somewhat  into  a  slower  method  ;— 
Is  not  the  causer  of  the  timeless  deaths 
Of  these  Plantagenets,  Henry,  and  Edward, 
As  blameful  as  the  executioner.' 

Anne.  Thou  wast  the  cause,  and  most  accnnM 
efiect 

Glo.  Your  beauty  was  the  cause  of  that  dfect; 
Your  beauty,  which  did  haunt  me  in  my  sleep, 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world. 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  sweet  bosom. 

Anne.  If  I  thought  that,  I  tell  thee,  homicide. 
Those  nails  should  rend  that  beauty  from  my  cheekt. 

Glo.  These  eyes  could  not  endure  that  beauty's 
wreck. 
You  should  not  blemish  it,  if  1  stood  by : 
As  all  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  sun. 
So  I  by  that ;  it  is  my  day,  my  life.   • 

Anne.  Black  night  o'ershade  thy  day,  and  death 
thy  life! 

Glo.  Curse  not  thyself,  fair  creature ;  thou  art 
both. 

Anne,  I  would  I  weie,  to  be  reveog'd  on  dwe. 
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Glo,  It  is  a  quarrel  most  unnatural, 
To  be  reven^M  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 

Amu.  It  IS  a  quarrel  iust  and  reasonable, 
To  be  reven^M  on  him  mat  killM  mv  husband. 

Glo,  He  that  bereft  thee,  lady,  of  thy.husband, 
Did  it  to  bell)  thee  to  a  better  husband. 

Anne,  His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the 
earth. 

Crlo.  He  lives,  that  loves  jou  better  than  he  could. 

Antu,  Name  him. 

Glo.  Plantagenet. 

Anne.  Why,  that  was  he. 

Glo,  The  self-same  name,  bat  one  of  better  na- 
ture. 

Anne.  Where  is  he .' 

Glo,  Here :  [She  spits  at  him.]  Why  dost 

thou  spit  at  me  f 

Anne.  *  Would  it  were  mortal  poison,  for  thy  sake ! 

Glo.  Never  came  poison  from  so  sweet  a  place. 

Anne.  Never  hung  poison  on  a  fouler  toad. 
Out  of  my  sight !  thou  dost  infect  mine  eyes. 

Glo.  Thine  eyes,  sweet  lady,  have  infected  mine. 

Anne.  *Would  they  were  basilisks,  to  strike 
thee  dead ! 

Glo.  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  die  at  once ; 
For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living  death. 
Those  eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  salt  tears, 
Sham*d  their  aspects  with  store  of  childish  drops: 
These  eyes,  which  never  shed  remorsefuU  tear, — 
Not,  when  my  father  York  and  Edward  wept. 
To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made. 
When  black-fac*d  Clifford  shook  his  sword  at  him : 
Nor  when  thy  warlike  father,  like  a  child. 
Told  the  sad  story  of  my  father's  death ; 
And  twenty  times  made  pause,  to  sob,  and  weep, 
That  all  the  standers-by  bad  wet  their  cheeks, 
Like  trees  bedashed  with  rain :  in  that  sad  time. 
My  manly  eyes  did  scorn  an  humble  tear ; 
And  what  these  sorrows  could  not  thence  eiihale. 
Thy  beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with  weep- 

ine. 
I  never  sued  to  friend,  nor  enemy ; 
My  tongue  could  never  learn  sweet  soothing  word ; 
But  now  thy  beauty  is  proposed  my  fee, 
My  proud  heart  sues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to 
speak.         {She  looks  scornfully  at  him. 
Teach  not  thy  lip  such  scorn ;  for  it  was  made 
For  kissing,  lady,  not  for  such  contempt 
If  thy  revengeful  heart  cannot  forgive, 
Lo !  here  I  lend  thee  this  sharp-pointed  sword ; 
Whidi  if  thou  please  to  hide  in  this  true  breast, 
And  let  the  soul  forth  that  adorcth  thee, 
I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  stroke. 
And  humbly  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee. 

[He  lays  his  breast  open  ;  she  offers  at  it 
wiOi  his  sword. 
Nay,  do  not  pause :  for  I  did  kill  king  Heniy; — 
But  *twas  thy  beauty  that  provoked  me. 
Nay,  now  despatch ;  *twas  J  that  stabb'd  young 
Edward;— 

[S/^  again  offers  ai  his  breast. 
Bat  'twas  thy  heavenly  face  that  set  me  on. 

[She  lets  fall  the  sword. 
Take  up  the  sword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne.  Arise,  dissembler :  though  I  wish  thy  death, 
I  will  not  be  thy  executioner. 

Glo.  Tlien  bid  me  kill  myself,  and  I  will  do  it 
Anne.  I  have  already. 

Glo.         *  That  was  in  thy  rage : 

Speak  it  again,  and,  even  with  the  word. 
This  hand,  which,  for  thy  love,  did  kill  tfiy  love, 
ShftU,  for  thy  love,  kill  a  fax  truer  love ; 


(DPitifoI. 


(2)  In  Bishopigate  street 


To  both  their  deaths  shalt  thou  be  accessaiy. 

Anne.  I  would,  I  knew  thy  heart 

Glo.  'Tis  figured  in  my  tonfue. 

Anne.  I  fear  me,  both  are  false. 

Glo.  Then  man  was  never  true. 

Anne.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  sword. 

Glo.  Say  then,  my  peace  is  made. 

Anne.  That  shall  you  know  hereafter. 

Glo.  But  shall  I  live  in  hope  } 

Anne.  All  men,  I  hope,  live  sa 

Glo.  Vouchsafe  to  wear  this  ring. 

Anne.  To  take,  is  not  to  give. 

[SA«  puts  on  the  % 

Glo.  Look,  how  this  ring  encompasseth  thy  fiogi^ 
Even  so  thy  breast  enclo«cth  my  poor  heart ; 
Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  of  tnem  are  thine. 
And  if  thy  poor  devoted  scr^'ant  may 
But  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand. 
Thou  OKMt  confiim  his  happiness  ibr  ever. 

Anne.  What  is  it  ? 

Glo.  That  it  may  please  you  leave  these  wed  de- 
signs 

To  him  that  hath  more  cause  to  be  a  moanier. 
And  presently  repair  to  Crosby-place  •? 
Where — after  I  have  solemnly  interred 
At  Chertsey  monastery  this  noble  king. 
And  wet  his  grave  with  my  repentant  tears,^ 
I  will  with  all  expedient  duty  see  you  : 
For  divers  unknown  reasons,  I  beseech  you. 
Grant  me  this  boon. 

Anne.  With  all  my  heart !  and  much  it  joja  me 
too, 
To  see  you  are  become  so  penitent. — 
Tressel,  and  Berkley,  go  along  with  me. 

Glo.  Bid  me  farewell. 

Anne.  Tis  more  than  yoa  deserve  • 

But,  since  you  teach  me  how  to  flatter  you. 
Imagine  I  nave  said  farewell  already. 

[Exeunt  Lady  Anne,  Tressel,  and  B^rklejr. 

Glo.  Take  up  the  corse,  sirs. 

Gent.  Towards  Chertsey,  noble  lord  } 

Glo.    No,  to  White-Friars ;    there  attend  my 
coming.  ^Exeunt  the  rest^with  the  corse. 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  wooM.^ 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won  f 
V\\  have  her, — but  1  will  not  keep  her  long. 
What !  I,  that  kilPd  her  husband,  and  his  lather. 
To  take  her  in  her  heart's  extremcst  hate; 
With  curses  in  her  nx>uth,  tears  in  her  eyes, 
The  bleeding  witness  of  her  hatred  by  ; 
With  God,  her  conscience,  and  these  bars  against 

me. 
And  I  no  friends  to  back  my  suit  withal. 
But  the  plain  devil,  and  dissembling  looks. 
And  yet  to  win  her, — all  the  world  to  nothii^  ! 

Hath  she  forgot  already  that  brave  prince, 

Edward,  her  lord,  whom  I,  some  three  months  since, 

Stabb'd  in  my  an^r)'  mood  at  Tewksbury  ? 

A  sweeter  and  a  lovelier  gentleman, — 

Fram'd  in  the  prodigality  of  nature. 

Young,  valiant,  wise,  and,  no  doubt,  right  royel,— 

The  spacious  world  cannot  again  afibrd : 

And  will  she  yet  abase  her  eyes  on  me. 

That  cropp'd  the  golden  prime  of  this  sweet  princi^ 

And  made  her  widow  to  a  woful  bed.' 

On  me,  whose  all  not  equals  Edward's  moiety^ 

On  me,  that  halt,  and  am  misshapen  thus  ? 

My  dukedom  to  a  beggarly  denier,' 

I  do  mistake  my  person  all  this  while: 

Upon  my  life,  she  finds,  although  I  cannot. 

Myself  to  be  a  marvellous  proper  man. 

(3)  A  small  French  coin. 
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ni  be  at  charges  for  a  looking-elass ; 
And  entertain  a  score  or  two  of  tailon, 
To  study  fashions  to  adorn  mj  body: 
Since  I  am  crept  in  favour  with  myself, 
I  will  maintain  it  with  some  little  cost 
But,  first,  1*11  turn  joo'  fellow  in  his  grave : 
And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  love. — 
Shine  out,  &ir  sun,  till  I  imve  bought  a  glass. 
That  I  may  see  my  shadow  as  I  pass.  [£xtf. 

SCEJ^E  lil—Tlu  same,  A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Queen  Elizabeth,  Lord  Rivers,  and  Lord 
Grey. 

Rh.  Have  patience,  madam ;  there*s  no  doubt, 
his  majesty 
Will  soon  recover  his  accustomM  health. 

Grew.  In  thatyou  brook  it  ill,  it  makes  him  worse : 
Therefore,  for  God's  sake,  entertain  good  comfort. 
And  cheer  his  grace  with  cmick  and  roeny  words. 

Q.  EHx.  If  he  were  dead,  what  would  betide  of 
me.^ 

Orof,  No  other  hann,  but  loss  of  such  a  lord. 

Q.  EUis.  The  loss  of  such  a  lord  includes  all 
harms. 

Grey.    The  heavens  have  blessM  you  with  a 
goodly  son, 
To  be  your  comforter,  when  he  is  gone. 

Q.  EUx.  Ah,  he  is  voune;  and  his  minori^ 
Is  put  unto  the  trust  of  Richard  Gloster, 
A  man  that  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  you. 

JUv.  Is  it  concluded,  he  shall  be  protector.' 

Q.  EUm.  It  is  determin'd,  not  concluded  yet : 
But  so  it  must  be,  if  the  king  miscany. 

Enier  Buckingham  and  Stanley. 

Qrtjf.  Here  come  the  lords  of  Buckingham  and 

Stanley. 
Buck.  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  royal  grace ! 
Stmn,   God  make  your  majesty  joyful  as  you 

have  been! 
Q.  EUm.  The  countess  Richmond,  good  my  lord 
of  Stanley, 
To  your  good  prayer  will  scarcely  say — amen. 
Yet,  Stamey,  notwithstanding  she's  vour  wife. 
And  loves  not  me,  be  you,  goxl  lord,  assur'd, 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

SUuL  I  do  beseech  you,  either  not  believe 
The  envious  slanders  of  her  false  accusers ; 
Or,  if  she  be  accus'd  on  true  report, 
Bour  with  her  weakness,  which,  I  think,  proceeds 
Fnan  wayward  sickness,  and  no  grounded  malice. 
Q.  EfUz.  Saw  you  the  king  tonday,  my  lord  of 

Stanley? 
Stan.  But  DOW,  the  duke  of  Buckingham,  and  I, 
Are  come  from  visiting  his  majesty. 
Q.  EUm.   What  likelihood  of  his  amendment, 

lords.' 
Buck.   Madam,  good  hopis;  his  gprace  speaks 

cheerfully. 
Q.  EUm.  God  grant  hun  health !  Did  yon  confer 

with  him? 
Bwk.  Ay,  madam :  he  desires  to  make  atonement 
Between  the  duke  of  Gbster  and  your  brothers, 
And  between  them  and  my  lord  chamberUin ; 
And  sent  to  wam*  them  to  his  royal  presence. 
Q.  EUm.  'Would  all  were  well !— But  that  wUl 
never  be ; — 
I  foar,  oor  happiness  is  at  the  height 

Enter  Gloster,  Hastings,  and  Dorset 
Glo.  They  do  me  wrong,  and  I  will  not  endure  it: 


(1)  Summon. 
(3)  Low  follow. 


(2)  Rude,  ignorant 


Who  are  they,  that  complain  unto  die  king. 
That  I,  forsooth,  am  stem,  and  love  them  not? 
By  holy  Paul,  they  love  his  grace  but  lightly. 
That  nil  his  ears  with  such  oissentious  rumourk 
Because  I  cannot  flatter,  and  speak  foir. 
Smile  in  men's  faces,  smooth,  deceive,  and  cog. 
Duck  with  French  nods  and  apish  courtesy, 
I  must  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy. 
Cannot  a  plain  man  Hve,  and  think  no  hann, 
But  thus  lus  simple  truth  must  be  abus'd ' 
By  silken,  sly,  insinuating  Jacks  ? 

Grey.  To  whom  in  all  this  presence  speaks  your 
grace? 

Gh.  To  thee,  that  hast  nor  honesty,  nor  grace. 
Whenhaveliniur'dthee?  when  done  thee  wrong.'— 
Or  thee  ?— or  thee  .'—or  any  of  your  faction  ? 
A  plague  upon  you  all !  His  royal  grace, — 
Whom  God  preserve  better  than  you  would  wish!— 
Cannot  be  quiet  scarce  a  breathmg-while. 
But  you  must  trouble  him  with  lewd^  complaints. 

Q.  EUz.    Brother  of  Gloster,  you  mistake  the 
matter : 
The  king,  of  his  own  royal  disposition. 
And  not  provok'd  by  any  suitor  else ; 
Aiming,  belike,  at  your  mterior  hatred, 
That  in  your  outward  action  shows  itself. 
Against  my  children,  brothers,  and  myself, 
Af^es  him  to  send ;  that  therebv  he  may  gather 
The  ground  of  your  ill-will,  ana  so  remove  it 

Gfo.  I  cannot  tell ; — The  world  is  grown  so  bad. 
That  wrens  may  prey  where  eagles  dare  not  perch  t 
Since  eveiy  Jack'  became  a  gentleman. 
There's  many  a  gentle  person  made  a  Jack. 

Q.  EUm.  Comet  come,  we  know  your  meaning, 
brother  Gloster; 
You  envy  my  advancement,  and  my  friends ; 
God  grant,  we  never  may  have  need  of  vou ! 

Gfo.  Meantime,  God  grants  that  we  have  need 
of  you ; 
Our  brother  is  imprison'd  by  your  means, 
Myself  disgrac'd,  and  the  nobility 
Held  in  contempt ;  while  great  promotioos 
Are  daily  given,  to  ennoble  those 
That  scarce,  some  two  days  since,  were  worth  a 
noble.4 

Q.  EUm.  By  Him,  that  rais'd  me  to  this  careful 
height 
From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy'd, 
I  never  did  incense  his  majes^ 
Against  the  duke  of  Clarence,  but  have  been 
An  earnest  advocate  to  plead  for  him. 
My  ford,  you  do  me  diameful  injury. 
Falsely  to  draw  me  in  these  vile  suspects. 

Gfo.  You  may  deny  that  you  were  not  the  cause 
Of  my  lord  Hastings'  late  imprisonment 

Riv.  She  may,  my  lord ;  for 

Gfo.  She  may,  lord  Rivers  .'—why,  who  knowf 
not  so  ? 
She  may  do  more,  sir,  than  denjring  that : 
She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments; 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein. 
And  lay  those  honours  on  your  high  desert 
What  may  she  not?  She  may, — ay,  many,  may 
she,— 

Rh.  What,  marry,  may  she  ? 

Glo.  What,  marry,  may  she  ?  many  with  a  king, 
A  bachelor,  a  handsome  stripling  too : 
I  wis^your  grandam  had  a  worscr  match. 

Q.  KUm.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  I  have  too  long  home 
Your  blunt  upbraidings,  and  your  bitter  scofis : 
By  heaven,  I  will  acqiuint  hie  majesty, 
Of  those  gross  taunts  I  oAen  have  endur'd. 

(4)  A  coin  rated  at  6s.  8d.      (5)  Think. 
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Ad  I 


I  had  rather  be  a  coantrr  •enrant-maid, 
Than  a  great  aueen,  with  this  ooodition — 
To  be  ao  bailea,  acom'd,  and  ttormM  at: 
Small  jojr  have  I  in  being  England's  queen. 

Enter  Queen  Mai^garet,  bMnd. 

q.  Mar.  And  lessenM  be  that  mall,  God,  I  be- 
fleech  thee ! 
Thy  honour,  state,  and  seat,  is  due  to  me. 

Glo.  What?  threat  you  me  with  telling  of  the 
king  ? 
Tell  him,  and  spare  not :  look,  what  I  have  said 
I  will  avouch.  In  presence  of  the  king : 
I  dare  adventure  to  be  sent  to  the  Tower. 
*Tis  time  to  speak,  mv  pains^  are  quite  forgot 
*     Q.  Mar.  Out,  devil !  I  remember  them  too  well : 
Thou  kilPdst  my  husband  Henrv  in  the  Tower, 
And  Edward,  my  poor  son,  at  Tewksbuiy. 

Glo.  Ere  you  were  queen,  ay,  or  your  husband 
king, 
I  was  a  pack-horse  in  his  great  affairs ; 
A  weeder-out  of  his  proud  adversaries, 
A  liberal  rewarder  ot  his  friends ; 
To  royaliie^  his  blood,  I  spilt  mine  own. 

Q.  Jdar.  Ay,  and  much  better  blood  than  his  or 
thine 

Glo.  In  all  which  time,  yoo,  and  your  husband 
Grey, 
Were  factkMis  for  the  house  of  Lancaster ; — 
And,  Rivers,  so  were  you: — Was  not  your  husband 
In  Margaret*s  battle  at  Saint  Albans  slain  ? 
Let  me  put  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget. 
What  vou  have  been  ere  now,  and  what  you  are ; 
Withal,  what  I  have  been,  and  what  I  am. 

Q.  Mar.  A  murd*rous  villain,  and  so  still  thou  art 

Glo.  Poor  Clarence  did  forsake  his  &ther  War- 
wick; 
Ay,  and  forswore  himself, — ^which  Jesu  pardon ! — 

Q.  Mar.  Which  God  revenge! 

Glo.  To  fight  on  Edward's  part^,  for  the  crown ; 
And,  for  his  meed,'  poor  lord,  he  is  mew'd^  up : 
I  would  to  God,  my  neart  were  flint  like  Edward's, 
Or  Edward's  aoh  and  pitiful,  like  mine; 
I  am  too  childish-foolisn  for  this  worid. 

Q.  Mar.  Hie  thee  to  hell  for  shame,  and  leave 
this  woHd, 
Thou  cacodsemon  !>  there  thr  kingdom  is. 

Jiiv.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  m  those  busy  days, 
Which  here  you  urge,  to  prove  us  enemies, 
We  follow'd  then  our  lord,  our  lawful  king ; 
So  should  we  you,  if  you  should  be  our  king. 

Glo.  If  I  should  be  ?— 1  had  rather  be  a  pedlar : 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart,  the  thought  thereof! 

Q.  Elix.  As  little  joy,  my  lord,  as  yoo  suppose 
You  should  enjoy,  were  yoo  this  country's  king ; 
As  little  joy  you  may  suppose  in  me. 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  queen  thereof. 

Q.  Mar.  A  little*  ioy  enjoys  the  queen  thereof; 
For  I  am  she,  and  altogether  joyless. 
I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient —    [Advancing. 
Hear  me,  you  wrangling  pirates,  that  fall  out 
In  fharing  that  which  you  have  pill'd^  from  me : 
Which  of  you  trembles  not  that  looks  on  me? 
If  not,  that,  I  being  queen,  you  bow  like  subjects ; 
Yet  that,  by  you  dcpos'd,  you  quake  like  rebehi  ?— 
Ah,  gentle  villain,  do  not  turn  away ! 

Glo,  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  what  mak'st  thou  in 
my  sight? 

Q.  Mar.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  hast  marrM ; 
Tlmt  will  I  make,  before  I  let  thee  ga 

Glo.  Wert  thou  not  banished  on  pain  of  death? 


(1)  Labours. 
(3)  Reward. 


(2)  Make  royaL 
(4)  Confined. 


Q.  Mar.  I  was;  buti  do  find  more  pain  in  ban- 


Tban  death  can  yield  me  here  by  my  abode. 
A  husband,  and  a  son,  thou  ow'st  to  me, — 
And  thou,  a  kingdom ; — all  of  vou,  allegiance : 
This  sorrow  that  I  have,  by  right  is  yours ; 
And  all  the  pleasures  you  usurp,  are  mine. 

Glo.  The  curse  my  noble  father  laid  on  thee,—- 
When  thou  didst  crown  his  warlike  brows  with 

paper. 
And  with  thy  scorns  drew*st  rivers  from  his  eyes ; 
And  then,  to  dry  them,  eav'st  the  duke  a  clout, 
Steep'd  in  the  fciultless  blood  of  pretty  Rutland; — 
His  curses,  then  from  bitterness  of  soul 
Denounc'd  against  thee,  are  all  fall'n  upon  thee ; 
And  God,  not  we,  hath  plagu'd  thy  bloody  deed. 

q.  EMx.  So  just  is  God,  to  right  the  innocent 

Haal.  0,  'twas  the  foulest  deed  to  slav  that  babe. 
And  the  most  merciless,  that  e'er  was  ncard  ot 

iZtv.  Tyrants  themselves  wept  when  it  was  re- 


Dor.  No  man  but  prophesied  revenge  for  it 
Buck.  Northumberland,  then  present,  wept  to 

see  it 
q.  Mar.  What !  were  you  snarling  all,  before 

Icame, 
Ready  to  catch  each  other  br  the  tliroat. 
And  turn  you  all  your  hatrea  now  on  me? 
Did  York's  drestd  cune  prevail  so  much  with 

heaven. 
That  Heniy's  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  death. 
Their  kingdom's  loss,  my  woful  banishment. 
Could  all  but  answer  for  that  peevish  brat? 
Can  curses  pierce  the  clouds,  and  enter  heaven  ? 
Why,  then  give  way,  dull  clouds,  to  my  quick 

curses ! — 
Though  not  by  war,  by  surfeit  die  Toor  king. 
As  ours  by  murder,  to  make  him  a  king ! 
Edward,  thy  son,  that  now  is  prince  of  Wales, 
For  Edward,  my  son,  that  was  prince  of  Wales, 
Die  in  his  youth,  by  like  untimely  violence ! 
Thyself  a  queen,  for  me  that  was  a  queen, 
Outlive  thy  glory,  like  my  wretched  self! 
Lofu;  may'st  thou  live,  to  wail  thy  children's  loss; 
Anasee  another,  as  I  see  thee  now, 
Deck'd  in  thy  rights,  as  thou  art  stall'd  in  nnine! 
Long  die  thy  happy  davs  before  thy  death ; 
Ana,  after  many  lengthen'd  hours  of  grief. 
Die  neither  mother,  wife,  nor  Englano's  queen  I — 
Rivers,— and  Dorset, — ^you  were  standers  by,-j— 
And  so  wast  thou,  lord  Hastings, — ^when  my  son 
Was  stabb'd  with  bloody  dag^n;  God,  I  pray  him, 
That  nrne  of  you  may  live  voor  natural  age. 
But  by  *atnt  unlook'd  accident  cut  off! 
Glo.  Have  done  thy  charm,  thou  hateful  withered 

hag. 
q.  Mar.  And  leave  out  thee?  stayf  dog,  for 

thou  shalt  hear  me. 
If  heaven  have  any  grievous  plague  in  store, 
Exceedii^  those  mat  I  can  wish  upon  thee, 
O,  let  them  keep  it,  till  thy  sins  be  ripe. 
And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 
On  thee,  the  troubler  of  the  poorworid's  peace ! 
The  worm  of  conscience  still  begnaw  thy  soul ! 
Thy  friends  suspect  for  traitors  while  thou  liv'st. 
And  take  deep  traitora  for  thy  dearest  friends ! 
No  sleep  close  up  that  deadly  eye  <^  thine. 
Unless  It  be  while  some  tormenting  dream 
Affrights  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils ! 
Thou  elvish-mark'd,  abortive,  rooting  hog ! 
Thou  that  wast  seal'd  in  thy  nativity 
The  slave  of  nature,  and  the  son  of  hell ! 

(5)  Corrupt  devil.         (6)  Pillaged. 
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9. 


Tboa  slander  of  tbj  mother's  heavy  womb ! 
Thou  loathed  issue  of  thf  father's  loins ! 

Thou  raff  of  honour !  thou  detested 

Gh.  Margaret 

S.Mar.  Richard! 

to.  Ha? 

Q.  Mar.  I  call  thee  not 

Glo.  I  C17  thee  mercj  then ;  for  I  did  think, 
That  thou  hadst  caird  me  all  these  bitter  names. 

Q.  Mar.  Why,  so  I  did  ;  but  lookM  for  no  reply. 
O,  let  me  make  the  period  to  my  curse. 

Glo.  'Tis  done  by  me ;  and  ends  in — Mai^ret. 
Q.  Elix.    Thus  have  you  breathM  your  curse 

against  yourself 
Q.  Mar.  Poor  painted  queen,  vain  flourish  of  my 
fortune ! 
Why  strew'st  thou  sugar  on  that  bottled  spider,! 
Whose  deadly  web  ensnareth  thee  about  f 
Fool,  fool !  thou  whet*st  a  knife  to  kill  thyself 
The  day  will  come,  that  thou  shalt  wish  for  me 
To  help  thee  curse  this  poisonous  bunch-backM  toad. 
IJast.    False-boding  w(xnan,  end  thy  frantic 
curse; 
Lest,  to  thy  harm,  thou  move  our  patience. 
Q.  Mar.  Foul  shame  upcm  you !  you  have  all 

movM  mine. 
Riv.  Were  you  well    serv'd,  you  would  be 

taught  your  duty. 
Q.  Mar.  To  serve  me  well,  you  all  should  do 
me  duty, 
Teaurh  me  to  be  your  queen,  and  you  my  subjects : 
O,  serve  me  well,  and  teach  yourselves  that  duty. 
Dor.  Dispute  not  with  her,  she  is  lunatic. 
Q.  Mar.  Peace,  roaster  marquis,  you  are  mala- 
pert: 
Your  fire-new  stamp  of  honour  is  scarce  current  :^ 
O,  that  your  young  nobility  could  jud^, 
What  'twere  to  lose  it,  and  be  miserable ! 
They  that  stand  high,  have  many  blasts  to  shake 

them; 
And,  if  they  fall,  they  dash  themselves  to  pieces. 
Glo.  Good  counsel,  many ; — learn  it,  learn  it, 

marquis. 
Dor.  It  touches  you,  my  lord,  as  much  as  me. 
Glo.  Ay,  and  much  more :  But  I  was  bora  so 


Our  aienr*  buildeth  in  the  cedar's  top. 

And  dallies  with  the  wind,  anid  scorns  the  sun. 

Q.  Mar.  And  turns  the  sun  to  shade ;— alas ! 
alas!— 
Witness  my  son,  now  in  the  shade  of  death ; 
Whose  bright  out-shining  beams  thy  cloudy  wrath 
Hath  in  eternal  darkness  folded  up. 
Your  aieiy  buildeth  in  our  aieiy's  nest  :— 
0  God,  mat  see'st  it,  do  not  suffer  it ; 
As  it  was  won  with  blood,  lost  be  it  so ! 

Buck.  Peace,  peace,  for  shame,  if  not  for  charity. 

Q.  Mir.  Ur^  neither  charity  nor  shame  to  me ; 
Uncharitable  with  me  have  you  dealt. 
And  ahameiully  by  you  my  hopes  are  butcher'd. 
My  charity  is  outra^,  life  my  shame, — 
And  in  my  shame  still  live  my  sorrow's  rage  ! 

Buck.  Have  done,  have  done. 

Q.  Mar.  O  princely  Backingham,  I  kiss  thy  hand, 
In  sign  of  leaeue  and  amity  with  thee : 
Now  fiiir  befall  thee,  and  thy  noble  house ! 
Thy  garments  are  not  spotted  with  our  blood. 
Nor  uou  within  the  compass  of  my  curse. 

Buck.  Norno  one  here;  for  curses  never  pass 
The  lips  of  thoae  that  breathe  them  in  the  air. 

Q.  Mar,  I'll  not  believe  but  they  ascend  the  sky, 

(1)  AHuding  to  Gloster's  form  and  venom. 

(2)  He  was  just  created  marquis  of  Dorset 
vou  II. 


And  there  awake  God's  gentle-sleeping  peace. 

0  Buckingham,  beware  of  yonder  dog; 

Look,  ivhen  he  fawns,  he  bites;  and,  when  he  bites. 
His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death  : 
Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him ; 
Sin,  death,  and  hell,  have  set  their  marks  on  him ; 
And  all  their  ministers  attend  on  him. 

Glo.  What  doth  she  say,  my  lord  of  Buckingham  ? 

Buck.  Nothing  that  1  res^pect,  my  gracious  lord. 

Q.  Mar.  What,  dost  thou  scorn  me  for  my  gen> 
tie  counsel  ? 
And  sooth  the  devil  that  I  warn  thee  from  ? 
O,  but  remember  this  another  day. 
When  he  shall  split  thy  very  heart  with  sorrow ; 
And  say,  poor  Margaret  was  a  prophetess. — 
Live  each  of  you  the  subjects  to  his  hate. 
And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  God's !   [ExU, 

Hast.  My  hair  doth  stand  on  end  to  h^r  her 
curses. 

Riv.  And  so  doth  mine ;  I  muse,^  why  she's  at 
liberty. 

Glo.  I  cannot  blame  her,  by  God's  holy  mother, 
She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 
.My  part  thereof,  that  I  have  done  to  her. 

Q.  Elvt.  I  never  did  her  any,  to  my  knowledge. 

Glo.  Yet  you  have  all  the  vantage^  of  her  wrong. 

1  was  too  hot  to  do  somebody  goMl, 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now. 
Mariy,  as  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repaid ; 
He  is  frank'd*  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains ; — 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  cau!$e  thereof! 

Riv.  A  virtuous  and  a  Christian-like  conclusion, 
To  pray  for  them  that  have  done  scath^  to  us. 

Ulo.  So  do  I  ever,  being  well  advis'd ; — 
For  had  I  curs'd  now,  1  had  curs'd  myself.  [Ani/B, 

Enter  Catesby 

Caie$.  Madam,  his  maiesty  doth  call  for  you. 
And  for  j'our  grace, — ana  you,  my  noble  lords. 

Q.  Elix.  Catesbv,  I  come : — Lords,  will  you  go 
with  me .' 

Riv.  Madam,  we  will  attend  upon  your  grace. 
[Rxeuni  all  but  Gloster. 

Glo.  I  do  the  wrong,  and  first  begin  to  brawL 
The  secret  mischiefs  that  I  set  abroach, 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  others. 
Clarence, — whom  I,  indeed,  have  laid  in  darkness,— 
1  do  beweep  to  many  simple  gulls ; 
Namely,  to  Stanley,  Hastings,  Buckingham ; 
And  tell  them — 'tis  the  queen  and  her  allies, 
That  stir  the  king  against  the  duke  my  brother. 
Now  they  believe  it ;  and  withal  whet  me 
To  be  reveng'd  on  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Grey : 
But  then  I  sigh,  and,  with  a  piece  of  Scripture, 
Tell  them— ttiat  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil : 
And  thus  1  clothe  my  naked  villany 
With  old  odd  ends,  stol'n  forth  of  holy  writ ; 
And  seem  a  saint  when  most  I  play  the  devil. 

Enter  tun  Murderers. 

But  soft,  here  come  my  executioners. — 
How  now,  my  hardy,  stout  resolved  mates  f 
Are  you  now  going  to  despatch  this  thing  f 

1  Murd.  We  are,  my  lord  ;  and  come  to  have 
the  warrant. 
That  we  may  be  admitted  where  he  is. 

Glo.  Well  thought  upon,  I  have  it  here  about 
me :  [Gires  the  u>arranL 

When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Crosby-place. 
But,  sirs,  be  sudden  in  the  execution, 
Withal  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead ; 

(3)  Nest       (4)  Wonder.       (5)  Advantage. 
(6)  Put  in  a  sty.  '7)  Harm. 
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For  Clarrnrc  i«  well  spo'ven,  and,  pei4iap8, 
May  move  your  hearts  to  pitv,  if  you  mark  him. 

1  jyiurd.  Tutf  tut,  my  lord,  we  will  not  stand  to 
prate, 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers !  be  assur'd. 
We  go  to  use  our  hands,  and  not  our  toitt^nes. 

GIo.  Your  eyes  drop  miU-stones,  when  tools*  eyes 
drop  tears: 
I  like  you,  lads ; — about  your  business  straight ; 
Go,  go,  despatch. 

1  Murd,  We  will,  ray  noble  lord.    [Exe. 

SCEJVE  IF.— The  tame.  A  room  in  the  Tower. 
Enter  Clarence  and  Brakenbury. 

Brak.  Why  looks  your  grace  so  heavily  to-day  ? 

Clar.  O,  I  have  passed  a  miserable  night, 
So  full  of  fearful  dreams,  of  ugly  sights, 
That,  as  I  am  a  Christian  faithful  man, 
'  I  would  not  9pend  another  such  a  night. 
Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days : 
So  fiifl  of  dismal  terror  was  the  time. 

Brak.  What  was  your  dream,  my  lord  ?  I  pray 
you,  tell  me. 

Clar.  Metbought,  that  I  had  broken  from  the 
Tower, 
And  was  embark*d  to  cross  to  Burgundy; 
And,  in  my  company,  my  brother  Glostcr : 
Who  from  my  cabin  tempted  me  to  walk 
Upon  the  hatches ;  thence  we  lookM  toward  En- 
gland, 
And  cited  up  a  thousand  heavy  tiroes. 
During  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancaster 
That  had  befallen  us.     As  we  pac*d  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  hatches, 
Methought,  that  Gloster  stumbled;  and,  in  fallir^ip, 
Struck  me,  that  thought  to  stay  him,  over-board. 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main. 

0  Lord !  methought,  what  pain  it  was  to  drown! 
What  dreadful  noise  of  water  in  mine  ears ! 
What  sights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes ! 
Methought,  I  saw  a  thousand  fearful  wrecks ; 

A  thousand  men,  that  fishes  gnaw'd  upon  ; 

Wedges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl, 

Inestunable  stones,  unvalued  Jewels, 

All  scattered  in  the  bottom  ot  the  sea. 

Some  lay  in  dead  men^s  skulls;  and,  in  those  holes 

Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept, 

(As  'twere  in  scorn  of  eyes,)  reflecting  gems, 

That  woo'd  the  slimy  bottom  of  the  deep. 

And  mockVl  the  dcacl  bones  that  lay  scatter'd  by. 

Brak.    Had  you  such  leisure  in  the  time  of 
death, 
To  gaie  upon  these  secrets  of  the  deep .' 

Clar.  IVlethought,  I  had ;  and  often  did  I  strive 
To  yield  the  ghost :  but  still  the  envious  flood 
Kept  in  my  soul,  and  would  not  let  it  forth 
To  seek  the  empty,  vast,  and  wand'ring  air ; 
But  smother'd  it  within  my  panting  bulk,! 
Which  almost  burst  to  belch  it  in  the  sea. 

Brak.  AwakM  you  not  with  this  sore  agony  ? 

Clar.  O,  no,  my  dream  was  lengthened  after  life; 
O,  then  began  the  tempest  to  my  soul ; 

1  pass*d,  methought,  the  melancholy  flood, 
With  that  grim  ferryman  which  poets  write  of. 
Unto  the  kingdom  of  perpetual  night 

The  first  that  there  did  greet  my  stranger  soul. 
Was  my  great  father-in-law,  renownea  Wanvick, 
Who  cry'd  aloud, —  What  scourge  for  perjury 
Ckm  this  dark  monarchy  afford  Jalse  Clarence? 
And  so  he  vanished :  Then  came  wand'ring  by 
A  shadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  hair 
Dabbled  in  blood :  and  he  shrick'd  out  aloud, — 

(1)  Body. 


Clarence  is  come^—falsty  fiutxng^  perjur'^d  Cfit- 

rence^ — 
That  stabbed  me  in  the  field  by  Tetcksbtiry  ,■*-- 
Seize  on  him^JtirieSy  take  him  to  your  torments 
With  that,  methought,  a  Ic^on  of  foul  fiends 
Environed  me,  and  howled  m  mine  ears 
Such  hideous  crie^,  that,  with  the  ver}*  noise, 
I  trembling  wak'd,  and,  for  a  season  after. 
Could  not  believe  but  that  I  was  in  hell ; 
Such  terrible  impression  made  my  dream. 

Brak.  No  marvel,  lord,  that  it  affrighted  you; 
I  am  afraid,  methinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it 

Gar.  O,  Brakenbury,  I  have  done  these  things, — 
That  now  g:ivc  evidence  against  my  soul, — 
For  Edwam's  sake ;  and,  see,  how  he  requites  me ! — 

0  God  !  if  my  deep  prayers  cannot  appease  thee. 
But  thou  wilt  be  aveng'd  on  my  misdeeds. 

Yet  execute  thy  wrath  on  me  alone  : 

O,  spare  my  guiltless  wife,  and  my  poor  children ! — 

1  pray  thee,  gentle  keeper,  stay  by  me ; 

*  y  soul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  sleep. 
Brak.  I  will,  my  lord ;  God  give  your  grace  good 

rest!     [Clar.  reposes  himself  on  a  chair. 
Sorrow  breaks  seasons,  and  reposing  hours. 
Makes  the    night   morning,  and    the    noon-tide 

night. 
Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glories. 
An  outward  honour  for  an  inward  toil ; 
And,  for  unfelt  imaginations. 
They  often  feel  a  world  of  restless  cares  : 
So  that,  between  their  titles,  and  low  name. 
There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fiune. 

Enter  the  two  Murderers. 
IJtfurd  Ho!  who's  here.' 
Brak.   What  would'st  thou,  fellow.^  and  how 
cam'st  thou  hither.' 

1  Murd.  I  would  speak  with  Clarence,  and  i 
came  hither  on  my  Ic^s. 

Brak.  What,sobnef? 

2  Murd.  O,  sir,  'tis  better  to  be  brief  than  te- 

dious : — 
Let  him  see  our  commission ;  talk  no  more. 
[A  paper  is  delivered  to  Brakenbury,  who  reads  it 

Brak.  I  am,  in  this,  commanded  to  deliver 
The  noble  duke  of  Clarence  to  your  hands : — 
1  will  not  reason  what  is  meant  hereby, 
Because  I  will  be  guiltless  of  the  meaning. 
Here  are  the  keys ; — there  sits  the  duke  asleep : 
I'll  to  the  king ;  and  signify  to  him. 
That  thus  1  have  resign'd  to  you  my  charge. 

1  Murd.  You  may,  sir ;  'tis  a  pomt  of  wisdom : 
Fare  you  well.  [E.rit  Brakenbiiiy. 

2  Murd.  What,  shall  we  stab  him  as  he  sleeps  .* 

1  Murd.  No;  he'll  say,  'twas  done  cowaraiy, 
when  he  wakes. 

2  Murd.  When  he  wakes !  why,  fool,  he  shall 
never  wake  until  the  great  judgment  day. 

1  Murd.  Why,  then  he'll  say,  we  stabbM  him 
sleeping. 

2  Murd.  The  uipng  of  that  word,  judgment, 
bath  bred  a  kind  of  remorse  in  me. 

1  Murd.  What !  art  thou  afraid  f 

2  Murd.  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  warrant  for  it; 
but  to  be  damn'd  for  killing  him,  trom  the  which  wp 
warrant  can  defend  me. 

1  Murd.  I  thought  thou  hadst  been  resolute. 

2  Murd.  So  I  am,  to  let  him  live. 

1  Murd.  I'll  back  to  the  duke  of  Gloster,  and  tell 
him  so. 

2  Murd.  Nay,  T  pr'j-thee,  stay  a  little  :  I  hupe, 
this  holy  humour  of  mine  will  change ;  it  was  wool 
to  hold  me  but  while  one  would  tell  twenty. 

1  Murd.  How  dost  thou  feel  thyself  uo«r? 
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2  Murd.  Taith,  some  certem  dregs  of  conicience 
•re  yet  within  me. 

1  Murd.  Remember  our  reward,  when  the  deed*t 
done. 

2  Murd.  Come,  he  dies;  I  had  forgot  the  re- 
ward. 

1  Murd.  Whete's  thy  conscience  now  ? 

2  Murd.  In  the  duke  of  Gloster's  purse. 

1  Murd.  So,  when  he  opens  his  purse  toghre  us 
our  reward,  t±iy  conscience  flies  out. 

2  Murd.  *Tis  no  matter;  let  it  go;  there's  few, 
or  none,  will  entertain  it 

1  Murd.  What,  if  it  come  to  thee  again  ? 

2  Murd.  ril  not  meddle  with  it,  it  is  a  danger- 
ous thing,  it  makes  a  manacoward ;  aman  cannot 
steal,  but  it  accuseth  him;  a  man  cannot  swear,  but 
it  checks  him ;  a  man  cannot  lie  with  his  neighbour's 
wife,  but  it  detects  him :  *Tis  a  blushing  shame-faced 
spirit,  that  mutinies  in  a  man's  bosom ;  it  fills  one 
rail  of  obstacles :  it  made  me  once  restore  a  purse 
of  gold,  that  by  chance  1  found ;  it  beggars  any  man 
that  keeps  it :  it  is  turned  out  of  all  towns  ancf  cities 
for  a  daivenxis  thing ;  and  every  man,  that  means 
to  live  well,  endeavours  to  trust  to  himself,  and  live 
mthootit 

1  Murd.  'Zounds,  it  is  even  now  at  my  elbow, 
persuading  me  not  to  kill  the  duke. 

2  Murd.  Take  the  devil  in  th^  mind,  and  believe 
him  not :  he  would  insinuate  with  thee,  but  to  make 
thee  sigh.  • 

1  Murd.  I  am  stroog-fram'd,  he  cannot  prevail 
with  me. 

2  Murd.  Spoke  like  a  talU  fellow,  that  respects 
his  reputation.    Come,  shall  we  fall  to  work.' 

1  Murd.  Take  him  over  the  costard^  with  the 
hilts  of  thy  sword,  and  then  throw  him  into  the 
malmsey-butt,  in  the  next  room. 

2  Murd.  O  excellent  device !  and  make  a  sop 
of  him. 

I  Murd.  ^ft !  he  wakes. 

iMurd.  Strike. 

1  Murd.  No,  we'll  reason  with  him. 

Gar.  Where  art  thou,  keeper  ?  give  me  a  cup 

of  wine. 
I  Murd.  You  shall  have  wine  enough,  my  lord, 

anon, 
dor.  In  God's  name,  what  art  thon  ? 
1  Murd.  A  man,  as  you  are. 
Ciar.  But  not,  as  I  am,  royal. 
1  Murd.  Norton,  as  we  are,  loyal. 
Oar.  Thy  voice  is  thunder,  but  thy  looks  are 

humble. 
1  Murd.  My  voice  is  now  the  king's,  my  looks 

mine  own. 
Oar.  How  darkly,  and  how  deadly,  dost  thou 
speak ! 
Your  eyes  'do  menace  me :  Why  look  you  pale  ? 
Who  sent  vou  hither  ?  Wherefore  do  you  come.' 

Both  Murd.  To,  to,  to, 

Clar.  To  murder  me  ? 
Both  Murd.  Ay,  ay. 

Clar.  You  scarrely  have  the  hearts  to  tell  me  so, 
And  therefore  cannot  have  the  hearts  to  do  it 
Wherein,  my  friends,  have  I  oflfended  you  ? 
1  Murd.  Oflfended  us  you  have  not,  but  the  king. 
Clar.  1  shall  be  recoocil'd  to  him  again. 
tMurd.  Never,  my  lord ;  therefore  prepare  to  die. 
Gar.   Arc  you  call'd  forth  from  out  a  world  of 
men. 
To  slay  the  innocent.'  What  is  my  oflfence .' 
^VThere  is  the  evidence  that  doth  accuse  me.' 

(1)  Brave.  (2)  Head. 

(3^  Inquest,  jury,  (4)  Ob  the  part 


What  lawful  quest*  have  given  their  verdict  rn 
Unto  the  frowning  judge  f  or  who  pronounc'a 
The  bitter  sentence  of  poor  Clarence'  death  f 
Before  I  be  convict  by  course  of  law. 
To  threaten  me  with  death  is  most  unlawful. 
I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  for  any  goodness, 
1^  Clmst's  dear  blood  shed  for  our  grievous  sini, 
lliat  vou  depart,  and  lay  no  hands  on  me ; 
The  oeed  you  undertake  is  damnable. 

1  Murd.  What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  command. 

2  Murd.  And  he,  that  hath  commanded,  is  our 

king. 

Gar.  Erroneous  vassal !  the  great  King  of  kmgl 
Hath  in  the  table  of  his  law  commanded. 
That  thou  shalt  do  no  murder ;  Wilt  thou  then 
Spurn  at  his  edict,  and  fulfil  a  man's .' 
Take  heed ;  for  he  holds  vengeance  in  his  hand. 
To  hurl  uiKNi  their  heads  that  break  his  law. 

2  Mura.  And  that  same  vengeance  doth  be  hurl 
on  thee. 
For  false  forswearing,  and  for  murder  too : 
Thou  didst  receive  uie  sacrament,  to  fight 
In  quarrel^  of  the  house  of  Lancaster. 

1  Murd.  And,  like  a  traitor  to  the  name  of  God, 
Didst  break  that  vow ;  and,  with  thy  treacherous 

blade, 
Unrip'dst  the  bowels  of  thy  sovereign's  son. 

2  Murd.  Whom  thou  wast  swoni  to  cherish  and 

defend. 

1  Murd.  How  canst  thou  urge  God's  dreadfiil 
law  to  us, 
When  thou  hast  broke  it  in  such  dear  degree .' 

Clar.  Alas !  for  whose  sake  did  I  that  ill  deed.' 
For  Edward,  for  my  brother,  for  his  sake : 
He  sends  you  not  to  murder  me  for  this ; 
For  in  that  sin  he  is  as  deep  as  I. 
If  God  will  be  avenged  for  the  deed, 
O,  know  you,  that  he  doth  it  publicly ; 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  arm; 
He  needs  no  indirect  nor  lawle^  course. 
To  cut  oflf  those  that  have  oflended  him. 

1  Murd.  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  minister, 
When  gallant-springing,  brave  Plantagenet, 
That  princely  novice,'  was  struck  dead  by  thee  f 

Clar.  My  brother's  love,  the  devil,  and  my  rage. 

1  Murd.  Thy  brother's  love,  our  duty,  and  my 

fault, 
Piovoke  us  hither  now  to  slaughter  thee. 

Gar.  If  you  do  lo\'e  my  brother,  hate  not  me ; 
I  am  his  brother,  and  I  love  him  well. 
If  you  are  hir'd  for  meed,^  go  beck  again. 
And  1  will  send  you  to  my  brother  Gloster ; 
Wlio  shall  reward  you  better  for  my  life. 
Than  Edward  will  for  tidings  of  my  death. 

2  Murd.  You  are  deceiv'd,your  brother  Glotter 

hates  you. 
Gar.  O,  no;  he  loves  me,  and  he  holds  me  dear: 
Go  you  to  him  from  me. 
Both  Murd.  Ay,  so  we  will. 

Clar.  Tell  him,  when  that  our  princely  father 
York 
Blpss'd  his  three  sons  with  his  victorious  arm. 
And  chai^'d  us  from  his  soul  to  love  each  other. 
He  little  thought  of  this  divided  friendship  : 
Bid  Gloster  think  on  this,  and  he  will  weep. 

1  Murd.  Ay,  mill-stones ;  as  he  lessoned  us  to 

weep. 
Gar.  O,  do  not  slander  him,  for  he  is  kind. 
1  Murd.  Right,  as  snow  in  harvest — Come,  you 
deceive  yourself; 
Tis  he  that  sends  us  to  destroy  you  here. 
Gar    It  cannot  be ;  for  he  bewept  my  fortune. 


(5)  Youth. 


(6)  Regard. 
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Andhngg'dmeinhtt  wma,  and  nrore,  withtobt, 
That  he  would  labour  my  delivery. 

1  Murd,  Whj,  ao  he  dofth,  whonhe  deliven  joo 
From  this  earth's  thraldom  to  the  joys  of  heaven. 

2  Murd,^  Make  peace  widi  God,  for  you  must 

die,  my  kmL 

Clar.  Hast  thou  that  holy  feeling  in  thy  soul, 
To  counsel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  dod, 
And  art  thou  vet  to  th^  own  soul  so  blind, 
That  thou  wilt  war  with  God,  by  murdering  me  ? — 
Ah,  sirs,  consider,  he,  that  set  you  on 
To  do  this  deed,  will  hate  you  for  the  deed. 

2  Murd.  What  shall  we  do? 

Gar.  Relent,  and  save  your  souls. 

1  Murd.  Relent !  'tis  cowardly,  and  womanish. 
Ckur.  Not  to  relent,  is  beastly,  savage,  devilish. — 

Which  of  you,  if  you  were  a  prince's  son. 

Being  pent»  from  liberty,  as  I  am  now, — 

If  two  such  murderers  as  yourselves  came  io  you, — 

Would  not  entreat  for  lire? — 

My  friend,  I  spy  some  pi^  in  thy  looks; 

O,  if  thine  eye  be  not  a  flatterer. 

Come  thou  on  my  side,  and  entreat  for  me. 

As  you  would  b^,  were  you  in  m^  distress. 

A  beeeing  prince  what  beggar  pities  not  ? 

2  JourJ.  Look  behind  you,  my  lord. 

1  Mwrd.  Take  that,  and  that;  if  all  this  will  not 

do,  [Sittht  him. 

m  drown  you  m  the  malmsey-butt  within. 

[Exit  with  the  body. 

2  Murd.  A  bloody  deed,  and  desperately  des- 

patch'd! 
How  fain,  like  Pilate,  would  I  wash  my  hands 
Of  this  most  grievous  guilty  murder  done! 

Re-enter  Jirtt  Murderer. 

1  Murd.  How  now  f  what  mean's!  tiwo,  &at 

thou  help'st  me  not  ? 
By  heaven,  theduae  shall  know  how  slack  you  have 
been. 

2  Murd.  I  would  he  knew,  that  I  had  sav'd  his 

brother! 
Take  thou  the  fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  aay ; 
For  I  repent  me  that  the  duke  is  slain.         [Elxit. 
IMurd.  So  do  not  I;  eo,  coward,  as  dnn  art — 
Well,  ril  go  hide  the  body  in  some  hole. 
Till  that  the  duke  give  order  for  his  burnl : 
And  when  I  have  my  meed,  I  will  away ; 
For  this  will  out,  and  then  I  must  not  stay.  [BMt. 


ACT  n. 

SCEJfE  L—J%t  aame.  A  roam  in  (he  ptdaee. 
EnUr  King  Edward  {led  in  sick,)  Queen  Elixa- 
beth,  Dorset,  Rivers,  Hastings,  Buckingham, 
Grey,  and  others. 

K.  £dw.  Why,  so:— now  have  I  done  a  good 
day's  work ; — 
You  peers,  continue  this  united  league : 
I  every  day  expect  an  embassage 
From  my  Redeemer  to  redeem  me  hence ; 
And  more  in  peace  my  soul  shall  part  to  heaven. 
Since  I  have  made  my  friends  at  peace  on  earth. 
Rivers,  and  Hastings,  take  each  other's  hand ; 
Dissemble  not  your  hatred,  swear  your  love. 

Riv.  Bv  heaven,  my  soul  is  purg'd  from  grudging 
nate; 
And  with  my  hand  I  seal  my  true  heart's  love. 

HatL  So  thrive  I,  as  I  truly  swear  the  like ! 
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KLEdw.  Take  heed,  yoadaUr  not  befim  your 
king; 
Lest  he,  that  is  the  supreme  King  of  kings, 
Confound  yourliidden  falsehood,  and  award 
Either  of  you  to  be  the  other's  end. 

Htut,  So  prosper  I,  as  I  swear  perfect  love ! 

Riv.  And  I,  as  I  love  Hasting^  with  my  heart ! 

K.  Edw.  Madam,  yourself  are  not  exempt  in  tUs, 
Nor  your  son  Dorset, — ^Buckingham,  nor  you ; — 
You  have  been  fisctious  one  against  the  oUmbt. 
Wife,  bve  lord  Hastings,  let  him  kiss  your  hand ; 
And  what  you  do,  do  it  unfeignedly. 

Q.  EUm.  There,  Hastings;  I  will  never  more 
remember 
Our  former  hatred,  so  thrive  I,  and  mine ! 

K.  Edw.  Dorset,  embrace  him, — ^Uastii^  love 
lord  marquis. 

Dor.  This  interchan|;e  of  love,  I  here  protest, 
Upon  my  part  shall  be  uvk>lable 

Hast.  And  so  swear  1.  {Embraces  Dorset 

K.  Edm.  Now,  princely  Buclungham,  seal  thoo 
this  league 
With  thy  embracements  to  my  wife's  allies, 
And  msike  me  happy  in  your  unity. 

Bttek.  Whenever  Buckingham  noth  turn  his  hale 
Upon  your  grace,  [To  the  Queen.]  but  with  all 

duteous  love 
Doth  cherish  you,  and  yours,  God  punish  me 
With  hate  in  those  where  I  expect  most  love ! 
When  I  have  most  need  to  employ  a  friend. 
And  most  assured  that  he  is  a  friend, 
Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile. 
Be  he  unto  me !  this  do  I  beg  of  heaven. 
When  I  am  cold  in  love,  to  you,  or  yours. 

[Embracing  Rivera,  ^ 

K.  Edw.  A  pleasing  cordial,  princely  Bucking- 
ham. 
Is  this  thy  vow  unto  my  sickly  heart 
There  wanteth  now  our  brother  Gloster  here. 
To  make  the  blessed  period  of  this  peace. 

Buck.  And,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  noble 
duke. 

Enter  Gloster. 

Qlo.  Good*morrow  to  my  sovereign  king,  and 
queen; 
And,  princely  peers,  a  happy  time  of  day ! 

JC  Edw.  Happy,  indeed,  as  we  have  spent  flie 
day:— 
Brother,  we  have  done  deeds  of  charity; 
Made  peace  of  enmi^,  fiiir  love  of  hate. 
Between  these  swelling  wrong-incensed  peert. 

Glo.  A  blessed  labour,  my  most  sovereign  liege. — 
Among  this  princely  heap,  if  any  here, 
B^  false  intelligence,  or  wrong  surmise. 
Hold  me  a  foe ; 

If  I  unwittingly,  or  in  my  rage, 
Have  aught  committed  that  is  hardly  borne 
By  any  in  this  presence,  I  desire 
lo  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace : 
'Tis  death  to  me,  to  be  at  enmi^ ; 
I  hate  it,  and  desire  all  good  men's  love.~- 
First,  madam,  I  entreat  true  peace  of  you. 
Which  I  will  purchase  with  my  duteous  service  ^ 
Of  you,  my  noble  cousin  Buckingham, 
If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us ; — 
Of  you,  lord  Rivers, — and,  Iwd  Grey,  of  yoo,— 
That  all  without  desert  have  frown'd  on  me ; — 
Dukes,  earis,  k>rds,  irentlemen ;  indeed,  of  aU. 
I  do  not  know  that  Englishman  alive. 
With  whom  my  soul  is  an^  iot  at  odds, 
More  than  the  infant  that  is  Dom  to-night ; 
1  thank  my  God  for  my  humility. 

Q.  EUm.  Aholy-dey  shall  this  bekepthereafW^— 
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I  would  to  God,  all  strifes  were  wel  1  compounded. — 
My  sovereign  lord,  I  do  beseech  your  bighness 
To  take  our  brother  Clarence  toyour  grace. 

Gh.  Why,  madam,  have  I  ofllerM  love  for  this, 
To  be  so  flouted  in  this  royal  presence  ? 
Who  knows  not,  that  the  gentle  duke  is  dead  ? 

[They  aU  start 
You  do  him  injury,  to  scorn  his  corse. 

K.  E^dw.  Who  knows  not  he  is  dead !  who  knows 
he  is? 

Q.  EUx.  All-seeing  heaven,  what  a  world  is  this ! 

Buck.  Look  I  so  pale,  lord  Dorset,  as  die  rest? 

Dor.  ky^  my  good  lord;  and  no  man  in  the 
presence. 
But  his  red  colour  hath  forsook  his  cheeks. 

K.Edw.  Is  Clarence  dead?  the  order  was  re- 
vers'd. 

Glo.  But  he,  poor  man,  by  your  first  order  died, 
And  that  a  winged  Mercury  did  bear; 
Some  tardy  cripple  bore  the  countermand, 
That  came  too  lag  to  see  him  buried  : — 
God  grant,  that  some,  less  noble,  and  less  loyal, 
Nearer  in  bloody  thoughts,  and  not  in  blood. 
Deserve  not  worse  than  wretched  Clarence  did, 
And  yet  go  current  from  suspicion. 

Enter  Stanley. 

Sian.  A  boon,  my  sovereign,  for  my  service  done ! 

K.  Edu>.  I  pr*ythee,  peace ;  my  soul  is  Ail!  of 
sorrow. 

Stan.  I  will  not  rise,  unless  your  highness  hear  me. 

K.  Edw.  Then  say  at  once,  what  is  it  thou  re- 
quesfst 

Stan.  The  forfeit,  sovereign,  of  my  servant^s  life ; 
Who  slew  to-day  a  riotous  gentleman. 
Lately  attendant  on  the  duke  of  Norfolk. 

JC  Edhff.  Have  I  a  tongue  to  doom  my  brodier*8 
death. 
And  shall  that  tongue  give  pardon  to  a  slave  ? 
My  brother  kill'd  no  man,  his  fault  was  thought. 
And  yet  his  punishment  was  bitter  death. 
Who  sued  to  roe  for  him  ?  who,  in  my  wrath, 
Kneerd  at  my  feet,  and  bade  me  be  advisM  ? 
Who  spoke  of  brotherhood  ?  who  spoke  of  love  ? 
Who  told  me,  how  the  poor  soul  did  fon»ake 
The  mif  hty  Warwick,  and  did  fight  for  me  ? 
Who  told  me,  in  the  field  at  Tewksbury, 
WTien  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  rescuM  me. 
And  said.  Dear  brother ,  live^  and  be  a  king? 
Who  told  me,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  field. 
Frozen  almost  to  deadi,  how  he  did  lap  me 
Even  in  his  jgarments;  and  did  give  himself. 
All  thin  anonaked,  to  the  numl>cold  night  ? 
Ail  this  from  mv  remembrance  brutish  wrath 
Sinfully  pIuckM,  and  not  a  man  of  you 
Had  BO  much  grace  to  put  it  in  my  mind. 
But  when  your  carters,  or  your  waitine-vassals, 
Have  done  a  drunken  slaughter,  and  defacM 
The  precious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer, 
You  strai^t  are  on  your  knees  for  {^rdon,  pardon 
And  I,  unjustly  too,  must  grant  it  you : — 
But  for  my  brother,  not  a  man  would  speak, — 
Nor  I  (ungracious)  speak  unto  myself 
For  him,  poor  soul, — The  proudest  of  you  all 
Have  been  beholden  to  him  in  his  life ; 
Yet  none  of  you  would  once  plead  for  his  life. — 
O  God !  I  lear  thy  justice  will  take  hold 
On  me,  and  you,  and  mine,  and  yours,  for  this. — 
Come,  Hastings,  help  me  to  my  closet    O, 
Poor  Clarence ! 

[Exeunt  Kii^,  Queen,  Hastings,  Rivers,  Dorset, 
am/ Grey. 
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Glo.  This  is  die  fruit  of  rashness !— MarkM  you 
not, 
How  that  the  guilty  kindred  of  the  queen 
Look*d  pale,  when  they  did  hear  of  Clarence*  death? 
O !  the^  did  urge  it  still  unto  the  king : 
God  will  revenge  it.     Come,  lords ;  will  you  go» 
To  comfort  Edward  with  our  company  ? 

Buck.  We  wait  upon  your  grace.        [Ereunt. 

SCEJVE  //.—  The  same.    Enter  the  Duchess  of 
York,  unth  a  Son  and  Daughter  of  Clarence. 

Son.  Good  grandam,  tell  us,  is  our  father  dead  ? 

Duch.  No,  boy. 

Daugh.  Why  do  you  weep  so  oft?  and  beat  youi 
breaift; 
And  ciy — O  Clarence,  my  unhappy  son  ! 

Son.  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  shake  youi 
head, 

And^call  us — orphans,  wretches,  cast-away s, 
If  that  our  noble  father  be  alive  ? 

Duch.  My  prettj-  cousins,  you  mistake  me  both , 
I  do  lament  the  sickness  of  the  king. 
As  loth  to  lose  him,  not  your  father^s  death ; 
It  were  lost  sorrow,  to  wail  one  that*s  lost. 

Son.  Then,  grandam,  you  conclude  that  he  is  oead. 
The  king  my  uncle  is  to  blame  for  this  ? 
God  will  revenge  it ;  whom  I  will  importune 
With  earnest  prayers  all  to  that  e&ct 

Daugh.  And  so  will  I. 

Dual.  Peace,  children,  peace  ^  the  king  doth 
love  vou  well : 
Incapable!  and  shallow  innocents, 
Vou  cannot  guess  who  caus*d  your  father*s  death. 

Son.  Grandam,  we  can :    Air  n^  good  uncl» 
Gloster 
Told  me,  the  king,  provok'd  toU  by  the  queen,, 
DevisM  impeachments  to  im]^son  him : 
And  when  my  uncle  told  roe  so,  he  wcpt> 
And  pitied  me,  and  kindly  kissM  my  chedc ; 
Bade  me  rely  on  him,  as  on  my  £ither, 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  his  child. 

Duch.  Ah,  that  deceit  should  steal  such  gentl» 
shapes, 
And  with  a  virtuous  visor  hide  deep  vice ! 
He  is  my  son,  ay,  and  therein  my  shame, 
Yet  from  my  dugs  he  drew  not  this  deceit. 

Son.  Think  vou,  my  uncle  did  dissemble,  gran 
dami* 

Duch.  Ay,  boy. 

Son.  I  cannot  think  it  Hark!  what  noise  is  this? 

JBti^  Queen  Elizabeth  distractedly  f  Rivers,  an</ 
Daneij  following  her. 

Q.  Elvi.  Ah !  who  shall  hinder  me  to  wail  and 
weep? 
To  chide  mv  fortune,  and  torment  myself? 
V\\  join  with  black  despair  against  my  soul, 
And  to  myself  become  an  enemy. 

Duch.  What  means  this  scene  of  rude  impatience? 

Q.  Eliz.  To  make  an  act  of  tragic  violence  :-^ 
Exlward,  my  lord,  thy  son,  our  king,  is  dead. 
Why  grow  the  branches,  when  the  root  is  gone  ? 
Why  wither  not  the  leaves,  that  want  their  sap?-— 
If  you  will  live,  lament;  if  die,  be  brief; 
That  our  swiff-winged  souls  may  catch  the  kingV; 
Or,  like  obedient  subjects,  follow  him 
To  his  new  kingdom  of  perpetual  rest 

Duch,  Ah,  so  much  interest  have  I  in  thy  sorron. 
As  I  had  title  in  thy  noble  husband  ! 
I  have  bewcpt  a  noble  husband^s  death. 
And  liv*d  by  looking  on  his  images : 
But  now  two  mirrors  of  his  princely  son^anM 
A  re  crack*d  in  pieces  by  malignant  death. 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  6Jse  glaas. 
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Thflit  grieves  me  when  I  see  my  shame  in  him. 
Thou  art  a  widow ;  yet  thou  art  a  mother. 
And  hast  the  comfort  of  thy  children  left  thee  : 
Bat  death  hath  snatch'd  my  husband  from  my  aims, 
And  pluckM  two  crutches  from  my  feeble  hands, 
Clarence  and  Edward.     O,  what  cause  have  I 
(Thine  being  but  a  moiety  of  my  grief,) 
To  over-go  thy  plainU,  and  drown  thy  cries ! 

Son.  Ah,  aunt !  you  wept  not  for  our  father^s 
death; 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  kindred  tears  ? 

Daugh.  Ou  r  fatherless  distress  was  left  unnooan^d, 
Your  widow -dolour  likewise  be  unwept ! 

<2-  Elix.  Give  me  no  help  in  lamentation^ 
I  am  not  barren  to  bring  forth  laments : 
All  springs  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  eyes. 
That  I,  being  govem'd  by  the  wat'ry  moon. 
May  send  forth  plenteous  tears  to  drown  the  worid ! 
Ah,  for  my  husband,  for  my  dear  lord  Edward  ! 

ChiL  Ah,  for  our  father,  for  our  dear  lord  Cla- 
rence! 

DvLck.  Alas,  for  both,  both  mine,  fidward  and 
Clarence ! 

q.  Elix.  WTiat  stay  had  I,  but  Edward?  and  he's 
gone. 

ChiL  What  stay  had  we,  but  Clarence?  and  lie's 
eone. 

Duck.  V\Tiat  stays  had  I,  but  they  ?  and  they  are 
gone. 

Q.  Elix.  Was  never  widow,  had  so  dear  a  loss. 

ChiL  Were  never  orphans,  had  so  dear  a  loss. 

Duch,  Was  never  mother  had  so  dear  a  loss. 
Alas !  I  am  the  mother  of  these  griefs ; 
Their  woes  are  parceiPd,!  mine  are  general. 
She  for  an  Edward  weeps,  and  so  do  I : 
I  for  a  Clarence  weep,  so  doth  not  she : 
These  babes  for  Clarence  weep,  and  so  do  I : 
I  for  an  Edward  weep,  so  do  not  they  : — 
Alas !  Tou  three,  on  me,  threefold  distressed. 
Poor  all  jour  tears,  I  am  your  sorrow's  nurse. 
And  I  will  pamper  it  with  lamentations. 

Dor.  Comfort,  dear  mother;  God  is  much  dis- 
pleased. 
That  you  take  with  unthankfulness  his  doing; 
In  common  worldly  things,  'tis  call'd — ^ungrateful. 
With  dull  unwillingness  to  repay  a  debt. 
Which  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent ; 
Much  more  to  be  thus  opposite  with  heaven, 
For  it  requires  the  royal  debt  it  lent  you. 

Riv.  Madam,  bethink  you,  like  a  careful  mother. 
Of  the  young  prince  your  son :  send  strai^t  for  him. 
Let  him  be  crown'd ;  in  him  your  comfort  lives : 
Drown  desperate  sorrow  in  dead  Edward's  grave. 
And  plant  your  joys  in  living  Edward's  throne. 

Enter  Gloster,  Buckingham,  Stanley,  Hastings, 
Ratcliff,  and  otherg. 

Olo.  Sister,  have  comfort :  all  of  us  have  cause 
To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  shining  star, 
But  none  can  cure  their  harms  by  wailing  them. 
Madam,  my  mother,  I  do  cry  you  mercy, 
I  did  not  see  your  grace : — Humbly  on  my  knee 
I  crave  your  blessing. 

Duch.  God  bless  thee ;  and  put  meekness  in  thy 
breast. 
Love,  chari^,  obedience,  and  true  duty ! 

GLo.  Amen ;  and  make  me  die  a  good  old  man ! — 
That  is  the  butt-end  of  a  mother's  blessing ;  [Aside. 
I  marvel,  that  her  grace  did  leave  it  out 

Buck.  You  cloudy  princes,  and  heart-sonowing 
peers, 
That  bear  this  mutual  heavy  load  of  moan, 
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Now  cheer  each  other  in  each  odier's  love : 
Though  wc  have  spent  our  harvest  of  this  king, 
We  are  to  reap  the  harvest  of  his  son. 
The  broken  rancour  of  your  high-swoln  hearts, 
But  lately  splinted,  knit,  and  join'd  together. 
Must  gcntlv  be  preserv'd,  cherish'd,  and  kej^ : 
Me  seemeth  good,  that,  with  some  little  train. 
Forthwith  from  Ludlow  the  young  prince  be  fetcfaM 
Hither  to  London,  to  be  crown'd  our  king. 

Riv.  Why  with  some  little  train,  my  lord  of 
Buckingham  ? 

Buck.  Marr>',  my  lord,  lest  by  a  multitude. 
The  new-heal'd  wound  of  malice  should  break  oat ; 
Which  would  be  so  much  the  more  dangerous. 
By  how  much  the  estate  is  green,  and  yet  ui^^or- 

em'd: 
WTierc  every  horse  bears  his  commanding  rein, 
And  may  direct  his  course  as  please  himself. 
As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  harm  apparent. 
In  my  opinion,  ought  to  be  preventcKi. 

Glo.  I  hope,  the  king  maoe  peace  with  all  of  us; 
And  the  compact  is  fmn,  and  true,  in  me. 

Riv.  And  so  in  me ;  and  so,  I  think,  in  all : 
Yet,  since  it  is  but  green,  it  should  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likelihood  of  breach. 
Which,  naply,  by  much  companv  might  be  aig'd : 
Therefore  1  say,  with  noble  Buckingham, 
That  it  is  meet  so  few  should  fetch  the  prince. 

Hast.  And  so  say  I. 

Glo.  Then  be  it  so ;  and  go  we  to  determine, 
Wlio  they  shall  be  that  straight  shall  post  to 

Ludlow. 
Madam, — and  you  my  mother, — ^will  you  go 
To  give  your  censure^  in  this  weighty  business  ? 
[ETtunt  all  but  Buckingmun  and  Gloster. 

Buck.  My  lord,  whoever  journeys  to  the  prince, 
For  God's  sake,  let  not  us  two  stay  at  home : 
For,  by  the  way,  I'll  sort  occasion. 
As  index'  to  the  stoiy  we  late  talk'd  of. 
To  part  the  queen's  proud  kindred  from  the  prince. 

Glo.  My  other  %lf,  my  counsel's  consistoiy. 
My  oracle,  my  prophet ! — My  dear  cousin, 
I,  as  a  child,  will  go  by  thy  direction. 
Towards  Ludlow  then,  for  well  not  stay  behind. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJ^E  III.— The  same.    A  street   Enter  iuo 
Citizens,  meeting, 

1  at  Good  morrow,  neighbour:  Whither  away 

so  fast  ? 

2  at  I  promise  you,  I  scarcely  knofw  myself: 
Hear  you  the  news  abroad  ? 

1  Cit  Yes ;  the  king's  de«L 

2  Cit  III  news,  by'r  lady ;  seldom  comes  tiie 

better: 
I  fear,  I  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  world. 

Enter  another  Citizen. 

3  Cit  Neighbours,  God  speed! 

1  at  Give  you  good  morrow,  ar. 
3  Cit  Doth  the  news  hold  of  good  king  Edwaid*! 

death? 

2  at  A  v,  sir,  it  is  too  true ;  God  help  the  while ! 

3  Cit  Then,  masters,  look  to  see  a  troubloai 

world. 

1  Cit  No,  no;  by  God's  good  grace,  hi*  too 

shall  reign. 
3  Cit.  Wo  to  that  laud,  that's  govemM  by  a 
child! 

2  at  In  him  there  is  a  hope  of  govemmeot ; 
That,  in  his  nonage,^  council  under  him. 

And,  in  his  full  and  ripen'd  years,  himeeU^ 

(2)  Opinion.     (3)  Preparatoiy.     (4^  Minority. 
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No  doabt,  shall  then,  and  till  then,  so? era  well 

1  at.  So  stood  the  state,  when  Henry  the  Sixth 
Was  crownM  in  Paris  but  at  nine  months  old. 

3  Cii.  Stood  the  state  so  ?  no,  no,  good  friends, 
God  wot  ;1 
For  then  this  land  was  famously  enrich*d 
With  politic  grave  counsel ;  then  the  king 
Had  virtuous  uncles  to  protect  his  grace. 

1  GL  Why,  so  hath  this,  both  by  his  father  and 
motner. 

3  Cit.  Better  it  were  they  all  came  by  his  father ; 
Or,  by  his  father  there  were  none  at  all : 
For  emulation  now,  who  shall  be  nearest, 
Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  God  prevent  not 
O,  full  of  danger  is  the  duke  of  Gloster ; 
And  the  queen*s  sons,  and  brothers,  haught  and 

proud: 
And  were  they  to  be  rul'd,  and  not  to  rule, 
This  sickly  land  might  solace  as  before. 

1  CSL  Uome,  come,  we  fear  the  worst ;  all  will 

be  well. 
3  Cit  When  clouds  are  seen,  wise  men  put  on 

their  cloaks ; 
When  great  leaves  fall,  then  winter  is  at  hand ; 
When  die  sun  sets,  who  doth  not  look  for  night  i 
Untimely  storms  make  men  expect  a  dearth : 
All  may  be  well ;  but,  if  God  sort  it  so, 
*Tis  more  than  we  deserve,  or  I  expect. 

2  Cit.  Truly,  the  hearts  of  men  are  full  of  fear : 
Toa  cannot  reason^  almost  with  a  man 

That  looks  not  heavily,  and  full  of  dread. 

3  Cit  Before  the  days  of  change,  still  is  it  so : 
By  a  divine  instinct,  men^s  minds  mistrust 
Ensuing  danger;  as,  by  proof,  we  see 

Hie  water  swell  before  a  boisterous  storm. 
But  leave  it  all  to  God.    Whither  away  } 

2  Cit.  Many,  we  were  sent  for  to  the  justices. 

3  Cii.  And  so  was  I ;  1*11  bear  you  company. 

[Exeuni. 

SCEffE  rr.—The  same.  A  room  in  the  palace. 
EiUer  the  archbishop  of  York,  the  young  duke 
vf  York,  Queen  Elizabeth,  and  the  duchess  qf 
York. 

Arch.  Last  nisht,  I  heard,  they  lay  at  Stony- 
Stratfora; 
And  et  Northampton  they  do  rest  to-night : 
To-«tx>rrow,  or  next  day,  they  will  be  here. 

Duch.  1  long  with  all  my  heart  to  see  the  prince ; 
f  hope^  he  is  much  grown  since  last  I  saw  him. 

Q.  EUx.  But  I  near,  no ;  they  say,  my  son  of 
York 
Hadi  almost  overtaken  him  in  his  growth. 

York.  Ay,  mother,  but  I  woula  not  have  it  so. 

Duch,  Why,  my  young  cousin,  it  is  good  to  grow. 

York.  Grandam,  one  night,  as  we  did  sit  at 
supper. 
My  ancle  Rivers  talkM  how  I  did  grow 
More  than  my  brother ;  Ay^  quoth  my  uncle  Gloster, 
Small  herbs  have  grace^  great  weeds  do  grow  apace: 
And  since,  methinks,  I  would  not  grow  so  fest, 
Bamnte  sweet  flowers  are  slow,  and  weeds  inake 
baste. 

Ihteh.  Xvood  faidi,  good  faith,  the  saying  did 
not  hold 
In  him  that  did  object  the  same  to  thee : 
He  was  the  wretclied*ft  thing,  when  he  was  young, 
So  loo^  a  pppowing,  and  so  leisurely. 
That,  if  hifl  rale  were  troe.  he  should  be  gracious. 

Arch.  And  so,  no  doaot,  be  is,  my  gracious 


(2)  Convene. 


fl)Kiiawi. 


Duch,  I  hope,  he  is ;  but  yet  let  mothers  doubt 

York.  Now»  by  my  troth,  if  I  had  t)een  remem- 

ber'd, 

I  could  have  given  my  uncle^s  grace  a  flout, 

To  touch  his  growth,  nearer  than  he  touched  mine. 

Duch.  Hoiv,  my  young  York  ?    1  pr'y thee,  let 

me  hear  it 
York.  Marr)',  they  say,  my  uncle  grew  so  fast, 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  crust  at  two  hours  old ; 
'Twas  full  two  years  ere  1  could  get  a  tooth. 
Grandam,  tliis  would  have  been  a  biting  jest 
Duch.  I  pr*ythee,  pretty  York,  who  told  thee 

this? 
York.  Grandam,  his  nurse. 
Duch.  His  nurse .'  why  she  was  dead  ere  thou 

wast  bom. 
York.  If  'twere  not  she,  I  cannot  tell  who  told 

me. 
Q.  EUx.    A  parlous*  boy :  Go  to,  you  are  too 

shrewo. 
Arch.  Good  madam,  be  not  angry  with  the 

child. 
Q.  EUz.  Pitchers  have  ears. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 


Here  conies  a  messenger : 


Arch. 
What  news? 

Mess.  Such  news,  my  lord. 

As  grieves  me  to  unfold. 

Q.  EUz.  How  doth  the  prince  } 

Mess.  Well,  madam,  and  in  health. 

Duch.  What  is  thy  news  ^ 

Mess.  Lord  Rivers,  and  lord  Grey,  are  sent  to 
Pomfret, 
With  them  sir  Thomas  Vaughan,  prisoners. 

Duch.  Who  hath  committed  th^  ? 

Mess.  The  mighty  dukes, 

Gloster  and  Buckingham. 

Q.  EUz.  For  what  offence  ? 

Mess.  The  sum  of  all  I  can,  I  have  disclos'd; 
Wbv,  or  for  what,  the  nobles  were  committed. 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  lady. 

Q.  EUx.  Ah  me,  I  see  the  rain  of  my  house ! 
The  tiger  now  hath  seix*d  the  gentle  hind  ; 
Insulting  tyranny  begins  to  jut 
Upon  the  mnocent  and  awless  throne : — 
Welcome,  destraction,  blood,  and  massacre ! 
I  see,  as  in  a  map,  the  end  of  all. 

Duch.  Accursed  and  unquiet  wrangling  days! 
How  many  of  you  have  mine  eves  beheld  ? 
My  husband  lost  his  life  to  get  the  crown ; 
And  often  up  and  down  my  sons  were  tost. 
For  me  to  joy,  and  weep,  their  gain,  and  loss  : 
And  being  seated,  and  domestic  broils 
Clean  over-blown,  themselves,  the  conquerors. 
Make  war  upon  themselves ;  brother  to  brother. 
Blood  to  blood,  self  'gainst  self  :—0,  preposterous 
And  frantic  courage,  end  thy  damned  spleen; 
Or  let  me  die,  to  look  on  death  no  more ! 

Q.  EUz.  Come,  come,  my  boj,  we  will  to  sanc- 
tuary.— 
Madam,  farewell. 

Duch.  Stay,  I  will  go  with  yoa. 

Q.  EUx.  Tod  have  no  cause. 

Arch.  Mj  gracious  lady,  go. 

[To  the  Queen. 
And  thither  bear  yonr  treasure  and  your  goods. 
For  my  part,  I'll  resign  nnto  ^our  grace 
The  seal  I  xeep;  And  so  betide  to  me. 
As  well  I  tender  you  and  all  of  yours ! 
Come,  I'll  conduct  you  to  the  sanctuaiy.  [Exeurtt 

(3)  Perilous,  dangerous. 
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SCE^TE  L—T^emme,  AdrteL  Thetrvmpets 
iound.  Enier  the  prmet  tf  Wales,  Gloster, 
Bnckini^Miii,  Oatrdmal  B<wchier,«ii  oiken, 

Bntk.  Wdcoroe,  street  prinoe,  to  Londoo,  to 

▼our  chamber. 
Gfo.  Welcome,  dear  coasm,  017  thoughts*  sore- 
re^: 
The  weaiy  way  hath  made  70a  melanchotr. 

Prince.  No,  uncle ;  but  our  crosses  oa  the  way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearisome,  and  heavy : 
I  want  more  uncles  here  to  welcome  me. 
(Ho,  Sweet  prince,  the  untainted  yirtne  of  jour 
years 
Hath  not  yet  divM  into  Ae  world's  deceit : 
No  more  can  you  distinguish  of  a  man. 
Than  of  his  outward  show ;  which,  God  he  knows, 
Seldom,  or  never,  jumpeth  with  the  heart 
Those  uncles,  which  you  want,  were  dangerous ; 
Tonr  grace  attended  to  the  sunr'd  words, 
But  l<wk*d  not  on  the  poison  of  their  hearts: 
God  keep  you  from  mem,  and  from  such  &Ise 
fnends! 
Proice.  God  keep  me  from  frlse  friends!  but 

they  were  none. 
Oh.  My  lord,  the  mayor  of  Loodcn  comes  to 
greet  yon. 

Enter  Ike  Lmd  Mayor,  and  hie  train. 
May.  God  bless  your  grace  witfahealth  and  happ)' 

days! 
Prince.  I  thank  you,  good  my  lord  ;—«nd  thank 
you  all. —  [Exeunt  Mayor,  ^e. 

I  thonefat  my  mother,  and  my  brother  Yon, 
Woula  long  ere  this  have  met  us  on  the  way : 
Fie,  what  a  slug  is  Hastings !  that  he  comes  not 
To  (ell  us,  whether  they  will  come,  or  no. 
£filsr  Hastings. 

Bttek,  And  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  sweat- 
ing lord. 

Prince.  Welcome,  my  kwd:  What,  will  our 
mother  come? 

Hail.  On  what  occasion,  God  he  knows,  not  I, 
The  queen  your  mother,  and  your  brother  York, 
Have  taken  sanctnaiy :  The  tender  prince 
Would  frin  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your  grace, 
But  by  his  mother  was  ^rforce  withheld. 

Buck.  Fie !  what  an  mdirect  and  peevish  course 
Is  this  of  hers ! — Lord  cardinal,  will  your  grace 
Persuade  the  queen  to  send  the  duke  of  York 
Unto  his  princely  brother  presentljr  ? 
If  she  deny, — lord  Hastings,  go  with  him, 
And  from  ner  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

Card.  My  lord  of  Buckingham,  it  my  weak 
oratory 
Can  from  his  mother  win  the  duke  of  York, 
Anon  expect  him  here :  But  if  she  be  obdurate 
To  mild  entreaties,  God  in  heaven  forbid 
We  should  infringe  the  holy  privile^ 
Of  blessed  sanctmiy !  not  for  all  this  land, 
Would  I  be  guil^  of  so  deep  a  sin. 

Buck.  You  are  too  senseless-obstinate,  my  lord, 
Too  ceremonious,  and  traditional : 
Weigh  it  but  with  the  groasness  of  this  age. 
You  break  not  sanctuanr  in  seizing  him. 
The  benefit  thereof  is  always  granted 
To  those  whose  dealings  have  desenrM  the  place. 
And  those  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place  : 
This  prince  hath  neither  claimM  it,  nor  deservM  it  1 
And  therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it : 

(1)  Sensible  vice,  the  buffoon  in  the  old  plays. 


Then,  taking  him  from  thence,  that  is  not  there. 
Yon  bmk  no  privilege  nor  charier  there. 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  sanctuaiy  men; 
But  sanctnaiy  children,  ne'er  till  now. 

Ctard.  My  lord,  you  shall  o*er-rule  my  mind  fix 
once. — 
Come  on,  lord  Hastinn,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Hast.  I  go,  my  lora. 

Prince.  Good  kirds,  make  all  the  speedy  haste 
you  may.    [Exe.  Cardinal  and  Hastings. 
Say,  uncle  Gioster,  if  our  brother  come. 
Where  shall  we  sqjouni  till  our  coronation  f 

Oh.  Where  it  seems  best  unto  your  royal  self. 
If  I  may  counsel  you,  some  day  or  two, 
Your  highness  shall  repose  you  at  the  Tower: 
Then  where  you  please,  and  shall  be  thought  most  fit 
For  your  best  health  and  recmtxn. 

Prince.  I  do  not  like  the  Tower,  of  any  place  :— 
Did  Julius  Caesar  build  that  place,  my  loitl  ? 

Oh.  He  did,  my  gracious  lord,  begin  that  place ; 
Which,  since,  socc^ding  ac^es  have  re-edified. 

Prince.  Is  it  upon  recDrcT?  or  else  reported 
Successively  fipom  age  to  age  he  built  it  r 

Buck.  Upon  record,  my  gracious  lord. 

Prince.  But  say,  my  lora,  it  were  not  registerM ; 
Metbinks,  the  truth  should  live  from  age  to  age, 
As  *twere  retail'd  to  all  posterity. 
Even  to  the  general  all-ending  day. 

Oh.  So  wise  so  young,  they  say,  do  ne'er  live 
lomr.  [Atide. 

Prince.  What  say  yon,  uncle  } 

Oh.  I  say,  without  chaiicters,  fame  lives  lon^. 
Thus,  like  the  formal'  vice,  Inkpiity.         [Astde, 
I  moralize  two  meanings  in  one  word. 

Prince.  That  Julius  Caesar  was  a  iamous  man ; 
With  what  his  valour  did  enrich  his  wit. 
His  wit  set  down  to  make  his  vakmr  live : 
Death  makes  no  conouest  of  this  conqueror ; 
For  now  he  lives  in  rame,  though  not  in  life.— 
I'll  tell  you  what,  my  cousin  Buckingham. 

Buck.  What,  my  gracious  lord  ? 

Prince.  An  if  I  live  until  I  be  a  man, 
I'll  win  our  ancient  right  in  France  again. 
Or  die  a  soldier,  as  I  uv'd  a  kii^. 

Oh,  Short  summers  lig^tlys  have  a  forward 
spring.  [Aeide. 

Enter  York,  Hastings,  and  l%€  Cardinal 

Buck.  Now,  in  good  time,  here  conies  the  ddce 
of  Yorit. 

Prince.  Richard  of  York !  how  frres  our  loving 
brother  .> 

York.  Well,  my  dread  lord ;  so  must  I  call  you 
now. 

Prince.  Ay,  brother ;  to  our  g^rwf,  as  it  is  youis : 
Too  late*  he  died,  that  might  have  kept  that  title. 
Which  by  his  death  hath  lost  much  majesty. 

Oh,  How  &res  our  cousin,  noble  lord  of  York  ? 

York.  I  thank  you,  gentle  uncle.    O,  my  lord, 
You  said,  that  idle  we^  are  fast  in  growtn : 
The  prince  my  brother  hath  outgrown  me  fiir. 

Oh.  He  hath,  my  lord. 

York.  And  therefore  is  he  idle  ? 

Oh.  O,  my  &ir  cousin,  I  must  not  say  so. 

York.  Then  is  he  more  beholden  to  you,  than  I  ? 

Oh.  He  may  command  me,  as  my  sovereign ; 
But  you  have  power  in  me,  as  in  a  kinsman. 

York.  I  pray  you,  uncle,  then  give  me  ibe 
dasger. 

Oh.  My  dagger,  little  cousin?  with  all  my  heart 

Prince.  A  bmar,  brother.^ 

York  Of  mylond  uncle,  that  I  know  will  give; 


(2)  Connnonly. 


(3)  Utely. 
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And,  being  bat  a  to^,  which  is  no  grief  to  give. 
Glo.  A  greater  gtft  than  that  Pll  give  my  cousin. 
York.  A  greater  gift !  O,  that's  the  sword  to  it? 
Gia,  At,  gentle  cousin,  were  it  light  enough. 
York.  O  men,  I  see,  you'll  part  but  with  light 

In  weightier  things  you'll  say  a  b^gar,  nay. 

Glo.  It  is  too  weighty  for  your  ^ce  to  wear. 

York.  I  weigh  it  lightly,  were  it  heavier. 

Glo.  What,  would  you  have  my  weapon,  little 
lord? 

ToHL  I  would,  that  I  might  thank  yoa  as  you 
call  me. 

Glo.  How? 

York.  Little. 

Prince.  My  lord  of  York  will  still  be  cross  in 
talk:— 
Uncle,  TOur  grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  hira. 

Yor/i  You  mean,  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with 
me: — 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocks  both  you  and  me ; 
Because  mat  I  am  little,  like  an  ape. 
He  thinks  that  you  should   bear  me  on  your 
shoulders. 

Buck.  With  what  a  sharp-provided  wit  he  rea- 
sons! 
To  mitigate  the  scorn  he  gives  his  uncle. 
He  prettily  and  aptly  taunts  himself: 
So  cunning,  and  so  young,  is  wonderful. 

Glo.  My  gracious  lord,  wilPt  please  you  pass 
along  ? 
Myself,  and  my  good  cousin  Buckingham, 
W  ill  to  your  mother ;  to  entreat  of  her. 
To  meet  you  at  the  Tower,  and  welcome  you. 

York.  What,  will  you  go  unto  the  Tower,  my 
lord? 

Prince.  My  lord  protector  needs  will  have  it  so. 

York.  I  sbttll  not  sleep  in  quiet  at  the  Tower. 

Glo.  Why,  sir,  what  should  you  fear? 

York.  Many,  my  uncle  Clarence*  angry  ghost ; 
My  grandam  told  me,  he  was  murderM  there. 

Prince.  I  fear  no  uncles  dead. 

Glo.  Nor  none  that  live,  I  hope. 

Prince.  An  if  they  live,  I  hope,  I  need  not  fear. 
But  come,  my  lord,  and  with  a  neavy  heart. 
Thinking  on  them,  so  I  unto  the  Tower. 

[E^xeunt  Prince,  York,  Hastings,  Cardinal,  and 
attendants. 

Buck.  Think  you,  my  lord,  this  little  prating  York 
Was  not  incens'di  by  his  subtle  mother. 
To  taunt  and  scom  you  thus  opprobriously  ? 

Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt :  O,  'tis  a  parlous  boy ; 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable  ;3 
He's  all  the  mother's,  from  the  top  to  toe. 

Buck.  Well,  let  them  rest- 
Come  hither,  gentle  Catesby ;  thou  art  sworn 
As  deeply  to  dTect  what  we  intend. 
As  ck>sely  to  conceal  what  we  impart : 
Thou  know'st  our  reasons  uig'd  upon  the  way ; — 
What  think'st  thou  ?  is  it  not  an  easy  matter 
To  make  William  lord  Hastings  of  our  mind, 
For  the  instalment  of  this  noble  duke 
In  the  seat  royal  of  this  famous  isle  ? 

Cote.  He  for  his  father's  sake  so  loves  the  prince, 
That  he  will  not  be  won  to  aught  against  him. 

Buck.  What  think'st  thou  then  of  Stanley  ?  will 
not  he  .^ 

Caic.  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  Hastings  doth. 

Buck.  Well  then,  no  more  but  this :  Go,  gentle 
Catesby, 
And,  as  it  were  far  off,  sound  thou  lord  Hastings, 
How  he  doth  stand  affected  to  our  purpose ; 


(1)  Incited. 

TOI.U. 


(2)  Intelligent 


And  summon  him  to-morrow  to  the  Tower, 
To  sit  about  the  coronation, 
tf  thou  doet  find  him  tractable  to  us, 
EnccHirage  him,  and  tell  him  all  our  reasons : 
If  he  be  leaden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling. 
Be  thou  so  too,  and  so  break  off  the  talk. 
And  give  us  notice  of  his  inclination : 
For  we  to-morrow  hold  divided'  councils. 
Wherein  thyself  shalt  highly  be  employ'd. 

Glo.  Commend  me  to  lord  William :  tell  liim, 
Catesby, 
His  ancient  knot  of  dangerous  adversaries 
To-morrow  are  let  blood  at  Pomfret-castle ; 
And  bid  my  friend,  for  joy  of  this  good  news, 
Give  mistress  Shore  one  gentle  kiss  the  more. 

Buck.  Good  Catesby,  go,  effect  this  business 
soundly. 

Cote.  My  good  lords  both,  with  all  the  heed  I  can. 

Gh.  ShaU  we  hear  from  you,  Catesby,  ere  w« 
sleep  ? 

Caie.  You  shall,  my  lord. 

Glo.  At  Crosby-place,  there  shall  you  find  us  both. 
[Exit  Catesby. 

Buck.  Now,  my  lord,  what  shall  we  do,  if  we 
perceive 
Lord  Hastings  will  not  yield  to  our  complots  ? 

Glo.  Chop  off  his  head,  man; — somewhat  we  will 
do: — 
And,  look,  when  I  am  king,  claim  thou  of  me 
The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  all  the  moveables 
Whereof  the  kin^  my  brother  was  possess'd. 

Buck.  I'll  claun  that  promise  at  your  grace's 
hand. 

Glo.  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  kindness. 
Come,  let  us  sup  betimes ;  that  afterwards 
We  may  digest  our  complots  in  some  form.  [Ext, 

SCEJ^E   II.— Before    Lord   Hastings'    Jwuse. 
Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  My  lord,  my  lord, —  [Knockinr, 

Hast  [mthin.]  Who  knocks? 

Mess.  One  from  lord  Stanley. 

Hast  [IVithin.]  What  is't  o'clock ? 
Mess.  Upon  the  stroke  of  four. 

£n/6r  Hastings. 

Hast.  Cannot  thy  master  sleep  the  tedious  nights? 

Mess.  So  it  should  seem  by  that  I  have  to  say. 
First,  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  lordship. 

Hast.  And  then,^ 

Mess.  And  then  he  sends  you  word,  he  dreamt 
To-night  the  boar  had  rased  off  his  helm : 
Besides,  he  says,  there  are  two  councils  held ; 
And  that  may  be  determin'd  at  the  one. 
Which  may  make  you  and  hiin  to  rue  at  the  other. 
Therefore  he  sends  to  know  your  lordship's  plea- 
sure,— 
If  presently,  you  will  take  horse  with  him. 
And  with  all  speed  post  with  him  toward  the  north. 
To  shun  the  danger  that  his  soul  divines. 

Hast.  Go,  fellow,  go,  return  unto  thy  lord ; 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  separated  coimcils  : 
His  honour,  and  myself,  are  at  the  one ; 
And,  at  the  other,  is  my  good  friend  Catesby ; 
Wliere  nothing  can  proc^,  that  toucheth  us, 
WTiereof  I  shall  not  have  intelligence. 
Tell  him,  his  fears  are  shallow,  wanting  instance  :* 
And  for  his  dreams — I  wonder,  he's  so  fond* 
To  trust  the  mockery  of  unquiet  slumbers: 
To  fly  the  boar,  before  the  boar  pursues. 
Were  to  incense  the  boar  to  follow  us. 
And  make  pursuit,  where  he  did  mean  no  chase. 

(3)  Separate.       (4)  Example.      (5)  Weak. 


Digitized  byV4'«Oi^*^  Jk 


ICo 


KING  RICHARD  HI. 


Adm, 


Go,  bid  thy  master  rise  and  come  to  me ; 
And  we  will  both  together  to  the  Tower, 
Where,  he  shall  see,  the  boari  will  use  us  klodly. 
Jtfest.  ril  go,  my  lord,  and  tell  him  what  yoa  say. 

Enler  Catesby. 

Cbte.  Many  good  morrows  to  my  noble  lord ! 

Hast.  Good  morrow,  Catesby;  you  are  early 
stirring: 
What  news,  what  news,  in  this  onr  tottering  state  ? 

CaU.  It  is  a  reeling  world,  indeed,  my  lord ; 
And,  I  believe,  will  never  stand  upright. 
Till  Richard  wear  the  garland  of  the  realm. 

HiuL  How  !  wear  tbie  garland  ?  dost  thou  mean 
the  crown  ? 

Cafe.  A  V,  my  good  lord. 

HasL  rll  have  this  crown  of  mine  cat  from  my 
shoulders. 
Before  Til  see  the  crown  so  foul  misplac'd. 
But  canst  thou  guess  that  he  doth  aim  at  it  ? 

CaU,  Aj,  on  my  life ;  and  hopes  to  find  you  for- 
ward 
Cpon  his  party,  for  the  catn  thereof: 
And,  thereupon,  he  sends  you  this  good  news, — 
That,  this  same  very  day,  your  enemies, 
The  kindred  of  the  queen,  must  die  at  Pomfret 

Hast.  Indeed,  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  news. 
Because  ther  have  been  still  my  adversaries : 
But,  that  ril  give  my  voice  on  Kichard^s  side, 
To  bar  my  master's  heirs  in  true  descent, 
God  knows,  I  will  not  do  it,  to  the  death. 

CaU,  God  keep  your  lordship  in  that  gracious 
mind! 

HasL  But  I  shall  laugh  at  this  a  twelve-month 
hence. 
That  they,  who  brought  me  in  my  matter's  hate, 
I  live  to  look  upon  their  tragedy. 
WVll,  Catesby,  ere  a  fortnight  make  me  older, 
I'll  send  some  packing,  that  yet  think  not  on'L 

Oaie.  *Tis  a  vile  thuig  to  die,  my  gracious  lord, 
When  men  are  unprepar'd,  and  look  not  for  it 

Hast.  O  monstrous,  monstrous !  and  so  falls  it  out 
With  Rivers,  Vauehan,  Gnj :  and  so  'twill  do 
With  some  men  eue,  who  think  themselves  as  safe 
As  thou,  and  I ;  who,  as  thou  know'st,  are  dear 
To  princely  Richard,  and  to  Buckingham. 

Qtte,  Tne  princes  both  make  high  account  of 

you,— 

For  they  account  his  head  upon  the  bridge.  [Aside. 
HasL  I  know,  they  do;  and  I  have  well  de- 
servM  it 

Ebilsr  Stanley. 

Come  on,  come  on,  where  is  your  boar-spear,  man  ? 
Fear  you  the  boar,  and  go  so  unprovided  ? 

Sian.  Mr  lord,  good  morrow;  and  good  morrow, 
Catesby:— 
You  may  jest  on,  but,  by  the  hol^  rood,3 
f  do  not  like  these  several  councils,  I. 

Hast.  M}^  lord,  I  hold  my  life  as  dear  as  yours ; 
And  never,  in  my  life,  I  do  protest. 
Was  it  more  precious  to  me  than  'tis  now : 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  our  state  secure, 
I  woula  be  so  triumphant  as  I  am.'  ^ 

Sian.  The  lords  at  Pbmfret,  when  tbej  rode  from 
London, 
Were  jocund,  and  suppos'd  their  states  were  sure, 
And  they,  indeed,  had  no  cause  to  mistrust ; 
But  yet,  you  see,  how  soon  the  day  o'ercast 
This  sudden  stab  of  rancour  I  misdoubt ; 
Pray  God,  I  say,  I  prove  a  needless  coward ! 
Wlial,  shall  we  toward  the  Tower?  t]^  day  is  spent 

(1)  t.  c  Gloster,  who  had  a  boar  for  his  aims. 


Hast.  Come,  come,  have  widi  you.— Wot>  you 
what,  my  lord? 
To-day,  the  lords  you  talk  of  are  beheaded. 
Stan.  They,  for  their  truth,  might  better  wear 
their  heads, 
Than  some,  that  have  accos'd  them,  wear  their  hats. 
But  come,  niy  lord,  let's  away. 

Enter  a  Pursuivant 

HasL  Go  on  before.  111  talk  with  this  good  fel- 
low. [Exeunt  Stan,  and  Catesby. 
How  now,  sirrah?  how  goes  the  world  with  thee? 

Pun.  Tlfe  better,  that  your  lordshi])  please  to  ask. 

Hast.  I  tell  thee,  man,  'tis  better  with  me  now. 
Than  when  thou  met'st  me  last  where  now  we  meet- 
Then  wis  I  going  prisoner  to  the  Tower, 
By  the  suggestion  of  the  queen's  allies; 
But  now,  1  tell  thee  (keep  it  to  thyself,) 
This  day  those  enemies  are  put  to  deatn. 
And  I  in  better  state  than  ere  I  was. 

Purs.  God  hold  it,  to  your  honour's  good  con- 
tent! 

Hast.  Gramercy,  felk>w :  There,  drink  that  for 
me.  [  Throwing  him  his  purH. 

Purs.  I  thank  your  honour.    [Exit  Pursuivant 

£n<er  a  Priest 

Priest.  Well  met,  my  lord;  I  am  glad  to  see 

your  honour. 
HasL  I  thank  thee,  good  sir  John,  with  all  my 
heart 
I  am  in  your  debt  for  your  last  exercise ; 
Come  the  next  Sabbath,  and  I  will  content  you. 

£ii<er  Buckingham. 

Buck.  What,  talking  vrith  a  priest,  lord  cham- 
berlain ? 
Your  friends  at  Pomtret,  they  do  need  the  priest; 
Your  honour  hath  no  shriving^  work  in  hand. 

HasL  'Good  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy  man. 
The  men  you  talk  of  came  into  my  mind. 
Wliat,  go  you  toward  the  Tower? 

Buck.  1  do,  my  lord ;  but  long  I  cannot  stay  therr. 
I  shall  return  before  your  lorcuhip  thence. 

Hast.  Nay,  like  enough,  for  I  stay  dinner  there. 

Budc.  And  supper  too,  although  thou  know'st  it 
not  [Astde. 

Come,  will  yon  go? 

HasL  m  wait  upon  your  lordship. 

[ExeunL 

SCEJ^E  7//.— Pbmfret  Before  the  castle.  En- 
ter Ratclifi^  wiih  a  guard  conducting  Rivers, 
Grqr,  and  Vaughan,  to  execution. 

Rai.  Come, bringforth  the  prisoners. 

/2rv.  Sir  Richard  Ratcliff,  let  me  tell  thee  this,— 
To-day,  shalt  thou  behold  a  subject  die, 
For  truth,  for  duty,  and  for  loyalty. 

Chty.  God  keep  the  prince  from  all  the  pack  of 
ychi! 
A  knot  you  are  of  damned  blood-suckers. 

Vaugh.   You  live,  that  shall  cry  wo  for  this 
bereafbr. 

Rat  Despatch ;  the  limit  of  your  lives  is  out 

Ao.O  Pomfret,  Pbmtret!  O  thou  bloody  prison, 
Fatal  and  ominous  to  noble  peers ! 
Within  the  guilty  closure  of  thy  walls, 
Richard  the  Second  here  was  hack'd  to  death : 
And,  for  more  slander  to  (hy  dismal  seat. 
We  give  thee  up  our  guiltless  blood  to  dnnk. 

Grey.  Now  Margaret's  corse  is  fallen  upon  om 
headsi 

(3)  Crow.       (3)  Know.        (4)  CoDfesaos 
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When  ahe  exdaimM  on  Hastings,  vou,  and  I, 
For  standing  by  when  Richard  stabbM  her  son. 
Rio,  Then  cursM  she  Hastings,  then  cursM  she 
Buckingham, 
Then  cursM  she  Richard : — O,  remember,  God, 
To  hear  her  prayers  for  them,  as  now  for  us! 
And  for  mv  sister,  and  her  princely  sons, — 
Be  satisfied,  dear  God,  with  our  true  bloods. 
Which,  as  thou  know'st,  unjustly  must  be  spilt ! 
Rat.  Make  haste,  the  hour  ot  death  is  expiate.' 
Riv.  Ckxne,  Grey,— come,  Vaughan, — let  us  here 
embrace: 
Farewell,  until  we  meet  again  in  heaven.  [Exeunt. 

SCE:J^E  /r.— London.  A  room  in  the  Tower. 
Buckingham,  Stanley,  Hastings,  the  bishop  qf 
Dv,  Catesby,  Lovel,  and  others^  sitting  at  a 
table :  officers  qf  the  council  attending. 

Host  Now,  noble  peers,  the  cause  why  we  are 
met 
I»— to  determine  of  the  coronation : 
In  God*s  name,  speak,  when  is  the  royal  da v  ? 

Buck.  Are  all  things  ready  for  that  royal  time  ? 

8tan.  They  are ;  and  wants  but  nomination. 

EUy.  To-nx>rrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  day. 

Butk.   Who  knows  the  lord  protector^s  mind 
herein  f 
Wlio  is  most  inward^  with  the  noble  duke  } 

Ehf.  Your  grace,  we  think,  should  soonest  know 
his  mind. 

Buck.  We  know  each  other*s  faces:  for  our 
hearts, — 
He  knows  no  more  of  mine,  than  I  of  3rours ; 
Nor  I,  of  his,  my  lord,  than  you  of  mine : — 
Lord  Hastings,  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 

Hast.  I  thank  his  grace,  I  know  he  loves  roe  well ; 
But,  for  his  purpose  in  the  coronation, 
I  have  not  sounded  him,  nor  he  delivered 
His  gracious  pleasure  any  way  therein : 
But  you,  my  noble  lord,  may  name  the  time ; 
And  in  the  duke*s  behalf  Pll  ^ve  my  voice. 
Which,  I  presume,  heMl  take  in  gentle  part 

Enter  Gloster. 

Ehf.  In  happy  time,  here  comes  the  duke  himself. 
Glo.  My  noble  lords  and  cousins,  all,  good  mor- 
row: 
I  have  been  long  a  sleeper ;  but,  I  trust. 
My  absence  dom  neglect  no  great  design. 
Which  by  my  presence  might  have  been  concluded. 
Buck.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  cue,  my  lord, 
William  lord  Hastings  had  pronouncM  your  part, — 
I  mean,  your  voice, — for  crowning  of  the  km?. 
Ola,  Than  my  lord  Hastings,  no  man  might  be 
bolder; 
His  lordship  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well. — 
My  lord  of^Ely,  when  I  was  last  in  Hoi  bom, 
I  saw  good  strawberries  in  your  garden  there ; 
I  do  beseech  yoa  send  for  some  of  them. 
Ely.  Marnr,  and  will,  my  lord,  with  all  my  heart. 

[£.«•<  Ely. 
do.  OHisin  of  Buckingham,  a  word  with  you. 
j^Takes  him  aside. 
Catesby  hath  soonded  Hastings  m  our  bu&ness ; 
And  finds  that  testy  gentleman  so  hot. 
That  he  will  lose  his  head,  ere  give  consent. 
His  master's  child,  as  worshipfullv  he  terms  it, 
Shall  lose  the  royalty  of  England^s  throne. 

Buck.  Withdraw  yourself  awhile,  V\\  go  with 
TOO.  [ElxeuHi  Gloster  and  Buckingham. 
SiasL  We  have  not  yet  set  down  this  aiaj  of 
trinmph. 

(1)  Expiated,  completed.  (2.)  Intimate. 


To-morrow,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  sudden ; 

For  1  myself  am  not  so  well  provided. 

As  else  I  would  be,  were  the  day  prolong*d. 

Re-^nter  bishop  qf  Ely. 

Ely.  Where  is  my  lord  protector.^  I  have  sent 
For  tnese  strawberries. 

Hast  His  grace  looks  cheerfully  and  sniooth  thif 
morning ; 
There's  some  £onceit>  or  other  likes  him  well. 
When  he  doth  bid  good  morrow  with  such  spirit 
I  think,  there's  ne*er  a  man  in  Christendom, 
Can  lesser  hide  his  love,  or  hate,  than  he ; 
For  by  his  face  straight  shall  you  know  his  heart 

Stan.  What  of  his  heart  perceive  you  in  his  fam, 
By  any  likelihood  he  showM  t(Miay .? 

Hast.  Many,  that  with  no  man  here  he  is  of 
fended; 
For,  were  he,  he  had  shown  it  in  his  looks. 

Re-enter  Gloster  and  Buckingham. 

Glo.  I  pray  you  all,  tell  me  what  they  desenre. 
That  do  conspire  my  death  with  devilish  plots 
Of  damned  witchcraft ;  and  that  have  prevail*d 
Upon  my  body  with  their  hellish  charms  } 

Hast.  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  grace,  my  lord. 
Makes  me  most  forward  in  this  noble  presence 
To  doom  the  offenders :  WTiosoe'er  they  Be, 
I  say,  mylord,  they  have  deserved  death. 

Glo.  Then  be  your  eyes  the  witness  of  their  evil. 
Look  how  I  am  bewitchM ;  behold  mine  ann 
Is,  like  a  blasted  sapling,  withered  up : 
And  this  is  Edward's  wife,  that  monstrous  witch. 
Consorted  with  that  hariot,  strumpet  Shore, 
That  by  their  witchcraft  thus  have  marked  roe. 

Hast.  If  they  have  done  this  deed,  my  noble 
lord, — 

Glo.  If !  thou  protector  of  this  damned  strumpet, 
Talk'st  thou  to  me  of  ifs  ^ — Thou  art  a  traitor  .*— 
Off  with  his  head  : — now,  by  saint  Paiil  I  swear, 
1  will  not  dine  until  I  see  the  same. — 
Lovel,  and  Catesby,  look,  that  it  be  done ; 
The  rest  that  love  me,  rise,  and  follow  me. 

\Exeunt  council,  with  Gloster  and  Buckingham. 

Hast.  Wo,  wo,  for  England  !  not  a  whit  for  me; 
For  I,  too  foiid,<  might  have  prevented  this : 
Stanley  did  dream,  the  boar  9id  rase  his  helm ; 
But  I  disdained  it,  and  did  scorn  to  fly. 
Three  times  to-day  my  foot-cloth  horse  did  stumble, 
And  startled,  when  he  look*d  upon  the  Tower, 
As  loath  to  bear  me  to  the  slaughter-house. 
O,  now  1  want  the  priest  that  spake  to  roe : 
I  now  repent  I  told  the  pursuivant. 
As  too  triumphing,  how  mine  enemies. 
To-day  at  Pomfret  bloodily  were  butchered. 
And  I  myself  secure  in  grace  and  favour. 
O,  Margaret,  Margaret,  now  thy  heavy  curse 
Is  lighted  on  poor  Hastings*  wretched  bead. 

date.  Despatch,  my  lord,  the  duke  would  be  at 
dinner ; 
Make  a  short  shrift,  he  longs  to  see  your  head. 

Hast.  O  momentaiy  grace  of  mortal  men. 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of  God  I 
VMk)  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  fair  looks. 
Lives  like  a  drunken  sailor  on  a  mast ; 
Ready,  with  every  nod,  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 

Lov.  Come,  come,  despatch ;  *tis  bootless  to  ex* 
claim. 

Hast.  O,  bloody  Richard  .'—miserable  England ! 
I  prophesy  the  fearfuPst  time  to  thee, 
Tnat  ever  wretched  age  hath  look'd  upon. — 


(3)  Thought 


(4)Weak«iboUs). 
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Come,  lead  me  to  the  block,  bear  him  my  head ; 
They  smile  at  me,  who  shortly  shall  be  dead. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJ^EV.—Theiome.    The TowerioaUs.   En- 
ter Gloster  and  Buckingham,  in  rtuty  armour^ 
marveUuus  iU-Javoured. 
Glo.  Come,  cousin,  canst  thou  quake,  and  change 
thy  colour  ? 
Murder  thy  breath  in  middle  of  a  word, — 
And  then  again  begin,  and  stoo  again. 
As  if  thou  wert  distraught,  ana  mad  with  terror? 
Buck.  Tut,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  tragedian; 
Speak,  and  look  back,  and  piy  on  every  sioe, 
Tremble  and  start  at  wagging  of  a  straw, 
Intendingi  deep  suspicion  :  ghastly  looks 
Are  at  my  service,  like  enforced  smiles ; 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  offices. 
At  any  time,  to  grace  my  stratagems. 
Bat  what,  is  Catesby  gone  f 
Glo.  He  is;  and,  see,  he  brings  the  mayor  along. 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor  and  Catesby. 

Buck,    Let  me  alone  to  entertain  him. — Lord 

mayor, — 
Glo.  Look  to  the  draw-bridge  there. 
Bueky  Hark,  hark !  a  drum. 

Glo.  Catesby,  overlook  the  walls. 
Buck.  Lord  mayor,  the  reason  we  have  sent  for 

you, 
Glo.  hook  back,  defend  thee,  here  arc  enemies. 
Buck.    God  and   our  innocence  defend  and 

guard  us! 

Enter  Lovel  and  Ratcliff,  with  Hastings'  ?uad. 

Glo.  Be  patient,  they  are  friends ;  Ratcliff  and 
Lovel. 

Lov.  Here  is  the  head  of  that  ignoble  traitor, 
The  dangerous  and  unsuspected  Hastings. 

Gh.  ^  dear  I  lovM  the  man,  that  I  must  weep. 
I  took  him  fgr  the  plainest  harmless*t  creature, 
That  breathM  upon  the  earth  a  Christian ; 
Made  him  my  book,  wherein  my  soul  recorded 
Tbft  history  of  all  her  secret  thoughts : 
So  smooth  he  daub*d  his  vice  with  show  of  virtue. 
That,  his  apparent  open  guilt  omitted, — 
I  mean,  his  conversation  with  Shore's  wife, — 
He  liv'd  from  all  attainder  of  suspect 

Buck.  Well,  well,  he  was  the  covert'st  sheltered 
traitor 
That  ever  liv'd.— Look  you,  my  lord  mayor. 
Would  you  imagine,  or  almost  believe, 
(Were't  not,  that  by  great  preservation 
We  Uve  to  tell  it  you,)  the  subtle  traitor 
This  day  had  plotted  in  the  council-house. 
To  murder  me,  and  my  good  lord  of  Gloster.' 

May.  What!  had  he  so.' 

Gh.  What !  think  you  we  are  Turks,  or  infidels  ? 
Or  that  we  would,  a^inst  the  form  of  law. 
Proceed  thus  rashly  m  the  villain's  death ; 
But  that  the  extreme  peril  of  the  case, 
The  peace  of  Er^i^lana,  and  our  persons'  safety, 
Eoforc'd  us  to  this  execution  ? 

May.  Now,  fair  befall  you  I  he  deserv'd  his  death ; 
And  your  good  graces  both  have  well  proceeded, 
To  warn  false  traitors  from  the  like  attempts. 
I  never  look'd  for  better  at  his  hands. 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  mistress  Shore. 

Budc  Yet  had  we  not  determined  he  should  die. 
Until  your  lordship  came  to  see  his  end ; 
Which  now  the  loving  haste  of  these  our  friends. 
Somewhat  against  our  meaning,  hath  prevented : 

(1)  Pretending.  (2;  Original  drafL 


Because,  my  lord,  we  would  have  had  yoa  heard 
The  traitor  speak,  and  timorously  confess 
The  manner  and  the  purpose  of  his  treasons ; 
That  you  might  well  nave  signified  the  same 
Unto  the  citiiens,  who,  haply,  may 
Mi<t(  onstrue  us  in  him,  ana  wail  his  death. 

May.   But,  my  good  lord,  your  grace's  word 
shall  serve, 
As  well  as  1  had  seen,  and  heard  him  speak  : 
And  do  not  doubt,  right  noble  princes  both. 
But  I'll  acquaint  our  duteous  citiieiis 
With  all  your  just  proceedings  in  this  case. 

Glo.  And  to  that  end  we  wish'd  your  lordship 
here, 
To  avoid  the  censures  of  the  carping  world. 

Buck.  But  since  yo<i  came  too  late  of  our  intent. 
Yet  witness  what  you  hear  we  did  intend  : 
And  so,  my  good  lord  mayor,  we  bid  farewell. 

[Exit  Lord  Mayor. 

Glo.  Go  after,  after,  cousin  Buckingham. 
The  mayor  towards  Guildhall  hies  him  m  all  post:- 
There,  at  your  meetest  vantage  of  the  time, 
Infer  the  bastardy  of  Edward's  children  : 
Tell  them  how  Iixlward  put  to  death  a  citiien. 
Only  for  saying — he  would  make  his  son 
Heir  to  the  crown ;  meaning,  indeed,  his  house. 
Which,  by  the  si^  thereof,  was  temoed  sa 
Moreover,  urge  his  hateful  luxury. 
And  bestial  appetite  in  change  of  lust ; 
Which  stretcn'd  unto  their   servants,  daughterii 

wives, 
Evrn  where  his  ra^ng  eye,  or  savage  heart. 
Without  control,  listed  to  make  his  prey. 
Xa  V,  for  a  need,  thus  far  come  near  my  person  : — 
Tell  them,  when  that  mv  mother  went  with  child 
Of  that  insatiate  Edward,  noble  York, 
My  princely  father,  then  had  wars  in  France ; 
And,  by  just  computation  of  the  time, 
Eound,  that  the  issue  was  not  his  begot ; 
Which  well  appeared  in  his  lineaments. 
Being  nothing  like  the  noble  duke  my  father  : 
Yet  touch  this  sparingly,  as  'twere  far  off; 
Because,  my  lord,  you  know,  my  mother  lives. 

Buck.  Doubt  not, my  lord;  I'll  play  the  orator. 
As  if  the  golden  fee,  for  which  I  ptead. 
Were  for  myself:  and  so,  my  lord,  adieu. 

Glo.  If  you  thrive  well,  bring  them  to  BaynanTt 
castle ; 
Where  you  shall  find  me  well  accompanied. 
With  reverend  fathers,  and  well-learned  bi^iops. 

Buck.  1  go ;  and,  towards  three  or  four  o'clock. 
Look  for  the  news  that  the  Guildhall  affords. 

[Exit  Buckingham. 

Glo.  Go,  Lovel,  with  all  speed  to  doctor  Sh»w,^ 
Go  thou  [to  Cate.]  to  friar  Penker ;— bid  them  both 
Meet  me,  within  this  hour,  at  Baynard's  castle. 

[Exeunt  Lovel  emd  Catesby. 
Now  will  I  in,  to  take  some  privy  order 
To  draw  the  brats  of  Clarence  out  of  sight; 
And  to  give  notice,  that  no  manner  of  person 
Have,  any  time,  recourse  unto  the  princes.  [£rtf. 

SCEJSTE  VI.— A  street.    Enter  a  Scrivener. 

Scriv.  Here  is  the  indictment  of  the  good  loni 
Hastings ; 
UTiich  in  a  set  hand  fairly  is  engross'd, 
That  it  may  be  to-day  read  o'er  in  Paul's. 
And  mark  now  well  the  sequel  hangs  together  :— 
Eleven  hours  I  have  spent  to  write  it  over. 
For  yesternight  by  Catesby  was  it  sent  me ; 
The  precedent^  was  full  as  long  a-doing : 
And  yet  within  these  five  hours  Hastings  liv'd, 
Untainted,  unexamin'd,  free,  at  liberty. 
Here's  a  good  world  the  while  .'—Who  is  so  groii 
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That  cannot  tee  this  palpable  device  ? 
Yet  who  90  bold,  but  says — be  sees  it  not  f 
Bad  is  the  world;  and  all  will  come  to  nought, 
lYhen  such  bad  dealing  must  be  seen  in  thought 

SCEJ^E  FIl.—The  tame.    Court  qfBaynard's 
eattU.  Enter  Gloster  and  Buckingham,  meeting. 

Glo.  How  now,  how  now  ?  what  sa  v  the  citizens  ? 

Buck.  Now  by  the  holy  mother  ot  our  Lord, 
The  citizens  are  mum,  say  not  a  word. 

Glo.  TouchM  you  the  bastardy  of  Edward*s  chil- 
dren? 

Buck.  I  did ;  with  his  contr&ct  with  lady  Lucy, 
And  hn  contract  by  deputjr  in  France ; 
The  insatiate  greediness  of  his  desires. 
And  his  enforcement  of  the  city  wives; 
His  tyranny  for  trifles;  his  own  bastardy, — 
As  being  got,  your  father  then  in  France ; 
And  his  resemblance,  being  not  like  the  duke. 
Withal,  1  did  infer  your  lineaments, — 
Being  the  right  idea  of  your  father, 
Both  in  your  form  and  nobleness  of  mind : 
Laid  open  all  your  victories  in  Scotland, 
Your  discipline  in  war,  wisdom  in  peace, 
Your  bounty,  virtue,  fair  humility; 
Indeed,  left  nothing,  fitting  for  your  purpose. 
Untouched,  or  slightly  handled,  in  discourse. 
And,  when  my  oratory  grew  to  an  end, 
I  bade  than,  that  did  love  their  country*s  rood, 
Crj—Gad  save  Richard,  England's  rcyai  king! 

Oh.  And  did  they  so  ? 

Buck.  No,  so  God  help  me,  they  spake  not  a  word; 
But,  like  dumb  statues,  or  breathless  stones, 
Star'd  on  each  other,  and  lookM  deadly  pale. 
Which  when  I  saw,  I  reprehended  them ; 
And  ask'd  the  mayor,  what  meant  this  wil  Ail  silence : 
His  answer  was, — the  people  were  not  usM 
To  be  spoke  to  but  by  the  recorder. 
Then  be  was  urgM  to  tell  my  tale  again : 
Thus  sotYA  the  duke,  thus  hath  the  duke  inferred  ; 
Bat  nothing  spoke  in  warrant  from  himselfl 
When  he  had  done,  some  followers  of  mine  own, 
At  bwer  end  o*  the  hall,  hurlM  up  their  caps. 
And  some  ten  voices  cried,  Crodsave  king  Richard! 
And  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  those  few, — 
ThankM,  gentle  citixens,  <md  friends^  quoth  I ; 
This  general  applause,  and  duerfrU  shout, 
Argtus  your  un»icm,  and  your  love  to  Richard : 
And  even  here  brake  off  and  came  away. 

Glo.  What  tongueless  blocks  were  they ;  would 
they  not  speak? 
Will  not  the  mayor  then,  and  his  brethren,  come  ? 

Buck,  The  mayor  is  here  at  hand ;  intend^  some 
fear; 
Be  not  you  spoke  with,  but  by  mighty  suit ; 
And  look  too  get  a  prayer-book  in  your  hand. 
And  stand  between  two  churchmen,  good  mykird; 
For  on  that  ground  I'll  make  a  holy  descant : 
And  be  not  easily  won  to  our  requests; 
Play  the  maid*s  part,  still  answer  nay,  and  take  it 

Olo.  I  go;  and  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them, 
Aa  I  can  say  nay  to  thee  tor  myself. 
No  doubt  we*ll  bring  it  to  a  happy  issue. 

Buck.  Go,  go,  up  to  the  leads ;  the  lord  mayor 
knocks.  [JCxi/ Gloster, 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor,  Aldermen,  and  Citizens. 

Welcome,  mr  lord ;  I  dance  attendance  here ; 
I  think,  the  duke  will  not  be  spoke  withal. — 

Enter,  from  the  casile,  Catesby. 
ficm,  Catesby !  what  says  your  lord  to  my  request  ? 

(1)  Pretend.        (3)  A  couch.        (3)  Fatten. 


Cate.  He  doth  entreat  your  grace,  my  noble  kxd. 
To  visit  him  to-morrow,  or  next  day : 
He  is  within,  with  two  right  reverend  fathers. 
Divinely  bent  to  meditation ; 
And  in  no  worldly  suit  would  he  be  mov'd. 
To  draw  htm  from  his  holy  exercise. 

Buck.  Return,  good  Catesby,  to  the  gracious  duke; 
Tell  him,  myself,  the  mayor  and  aldermen. 
In  deep  designs,  in  matter  of  great  moment, 
No  less  imporiin^  than  our  raieral  good. 
Are  come  to  have  some  coiuerence  with  his  grace. 

Cate.  rU  signify  so  much  unto  him  straight 

[Exit 

Budc  Ah,  ha,  my  lord,  this  prince  ii  not  an 
Edwaitl! 
He  is  not  lolling  on  a  lewd  day-bed,3 
But  on  his  knees  at  meditation ; 
Not  dallying  Mrith  a  brace  of  courtezans. 
But  meditatmg  with  two  deep  divines ; 
Not  sleepung,  to  engross*  his  idle  body, 
But  praying,  to  ennch  his  watchful  soul : 
Happy  were  England,  would  M%  virtuous  princa 
Take  on  himselt  the  sovereignty  thereof: 
But,  sure,  I  fear,  we  shall  neVr  win  him  to  it 

May.  Marry,  God  defend,  his  grace  should  aaj 
us  nay! 

Buck.  I  fear,  he  will:  Here  Catesby  comes  again; 

R^-enier  Catesby. 

Now,  Catesby,  what  sajrs  his  grace  ? 

CaU.  He  wonders  lo  what  end  you  have  as8eni> 
bled 
Such  troops  of  citizens  to  come  to  him. 
His  grace  not  being  wam'd  thereof  before. 
He  rears,  my  lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

Buck.  Sorry  I  am,  my  noble  cousin  should 
Suspect  me,  that  I  mean  no  ^ood  to  him : 
By  heaven,  we  come  to  him  in  perfect  love; 
And  so  once  more  return  and  tell  his  grace. 

[Exit  Catesby. 
When  holy  and  devout  religious  men 
Are  at  their  beads,  'tis  hard  to  draw  them  thence ; 
So  sweet  is  zealous  contemplation. 

Enter  Gloster,  in  a  f'dlerv  above,  between  iuo 
Bishops.    Catesby  returns. 

May.  See,  where  his  grace  stands  'tween  two 
clergymen ! 

Buck.  Two  props  of  virtue  for  a  Christian  prince. 
To  stay  him  from  the  fall  of  vanity  : 
And,  see,  a  book  of  prayer  in  his  hand; 
True  ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man. — 
Famous  Plantagenet,  most  gracious  prince. 
Lend  favourable  ear  to  our  requests ; 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  devotion,  and  right  Christian  zeal. 

Glo.  My  lord,  there  needs  no  such  apology; 
I  niher  do  beseech  you  pardon  me, 
Who,  earnest  in  the  service  of  my  God, 
Neglect  the  visitation  of  my  friends. 
But,  leaving  this,  what  is  your  grace's  pleasure  ? 

Buck.  £ven  that,  I  hope,  which  pleaseth  God 
above. 
And  all  good  men  of  this  ungovem'd  isle. 

Glo.  I  do  suspect,  I  have  done  some  offence. 
That  seems  disgracious  in  the  city's  e^e ; 
And  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  ignorance. 

Buck.  You  have,  my  lord ;  Would  it  might  please 
your  grace. 
On  our  entreaties  to  amend  your  fault! 

Gh.  Else  wherefore  breathe  I  in  a  Chrittien 
land? 

Buck.  Know,  then,  it  is  your  &ult,  that  yoa 
resign 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


104 


KING  RICHARD  IH 


Ad  III 


The  fluprenae  teat,  the  throne  majestical. 
The  scepter'd  office  of  your  anceston, 
Your  Btate  of  fortune,  and  your  due  of  birth, 
The  lineal  glory  of  your  ix^ral  house. 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemish'd  stock : 
Whilst,  in  the  mildness  of  your  sleepy  thoughts 
(Which  here  we  waken  to  our  countnr^s  good,) 
The  noble  isle  doth  want  her  proper  limbs; 
Her  face  defadM  with  scars  or  inumy, 
Her  royal  stock  naft  with  ignoble  plants. 
And  almost  shouTder'di  in  the  swallowing  gulf 
Of  dark  forgetfulness  and  deep  oblivion. 
Which  to  recure,3  we  heartily  solicit 
Your  ^d3us  self  to  take  on  you  the  charge 
And  kingly  government  of  this  your  land : 
Not  as  protector,  steward,  substitute, 
Or  lowty  factor  for  another's  gain : 
But  as  successively,  from  blooi  to  blood, 
Your  right  of  birth,  your  empeiy,'  your  own. 
For  this,  consorted  with  the  citizens. 
Your  venr  woishipAil  and  loving  friends. 
And  by  their  vehement  instigation. 
In  this  just  suit  come  I  to  move  your  grace. 

Glo.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  nlence, 
Or  bitterly  to  speak  in  your  reproof. 
Best  fitteth  my  d^^ree,  or  ^our  condition : 
If,  not  to  answer, — ^you  might  haply  think. 
Tongue-tied  ambition,  not  replying,  yielded 
To  bear  the  golden  yoke  of  sovereignty. 
Which  fondly  you  would  here  impose  on  me ; 
If  to  reprove  you  for  this  suit  of  yours, 
So  seasonM  with  your  faithful  love  to  me. 
Then,  on  the  other  side,  I  checkM  my  friends. 
Theref(H«, — ^to  speak,  and  to  avoid  the  first ; 
\nd,  then  in  speaking,  not  to  incur  the  last, — 
Definitively  thus  I  answer  you. 
.  Your  love  deserves  my  thanks ;  but  my  desert 
Unmeritable,  shuns  your  high  request 
First,  if  all  obstacles  were  cut  away, 
And  that  ray  path  were  even  to  the  crown. 
As  the  ripe  revenue  and  due  of  birth; 
Yet  so  much  is  my  poverty  i^  spirit. 
So  miehty,  and  so  many,  my  defects. 
That  1  would  rather  hide  me  from  ray  greatness. 
Being  a  bark  (o  brook  no  mighty  see, — 
Than  in  my  greatness  covet  to  be  hid. 
And  in  the  vapour  of  my  glory  smother'd. 
But,  God  be  thanked,  there  is  no  need  of  me ; 
(And  much  I  need^  to  help  you,  if  need  were ;) 
The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fruit. 
Which,  mellowM  by  the  stealing  hours  of  time, 
Will  well  become  the  seat  of  majesty. 
And  make,  no  doubt,  us  happy  by  his  reign. 
On  him  I  lay  what  yon  wdula  lay  on  me. 
The  right  and  fortune  of  his  happy  stars, — 
Which,  God  defend,  that  I  should  wring  from  him ! 

Suck,  My  lord,  this  argues  conscience  in  your 
grace; 
But  the  respects  thereof  are  nice*  and  trivial, 
All  circumstances  well  considered. 
You  say,  that  Edward  is  your  brother's  son ; 
So  sa^  we  too,  but  not  by  Eidward's  wife : 
For  first  he  was  contract  to  lady  Lucy, 
Your  mother  lives  a  witness  to  his  vow ; 
And  afterwards  by  substitute  betroth'd 
To  Bona,  sister  to  the  king  of  France. 
These  both  put  by,  a  poor  petitkner, 
A  care-craz'd  mother  to  a  many  sons, 
A  beauty-waning  and  distressed  widow, 
Even  in  the  afternoon  (^her  best  days. 
Made  prize  and  purchase  of  his  wanton  eye, 
Seduc'd  the  pitch  and  height  of  all  his  thoughts 


To  base  decleuskui  and  loath'd  bigamy : 

By  her,  in  his  unlawful  bed,  he  got 

iTiis  Edward,  whom  our  manners  call— the  prince. 

More  bitterly  could  I  expostulate. 

Save  that,  for  reverence  to  some  alive, 

I  give  a  sparing  limit  to  my  tongue. 

Then,  good  my  lord,  take  to  jrour  royal  self 

This  profier'd  benefit  of  dignity : 

If  not  to  bless  us  and  the  land  withal. 

Yet  to  draw  forth  your  noble  ancestiy 

From  the  corruption  of  abusing  time. 

Unto  a  lineal  true-derived  course. 

May.  Do,  good  my  lord ;  your  citizens  entreat 
you. 

Budc  Refuse  not,  mighty  lord,  this  profier'd 
love. 

Caie.  O,  make  them  joyful,  grant  their  lawful 
suit 

Glo.  Alas,  why  would  yon  heap  those  cares  oo 
me.^ 
I  am  unfit  for  state  and  majesty : — 
I  do  beseech  you,  take  it  not  amiss ; 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not,  yield  to  you. 

Buck.  If  you  refuse  it, — as  in  love  and  zeal. 
Loath  to  depose  the  child,  your  brother's  son ; 
As  well  we  know  your  tenderness  of  heart, 
And  gentle,  kind,  effeminate  remorse,^ 
Which  we  have  noted  in  you  to  your  kindred, 
And  equally,  indeed,  to  dl  estates, — 
Yet  know,  whe'r  you  accept  our  suit  or  no. 
Your  brothet's  son  shall  never  reign  our  king ; 
But  we  will  plant  some  other  in  your  throne. 
To  the  dispace  and  downfall  of  your  house. 
And,  in  this  resolution,  here  we  leave  you ; 
Come,  citizens,  we  will  entreat  no  more. 

[Exeunt  Buckingham  and  Citizens. 

Caie,   Call  them  again,  sweet  prince,  accept 
their  suit ; 
If  you  den^  them,  all  the  land  will  rue  it 

Glo.  Will  you  enforce  me  to  a  world  of  cares  f 
Well,  call  thon  again;  I  am  not  made  of  stone. 
But  penetrable  to  your  kind  entreaties,  [Ex.  Gate. 
Albeit  against  my  conscience  and  my  souL — 

Re-tnier  Buckingham,  and  the  rest. 

Cousin  of  Buckingham,  and  sage,  grave  men,— > 
Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back. 
To  bear  her  burden,  whe'r  I  will,  or  no, 
I  must  have  patience  to  endure  the  load : 
But  if  black  scandal,  or  foul-fac'd  reproach, 
Attend  the  sequel  of  your  imposition, 
Vour  mere  enlorcement  shall  acquittance  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  stains  thereof; 
For  God  he  knows,  and  you  may  partly  see. 
How  fiur  I  am  from  the  desire  of  tnis. 
May.  God  bless  your  grace !  we  see  it,  and  will 

say  it 
Glo.  In  sayine  so,  you  shall  but  say  the  (ruth. 
Buck.  Then  I  salute  you  with  this  royal  title, — 
Long  live  king  Richard,  England's  worthy  king ! 
All.  Amen. 
Buck.    To-morrow  may  it  please  yon  to  be 

crown'd  f 
Glo.  Even  when  you  please,  since  you  will  have 

it  so. 
BiuJc  To-morrow  then  we  will  attend  your 
grace; 
And  so,  most  joyfully,  we  take  our  leave. 
Glo.  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy  work  again. — 

[To  the  Bishops. 
Farewell,  good  cousin ; — &rewell,  gentle  friends. 

[Exeunt 

(I)  Thnist  inta       (2)  Recover.      (3)  Empire.  •      (4)  Want  ability.         (5)  Minute.    (6)  Pity. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCEJ^E  L— Before  the  Tower.  Enter  on  tmt 
side.  Queen  Elizabeth,  duchess  qf  York,  aTtd 
marmiis  of  Dorset;  on  the  other ^  Antv^^duchi^ 
o/*GWer,  leading  Lady  Margaret  Planla^cuct^ 
Clarence's  young  daughter. 

Duch.  Who  meet!  lu  here? — my  tiiece  Flan 
tafi^enet 
Led  in  the  hand  of  her  kind  aunt  of  Gkvter  ? 
Now,  for  my  life,  she'i  wandering  to  ibe  Tuwer, 
On  pure  heart*8  love,  to  greet  the  tender  pnace. 
Daughter,  well  met 

Anne.  ^       God  give  your  grocei  bodi 

A  happy  and  a  J03rful  time  of  day ! 

Q.  EUx.  As  much  to  you,  good  sistef  f  l^'hiiher 

away  ? 
Anne.  No  further  than  the  Tower;  aiid^M  t  fue», 
Upon  the  like  devotion  as  yourselves, 
To  gratulate  the  eentle  princes  there, 

Q.  EUx.    Kind  sister,  thanks;  we'll  enter  all 
together: 

Enter  Brakenbury. 
And,  in  ^ood  time,  here  the  lieutenant  coti^f^ — 
Master  lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leart^ 
How  doth  the  prince,  and  ray  young  son  of  V  ork 
Brak.  Right  well,  dear  madam :  6/  your  ps- 
tience, 
I  may  not  suffer  yon  to  visit  them ; 
The  king  hath  strictly  charged  the  coatraij. 
Q.  EUz.  The  king !  who^s  that  ? 
Brak.  1  mean,  the  lord  protector. 

Q.  Elix.  The  Lord  protect  him  frwn  that  kingly 
tide! 
Hath  he  set  bounds  between  their  lore,  nnd  me  f 
I  am  their  mother,  who  shall  bar  me  from  tbtm  ? 
Duch.  I  am  their  father's  mother,  I  wIEl  see  thrm 
Anne.  Their  aunt  1  am  in  law,  in  love  their 
mother: 
Then  bring  me  to  their  sights;  1*11  bear  thvblam^. 
And  take  my  office  from  thee,  on  thy  peril 

Brak.  No,  madam,  no,  I  may  not  ^ea ve  it  so ; 
I  am  bound  by  oath,  and  therefore  pundon  me. 

[Exit  Hrakenbuiy. 

Enier  Stanley. 

^an.  Let  me  but  meet  you,  ladiesj  one  boar 
hence. 
And  ril  salute  your  grace  of  York  ha  nxAh^Tj 
And  reverend  lookerKXi  of  two  fiiir  qu«ni— 
Come,  madam,  you  must  straight  to  Wntminster 
\To  the  duche/ta  of  Gloiter. 
There  to  be  crowned  Richard's  royal  qijf>ea 

Q.  Eliz.  Ah,  cut  my  lace  asunder ! 
That  my  pent  heart  may  have  some  flcope  1o  beat. 
Or  ebe  I  swoon  with  this  dead-killing  nrrwL 

Anne.  Despiteful  tidings !  O  unple^siit^  new» ! 

Dor.  Be  of  good  cheer: — ^Mother,  how  farfs 
your  grace  ? 

Q.  EUz.  O  Dorset,  speak  not  to  me,  get  thcfegtmet 
Death  and  destruction  do^  thee  at  iht  heelij ; 
7*hy  mother's  name  is  ominous  to  children : 
If  thou  wilt  outstrip  death,  go  cross  the  neas 
And  live  with  Richmond,  from  the  reach  of  hdl. 
GOf  hie  thee,  hie  thee,  from  this  slaughier-bouse:, 
Lic^t  thou  increase  the  number  o(  the  dtr.id  \ 
And  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  Margaret**  curse,— 
Nor  mother,  wife,  nor  {England's  counted  qun^i. 

Stan.    Full  of  wise  care  is  this  j€ur  cotmjcl, 
madam: — 
Take  all  the  swift  advantage  of  the  booni 

(1)  A  serpent  soppowd  to  originate  from  m.  cocb'a 


YoTj  *hall  have  letters  from  me  to  my  son 
In  your  behalf,  to  meet  you  on  the  way  • 
Be  nut  ta'en  tardy  by  unwise  delay. 

Dvch.  O  ill-dispersing  wind  of  misery ! 
O  my  accursed  w(»nb,  the  bed  of  death ; 
A  LXjckatrice'  hast  thou  hatch'd  to  the  world, 
\Vhu^  unavdded  eye  is  murderous  ! 

Sian.  Come,  maaam,  come ;  I  in  all  haste  wai 
sent. 

Anru.  And  I  with  all  unwillingness  will  ga— 
O,  would  to  God,  that  the  inclusive  verge 
Of  i^lden  metalf^  that  must  round  my  brow, 
Weji^  red-hot  steel,  to  scar*  me  to  the  brain! 
AniitnLed  let  me  be  with  deadly  venom  ; 
And  ilie,  ere  men  can  say — God  save  the  queen ! 

Q.  Eliz.  Go,  go,  poor  soul,  I  envy  not  thy  gloiy ; 
To  tVf  d  my  humour,  wish  thyself  no  harm. 

Anne.  ISo !  why  ? — When  he,  that  is  my  husband 
now. 
Came  to  me,  as  I  foUow'd  Henn'*s  corse ; 
When  scarce  the  blood  was  well  wash'd  from  hit 

hands. 
Which  issu'd  from  my  other  angel  husband. 
And  ilmt  dead  saint  which  then  1  weeping  foUow'd; 
O,  when,  I  say,  I  look'd  on  Richard's  face, 
Ti)i*  w&i  my  wish, — Be  thouj  quoth  I,  accurs'd. 
Far  making  me,  so  yaungj  so  old  a  widow  / 
j^rnl,  when  thou  wead^stjet  sorrow  haunt  thy  bedf 


Ariii  U  thy  w\fe  {if  any  he  so  mad) 

Mfxrt  miserable  by  the  l\fe  of  thee, 

Than  thou  htist  made  me  by  my  dear  lord's  death! 

Lo,  pre;  I  can  repeat  this  curse  again, 

Even  in  so  short  a  space,  my  woman's  heart 

Cirfwsly  grew  captive  to  his  honey  words, 

Aiui  iiLX>v'd  the  subject  of  mine  own  soul's  curse : 

Whicn  ever  since  hath  held  mine  eyes  from  rest ; 

For  o*^ver  yet  one  hour  in  his  bed 

iJid  1  «njoy  the  golden  dew  of  sleep, 

Ltut  with  his  timorous  dreams  was  still  awak'd. 

Bp'iidiss,  he  hates  me  for  my  father  Warwick ; 

And  ivill,  no  doubt,  shortly  be  rid  of  me. 

Q,  Eliz.    Poor  heart,  adieu:   I  pity  thy  com- 
plaining. 

Anne.  No  more  than  with  my  soul  I  moam  for 
yours. 

Dftr.  Farewell,  thou  wofiil  welcomer  of  gloiy ! 

Anne.  Adieu,  poor  soul,  that  tak'st  thy  leave 
of  it! 

Duch.  Go  thou  to  Richmond,  and  good  fortune 

guide  thee !—  [  To  Dorset 

Go  ihou  to  Richard,  and  good  angels  tend  thee ! — 

[TV)  Anne. 
Go  thou  to  sanctuary,  and  good  thoug:hts  possess 
thee!  [To  Q.  Eliiabeth. 

I  to  my  grave,  where  peace  and  rest  lie  with  me ! 
Eighty  c«d  years  of  sorrow  have  I  seen. 
And  cnch  hour's  joy  wreck'd  with  a  week  of  teen.* 

Q.  Eliz.  Stay  yet;  look  back,  with  me,  unto  the 
Tower. — 
Pitv,  you  ancient  stones,  those  tender  babfes, 
Whom  envy  hath  immur'd  within  your  walls ! 
RouErh  cradle  for  such  little  pretty  ones  ! 
Rude  rasfged  nurse !  old  sullen  play-fellow 
For  tpnder  princes,  use  my  babies  well ! 
ISo  foolish  sorrow  bids  your  stones  farewell.   [£x«. 

SCE^^^E  n.—A  room  of  state  in  the  palace, 
Fimtrish  of  trumpets.  Richard,  as  king  vpofi 
hi*  throne  ;  Buckingham,  Catesby,  a  Page,  and 
others. 

K^  Bich.  Stand  all  apart— Cousin  of  Bucking- 
ham,  

(!2)  The  crown.        (3)  Bum.         (4)  Sorrow. 
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Buck.  My  ^cious  sorereien. 
JSC  Rich,  Give  me  thj  hancL    Thus  high,  by  thy 
advice. 
And  thy  assistance^  is  kine  Richard  seated : — 
BuOhall  we  wear  these  glories  for  a  day  ? 
Or  shall  they  last,  and  we  rejoice  in  them  ? 
Buck.  Still  live  they,  and  for  ever  let  them  last ! 
K.  Rich.  Ah,  Buckingham,  now  do  I  play  the 
touch,  1 
To  tiy  if  thou  be  current  gold,  indeed : — 
Young  Edward  Uves ; — Think  now  what  I  would 
speak. 
Buck.  Say  on,  my  lovine  lord. 
K.  Rich.  Why,  Buckin^iam,  I  aay,  1  would  be 

kinr. 
Buck,  Why,  so  you  are,  my  thrice-renowned 

liege. 
K.Rich.H2il  amiking.'  'Tisso:  butEdward 

lives. 
Buck.  True,  noble  prince. 
K.  Rich.  O  bitter  consec^cnce. 

That  Edward  still  should  live,— true,  noble  pnnce  !— 
Cousin,  thou  wast  not  wont  to  be  so  dull : — 
Shall  I  be  plain  ?  I  wish  the  bastards  dead ; 
And  I  would  have  it  suddenly  perform*d. 
What  say'sl  thou  now  ?  speak  suddenly,  be  brief. 
Buck.  Your  grace  may  do  your  pleasure. 
K.  Rich.  Tut,  tut,  thou  art  all  ice,  thy  kindness 
freezes : 
Say,  have  I  thy  consent,  that  they  shall  die  ? 
Buck.  Give  me  some  breath,  some  little  pause, 
dear  lord. 
Before  I  positively  speak  in  this : 
I  will  resolve  your  grace  immediately.  [Ex.  Buck. 
QUe.  The  king  is  angiy ;  see,  he  gnaws  his  lip. 

[Jiside. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  converse  with  iron-witted  fools, 

[Descends  Jrom  his  throne. 

And  unrespective2  boys :  none  are  for  me, 

That  look  mlo  me  with  considerate  eyes  ; — 

High-reaching  Buckingham  grows  circumspect — 

Page.  My  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Know*st  tliou  not  any,  whom  corrupt- 
ing gold 
Would  tempt  unto  a  close  exploit'  of  death  ? 

Page.  I  know  a  discontented  gentleman. 
Whose  bumble  means  match  not  his  haughty  mind  : 
Gold  were  as  good  as  twenty  orators, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  any  thing. 

K.  Rich.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Page.  His  name,  my  lord,  is — Tjrrrel. 

K.  Rich:  I  partly  know  the  man ;  Go,  call  him 
hither,  boy. —  [^^«'  Page 

The  deep-revolving,  witty^  Buckingham 
No  more  shall  be  the  neighbour  to  my  counsels : 
Hath  he  so  long  held  out  with  me  untir'd. 
And  stops  he  now  for  breath  ? — well,  be  it  so. — 

Enter  Stanley. 

How  now,  lord  Stanley  ?  what's  the  news  ^ 

Stan.  Know,  mv  loving  lord. 

The  marquis  Dorset,  as  1  hear,  is  flea 
To  Richmond,  in  the  parts  where  he  abides. 

K.  Rich.  Come  hither,  Catesby :  rumour  it  abroad, 
That  Anne,  my  wife,  is  very  grievous  sick ; 
I  will  take  order  for  her  keepmg  close. 
Inquire  me  out  some  mean-bom  gentleman. 
Whom  I  will  many  straight  to  Clarence*  daugh- 
ter:— 
The  boy  is  foolish,  and  I  fear  not  him. — 


(1)  Touchstone. 
(3)  Secret  act 


(2)  Inconsiderate. 
(4)  Cunning. 


Look,  how  thou  dream^st !— I  say  aeam,  give  oat. 
That  Anne  my  queen  is  sick,  and  like  to  aie : 
About  it;  for  it  stands  me  much  upon,& 
To  stop  all  hopes,  whose  growth  may  damage  me.— 
[Exit  Catesby. 
I  must  be  married  to  my  brother^s  daughter, 
Or  else  my  kingdom  stands  on  brittle  glass : — 
Murder  her  brothers,  and  then  many  her  ! 
Uncertain  way  of  gain  !  But  I  am  in 
So  far  in  blood,  that  sin  will  pluck  on  sin. 
Tear-falling  pity  dwells  not  in  this  eye. —  ( 

Re-enter  Page,  with  Tyrrel. 
Is  thy  name — Tyrrel  ? 
Tyr.  James  Tyrrel,  and  your  roost  obedient 

subject 
K.  Rich.  Art  thou,  indeed.^ 
Tyr.  Prove  me,  mv  gracious  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Dar*8t  thou  resolve  to' kill  a  friend  of 

mine  ? 
Tyr.  Please  you ;  but  I  had  rather  kill  two  ene- 
mies. 
K.  Rich.  Wliy,  then  thou  hast  it ;  two  deep  en»* 
mies, 
Foes  to  my  rest,  and  my  sweet  sleep's  disturbers, 
Are  they  that  I  would  have  thee  deal*  upon  : 
Tyrrel,  I  mean  those  bastards  in  the  Tower. 

Tyr.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  than. 
And  soon  IMl  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them. 
K.  Rich.  Thou  sing'st  sweet  music  Hark,  come 
hither,  Tyrrel ; 
Go,  by  this  token : — Rise,  and  lend  thme  ear : 

[fVhispers, 
There  is  no  more  but  so :— Say,  it  is  done. 
And  I  will  love  thee,  and  prefer  thee  for  it 

Tyr.  I  will  despatch  it  straight.  [ElxiL 

Re-enter  Buckingham. 
Buck,  My  lord,  I  have  consider'd  in  my  mmd 
The  late  demand  that  you  did  sound  me  in. 
K.  Rich.  Well,  let  that  rest     Dorset  is  fled  to 

Richmond. 
Buck.  I  hear  the  news,  my  lord. 
K.  Rich.  Stanley,  he  is  your  wife's  son  : — Well, 

look  to  it. 
Buck.  My  lord,  I  claim  the  giA,  my  due  bj 
prcHnise, 
For  which  your  honour  and  your  faith  is  pawned  ; 
The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables. 
Which  you  have  promised  I  shall  possess. 

K.  Rich.  Stanley,  look  to  your  wife;  if  shecooyej 
Letters  to  Riclunond,  you  shall  answer  it. 
Buck.  What  says  your  highness  to  my  just  m- 

quest  ? 
K.  Rich.  I  do  remember  me, — Henry  the  Sixth 
Did  prophesy,  that  Richmond  should  be  king. 
When  Kichmond  was  a  little  peevish*  boy. 

A  king! — perhaps 

Buck.  My  lord, 

K.  Rich.  How  chance,  the  prophet  could  not  at 

that  time, 

Have  told  me,  I  being  by,  that  I  should  kill  him  ? 

Buck.  My  lord,  your  promise  for  the  earldom,— 

K.  Rich.  RichnrKMid  .'—When  last  I  was  at  Exeter, 

The  mayor  in  courtesy  show'd  me  the  castle, 

And  caird  it— Rouge-roont :  at  which  name,  I 

started ; 
Because  a  bard  of  Ireland  tdd  me  once, 
I  should  not  live  long  after  I  saw  Richmond. 

Buck.  My  loi^, 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  what's  o'clock  ? 

(5)  It  is  of  the  utmost  consequence  to  my  desima. 

(6)  Act  (7)  Foolish.  * 
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Buck.  I  am  thus  bold 

To  putyour  grace  in  nund  of  what  you  promiBM  me. 

K.  Rich,  Well,  but  what  U't  o^'clock  ? 

Buck.  Upon  the  stroke 

Often. 

K.Rich,  Well,  let  it  strike. 

Buck,  Why,  let  it  strike  ? 

K.  Rich.  Because  that,  like  a  Jack,i  thou  keep*8t 
the  stroke 
Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditation. 
I  am  not  in  the  giving  vein  to-day. 

Buck,  Why,  then  resolve  me  whe'r  you  will, 
orna 

K,  Rich.  Thou  troubtest  me ;  1  am  not  in  the 
vein.  [Exeunt  King  Richard,  and  irtUn. 

Buck.  And  is  it  thus  ?  repays  he  m^  deep  service 
With  such  contempt  ?  made  I  him  kmg  for  this  ? 
O,  let  me  think  on  Hastings ;  and  be  ^;one 
To  Brecknock,^  while  my  fearful  head  is  on.  [Exit. 

SCEJ^E  III.— The  tame,    JEnter  Tyrrel. 

Tyr.  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  act  is  done ; 
The  roost  arch  deed  of  piteous  massacre, 
That  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  of 
Dighton  and  Forrest,  whom  I  dia  suborn 
To  do  this  piece  of  ruthless^  butcheiy. 
Albeit  thc^  were  fleshM  villains,  bloody  do^ 
Meltine  with  tenderness  and  mild  compassion. 
Wept  Uke  two  children,  in  their  death^s  sad  story. 
O  <Aiu,  quoth  Diffhton,  lay  the  rentU  babeSf — 
Thus,  tJnutf  quoth  Forrest,  girdling  one  another 
IVithin  their  alabaster  innocent  arms  : 
Tlieir  Ups  were  four  red  rosea  on  a  stalk, 
JVhich,  in  their  summer  beauty,  kissed  each  other. 
A  bo(Jc  of  prayers  on  their  piUow  lay  ; 
Which  once,  quoth  Forrest,  abnosi  changed  my 

mind; 
But,  0,  the  deoil — there  the  villain  stoppM ; 
When  Dighton  thus  told  on, — we  smothered 
The  most  replenish^  sweet  umrk  qf  nature. 
That,  from  the  prime  creation,  e'er  she  framed. — 
Hence  both  are  gone  with  conscience  and  remorse, 
They  could  not  speak ;  and  so  I  left  them  both. 
To  bear  this  tidii^  to  the  bloody  king. 

Enter  King  Richard. 

And  here  he  comes : — All  health,  my  sovereign  lord  I 

K.  Rich.  Kind  Tyrrel !  am  I  happy  in  thy  news? 

Tyr.  If  to  have  done  the  thing  you  gave  in  charge 
Beget  ^our  happiness,  be  happy  then. 
For  it  IS  done. 

K.  Rich.        But  didst  thou  see  them  dead  ^ 

Tyr.  I  did,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich,  And  buried,  gentle  Tvrrel  ? 

Tyr,  The  chaplain  of  the  Tower  hath  buried 
them; 
But  where,  to  say  the  truth,  I  do  not  know. 

K.  Rich.  Come  to  me,  Tyrrel,  soon,  at  after 
«upper. 
When  thou  snalt  tell  the  process  of  their  death. 
Mean  time,  but  think  how  I  may  do  thee  good. 
And  be  inheritor  of  thy  desire. 
Farewell,  till  then. 

Tyr.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

K.  Rich.  The  son  of  Clarence  have  I  penned  up 
dose; 
His  daughter  meanly  matchM  in  marriage ; 
The  sons  of  Edward  sleep  in  Abraham's  bosom, 
And  Anne  ray  wife  hath  bid  the  world  good  night 
jVow,  for  I  know  the  Bretagne^  Richmond  aims 

(1)  An  image  like  those  at  St  Dunstan*s  church 
in  Fleet-street 

(2)  His  castle  in  Wales.  (3)  Mercileat.       I 


At  young  Eb'zabeth,  my  brother's  daughter, 
And,  by  that  knot,  looks  proudly  on  unb  crown, 
To  her  I  go,  a  jolly  thrivmg  wooer. 

Enter  Catesby. 
CaU.  My  lord,— 
K.  Rich.  Good  news  or  bad,  that  thou  com'st  id 

so  bluntly  f 
Cote.  Bad  news,  my  lord:  Morton*  is  fled  to 
Richmond; 
And  Buckingham,  back'd  with  the  hardy  WeUi- 

men. 
Is  in  the  field,  and  still  his  power  increasetfa. 
K.  Rich.  Ely  with  Richmond  troubles  me  mora 
near. 
Than  Buckingham,  and  his  rash-levied  streitt;tfL 
Come, — 1  have  learned,  that  fearful  commentu^ 
Is  leaden  servitor  to  dull  delay ; 
Delay  leads  impotent  and  snail-pac*d  b^gaij: 
Then  fieiy  expedition  be  my  wmg, 
Jove's  Mercur)',  and  herald  for  a  king ! 
Go,  muster  men :  My  counsel  is  my  shield ; 
We  must  be  brief^  when  traitors  brave  the  field. 

[Exmmi, 

SCEJ^E  IT.— The  same.    Before  the  PaltM, 
Enter  Queen  Margaret 
Q.  Mar.  So,  now  prosperity  be^ns  to  meUow, 
And  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  oT death. 
Here  in  these  confines  slily  have  I  luric'd, 
To  watch  the  waning  of  mine  enemies. 
A  dire  induction^  am  I  witness  to. 
And  will  to  France ;  hoping,  the  conseouenoe 
Will  prove  as  bitter,  black,  and  tragicaL 
Witharaw  thee,  wretched  Margaret!  who  comes 
here? 

Enter  Queen  Elizabeth  and  the  Duchess  qf  York. 

Q.  Eliz.  Ah,  my  poor  princes !  ah,  mj  tender 
babes.' 
My  unblown  flowers,  new-appearing  sweets ! 
\i  yet  your  gentle  souls  fly  in  the  air. 
And  be  not  fixM  in  doom  perpetual. 
Hover  about  roe  with  your  airy  wings. 
And  hear  your  mother's  lamentation ! 

Q.  J\Iar.  Hover  about  her;  say,  that  right  for  right 
Hath  dirom'd  your  infant  mom  to  aged  night 

Duch.  So  many  roiseries  have  craz'd  roy  voice, 
That  mv  wo-wearied  tongue  is  still  and  router- 
Edward  Plantagenet,  why  art  thou  dead  ? 
^  Q.  Mar.  Plantagenet  doth  (^uit  Plantagenet, 
Edward  for  Edwara  pays  a  dying  debt 
Q.  Eliz.  Wilt  thou,  0  God,  fly  from  such  gentle 
lambs, 
And  throw  them  in  the  entrails  of  the  wolf.' 
When  did:«t  thou  sleep,  when  such  a  deed  was  done? 
Q.  Mar.  When  holy  Hany  died,  and  my  sweet 

son. 
Duch.  Dead  life,  blind  sight,  poor  mortal-living 
ghost, 
VWs  scene,  world's  shame,  grave's  due  by  life 

usurp'd, 
Brief  abstract  and  record  of  tedious  days. 
Rest  thy  unrest  on  England's  lawful  earth, 

[Sitting  down. 
Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  blood ! 
Q.  Eliz.  Ah,  that  thou  would'st  as  soon  aflbrd  a 
grave, 
As  thou  canst  yield  a  melancholy  seat ; 
Then  would  I  hide  my  bones,  not  rest  them  here ! 

(4)  The  country  in  which  Richmond  had  taken 
refuge. 

(5)  Bishop  of  Ely.        (6)  Introduction. 
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Ah,  who  hath  anj  came  to  moora,  but  we  ? 

[SUting  down  by  her. 

Q.  Mar.  If  ancient  uxvjm  be  niMt  reverent, 
Give  mine  the  benefit  of  senioiy,! 
And  let  my  griefs  frown  on  the  upper  hand. 
If  sorrow  can  admit  aocietr, 

[Sittii^  down  foUh  fktm. 
Tell  o'er  jour  woes  again  by  viewing  mine  :— 
I  had  an  Edward,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him; 
I  bad  a  husband,  till  a  Richaitl  killM  him : 
Thou  hadst  an  Edward,  till  a  Richard  Idll'd  him 
Thou  hadst  a  Richard,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him. 

Dwh.  I  hada  Richard  too, and thouoidst kill  him ; 
I  had  a  Rutland  too,  thou  holp'st  to  kill  him. 

Q.  Mir.  Thou  hadst  a  Clarence  too,  and  Richard 
kiUM  him. 
From  fixlh  the  kennel  of  thy  womb  hath  crept 
A  hell-bound,  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  death : 
That  dog,  that  had  his  teeth  belbre  his  eyes, 
To  wonr  lambs,  and  lap  their  eentle  blood ; 
That  foul  defacer  of  God's  handy-work ; 
That  excellent  grand  tyrant  of  the  earth. 
That  reigns  in  ealled  eyes  of  weeping  souls. 
Thy  womb  let  bose,  to  chase  us  to  our  graves. — 

0  uprieht,  just,  and  true-disposing  God, 
How  (K>  I  thank  thee,  that  tnis  ctunal  cur 
Preys  on  the  issue  of  his  mother's  body. 

And  makes  her  pew-fellow^  with  others'  moan ! 

Duch.  O,  Hany's  wife,  triumph  not  in  my  woes ; 
God  witness  with  me,  I  have  wept  for  thine. 

S,Mar.  Bear  with  me,  I  am  hungiy  for  revenge, 
now  I  cloy  me  with  beholding  it 
Thy  Edward  he  is  dead,  that  kill'd  nw  Edward ; 
Thy  odier  Edward  dead,  to  quit  my  Eldward ; 
Younf  York  he  is  but  boot,'  because  both  they 
Match  not  the  high  perfection  of  my  loss. 
Thy  Clarence  he  is  dead,  that  stabbM  my  Edward ; 
And  the  beholders  of  this  tragic  play. 
The  adulterate  Hastings,  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Grey, 
Untimely  sroother'd  in  their  dusky  Sfraves. 
Richard  yet  lives,  hell's  black  intelnraicer; 
Only  reserv'd  their  factor,  to  bur  sows. 
And  send  them  thither :  But  at  hand,  at  hand, 
Ensues  his  piteous  and  unpitied  end : 
Earth  gspes,  hell  bums,  fiends  roar,  saints  pray, 
To  have  nim  suddenly  convey'd  from  hence : — 
Cancel  his  bond  of  liie,  dear  God,  I  prey. 
That  I  may  live  to  say,  The  dog  is  aeaa ! 

Q.  EUm.  O,  thou  didst  prophesy,  the  time  would 
come. 
That  I  should  wish  for  thee  to  help  me  curse 
That  bottled  spider,  that  foul  bunch-back'd  toad. 

Q.  Mar.  I  call'd  thee  then,  vain  flourish  of  my 
fortune; 

1  call'd  thee  then,  poor  shadow,  painted  queen; 
The  presentation  of  but  what  I  was. 
The  flattering  index^  of  a  direful  pageant. 
One  heav'd  a  high,  to  be  hnrl'd  dcnvn  below : 
A  mother  only  mock'd  with  two  fair  babes ; 
A  dream  o(  what  thou  wast;  a  garish*  flag. 
To  be  the  aim  of  eveiy  dangerous  shot; 
A  sign  of  dignity,  a  breath,  a  bubble; 
A  queen  in  jest,  only  to  fill  the  scene. 
Where  is  thy  husband  now  }  where  be  thy  brothen  } 
Where  be  my  two  sons  }  wherein  dost  thou  joy? 
Who  sues,  and  kneels,  and  says— God  save  the 

queen? 
Where  be  the  bending  peen  that  flattered  thee  ? 
Where  be  the  thronging  troops  that  follow'd  tbee 
Decline  all  this,  anasee  what  now  thou  art 
For  happy  wife,  a  most  distressed  widow ; 

(1)  Semonty.  (2)  Compankn. 

(3)  Thrown  in  to  boot 


For  joyful  mother,  one  that  wails  the  name ; 
For  one  being  sued  to,  one  that  humbly  sues ; 
For  queen,  a  veiy  caitiflf  crown'd  with  care : 
For  one  that  scom'd  at  me,  now  scom'd  of  me ; 
For  one  being  fear'd  of  all,  now  fearing  one ; 
For  one  commanding  all,  obey'd  of  none. 
Thus  hath  the  course  of  justice  wheel'd  about, 
And  left  thee  but  a  veiy  prey  to  time ; 
Having  no  more  but  thought  of  what  thou  weit, 
To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art. 
Thou  didst  usurp  my  place.  And  dost  thou  not 
Usurp  the  just  proportion  of  my  sorrow? 
Now  thy  proud  neclc  bears  half  my  burden'd  yoke 
From  which  even  here  I  slip  my  wearied  head, 
And  leave  the  burden  of  it  all  on  thee. 
Farewell,  York's  Wife« — and  queen  of  sad  mi^ 

chance, — 
These  English  woes  shall  make  me  smile  in  Franca 

Q.  EUs.  Othouwell  skill'd  in  curses,  stay  a  while, 
And  teach  me  how  to  curse  mine  enemies. 

Q.  Mar.  Forbear  to  sleep  the  night,  and  fast  Urn 
day; 
Compare  deed  happiness  with  living  wo; 
Think  that  thy  babes  were  fiiirer  than  they  were^ 
And  he,  that  slew  them,  fouler  than  he  is : 
Bettering  thy  loss  makes  the  bad  causer  worse; 
Revolving  this  will  teach  thee  how  to  cune. 

Q.  Elu.  My  words  are  dull,  O,  qukken  then 
with  thine ! 

Q.  Mar.  Thy  woes  will  make  them  sharp,  and 
pierce  like  mine.  [£«'<  Q.  Mar. 

Duch.  Why  should  calamity  be  full  of  woids? 

Q.  EUix.  Windy  attorneys  to  their  client  woes, 
Aiiy  succeeders  of  intestate  jcjs. 
Poor  breathing  orators  of  miseries ! 
Let  them  have  scope :  though  what  they  do  impart 
Help  nothing  else,  yet  do  mey  ease  the  heart 

Jjuch.  If  so,  th^  be  not  tongue-ty'd:  go  wiA 
me. 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  words  let's  smodier 
My  damned  sou,  that  thy  two  sweet  sons  smotbei'd. 
[Drum,  within, 
I  bear  his  drum, — ^be  copious  in  exclaims. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  his  froth,  marching. 

K.  Rich.  Who  intercepts  me  in  my  expedition? 

Duch,  O,  she,  that  might  have  intercepted  thee, 
By  strangling  thee  in  her  accursed  womb. 
From  all  the  slaughters,  wretch,  that  thou  hast  done. 

Q.  EUx.  Hid'st  thou  that  forehead  with  a  golden 
crown. 
Where  should  be  branded,  if  that  right  were  right, 
The  slauefater  of  the  prince  that  owM^  that  crown, 
And  the  aire  death  or  my  poor  sons,  and  brothers? 
Tell  me,  thou  villain-slave,  where  are  my  children  ? 

Duch.  Thou  toad,  thou  toad,  where  is  thy  brother 
Clarence? 
And  little  Ned  Plantagenet,  his  son  ? 

Q.  Elii.  Where  is  the  gende  Rivers,  Vaugfaan, 
Grey? 

Dudi.  Where  is  kind  Hastings  ? 

K.  Rich.  A  flourish,  trumpets  !—«trike  alaranii 
drums! 
Let  not  the  heavens  hear  these  tell-tele  women 
Rail  on  the  Lord's  anointed:  Strike,  I  say.— 

[Flaurtsh,  Akurwm, 
Either  be  patient,  and  entreat  me  fiur. 
Or  with  the  clamorous  report  of  war 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  exclamatwDS. 

Dttc^  Art  thou  my  son? 


(4)  Indexes  wen  i 
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K.  Rich.  Aj;  I  thank  God,  mj&ther,  and  joar- 
self. 

Duch.  Then' patiently  hear  raj  impatience. 

K.  Rich.  Madain,  I  have  a  touch  of  jour  con- 
dition,' 
That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 

Duch.  O,  let  me  speak. 

K.  Rich.  Do,  then ;  but  PlI  not  hear. 

Duch,  I  will  be  mild  and  gentle  in  mj  worda. 

K.  Rich.  And  brief,  good  mother ;  for  I  am  in 
haste. 

Duch.  Art  thou  so  hastj?  I  have  staid  for  thee, 
God  knows,  in  torment  and  in  agonj. 

K.  Rich.  And  came  I  not  at  last  to  comfort  jou  ? 

Duch.  No,  by  the  holj  rood,2  thou  know*st  it  well, 
Thou  earnest  on  earth  to  make  the  earth  mj  hclL 
A  grievous  burden  was  thj  birth  to  me ; 
Tetchj'  and  wayward  was  thj  infancj ; 
Thj  school-dajs,  frightful,  desperate,  wild,  and  fu- 
rious ; 
Thj  prime  of  manhood,  daring,  bold,  and  ven- 
turous; 
Thj  age  confirmM,  proud,  subtle,  sly,  and  bloody, 
More  mild,  but  yet  more  harmful,  kind  in  hatred : 
What  comfortable  hour  canst  thou  name. 
That  ever  gracM  me  in  thy  company  ? 

K.  Rich.  Taith,  none,  but  Humphrey  Hour,  that 
call*d  your  grace 
To  breakfast  once,  forth  of  mj  companj. 
If  I  be  so  disgracious  in  your  si^ht. 
Let  me  march  on,  and  not  ofiena  you,  madam. — 
Strike  up  the  drum. 

Duch.  I  pr'ythee,  hear  me  speak. 

K.  Rich.  You  speak  too  bitterly. 

Duch.  Hear  me  a  word ; 

For  I  diall  never  speak  to  thee  again. 

K.  Rich.  So. 

Duch.  Either  thou  wilt  die,  by  God*8  just  ordi 
nance. 
Ere  from  this  war  thou  turn  a  conoueror; 
Or  I  with  grief  and  extreme  age  shall  perish. 
And  never  look  upon  thy  face  again. 
Therefore,  take  with  thee  my  most  heavy  curse , 
Which,  in  the  day  of  battle,  tire  thee  more. 
Than  all  the  c6mplete  armour  that  thou  wcar*st ! 
My  prayers  on  the  adverse  party  fight ; 
And  there  the  little  souls  of^Edwara^s  children 
Whisper  the  spirits  of  thine  enemies, 
And  promise  them  success  and  victoiy. 
Bloooj  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thj  end ; 
Shame  •errea  thj  life,  and  doth  thj  death  attend. 

[£aci7. 

Q.  EUx.  Though  (ar  more  cause,  jet  much  less 
spirit  to  curse 
Abides  in  me ;  I  saj  amen  to  her.  [Gotn^ . 

K.  Rich,  Staj,  madam,  I  must  speak  a  word  with 

JOU. 

Q.  EUz.  I  have  no  more  sons  of  the  royal  blood, 
For  thee  to  murder :  for  my  daughters,  luchard, — 
They  shall  be  praying  nuns,  not  weeping  queens; 
And  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  lives. 

K.  Rich.  You  have  a  daughter  call'd— Elizabeth, 
Virtuous  and  fair,  royal  and  gracious. 

C.  Elix.  And  must  she  die  for  this .'  O,  let  her  live. 
And  V\\  corrupt  her  manners,  stain  her  beauty ; 
blander  myself,  as  false  to  Edward's  bed ; 
Throw  over  her  the  veil  of  infamy : 
^  she  may  live  unscarr*d  of  bleedioff  slanghter, 
1  will  coateas  she  was  not  Edward's  oaugbter. 

K.  Rich.  Wrong  not  her  birth,  she  is  of  royal 
blood. 

(1)  Disposition.  (2)  Cross. 

(3]  Touchj,  fretful  (4)  Unrnvoidable. 


Q.  Elix.  To  save  her  life,  Pll  sa^— she  is  notsa 
K.  Rich.  Her  life  is  safest  only  in  her  birth. 
Q.  Eliz.  And  only  in  that  safety  died  her  bro- 
thers. 
K.  Rich.  Lo,  at  their  hurtht  good  stars  were  op- 
posite. 
Q.  EUix.  No,  to  their  lives  bad  friends  were  coa- 

tranr. 
K.  Rich.  All  unavoided<  is  the  doom  of  destiny. 
Q.  Eliz.  True,  when  avoided  grace  makes  d»- 
tinj: 
Mj  babes  were  destined  to  a  fairer  death. 
If  grace  had  blessM  thee  with  a  fairer  life. 
K.  Rich.  You  speak,  as  if  that  I  had  slain  my 

cousins. 
Q.  Elix.  Cousins,  indeed;  and  bj  their  uncle 
coien'd 
Of  comfort,  kingdom,  kindred,  freedom,  life. 
Whose  hand:}  soever  lanc'd  their  tender  hearts. 
Thy  head,  all  indirectly,  gave  direction  : 
No  doubt  the   murderous    knife  was    dull   and 

blunt. 
Till  it  was  whetted  on  thy  stone-hard  heart. 
To  revel  in  the  entrails  of  my  lambs. 
But  that  still^  use  of  grief  makes  wild  grief  tame, 
Mv  tongue  should  to  thy  cars  not  name  my  boys, 
Tfll  that  my  nails  were  anchored  in  thine  eyes ; 
And  I,  in  such  a  d&iperate  bay  of  death. 
Like  a  poor  bark,  of  sails  and  tackling  reft, 
Rush  all  lo  pieces  on  thy  rocky  bosom. 

K.  Rich. .  Madam,  so  thrive  I  in  my  enterprise, 
And  dangerous  success  of  bloody  wars, 
As  I  intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours. 
Than  ever  you  or  yours  by  me  were  harm'd ! 
Q.  Eliz.  What  good  is  covered  with  the  face  of 
heaven. 
To  be  discovered!,  that  can  do  me  good  ? 
K.Rich.  The  advancement  of  your  children, 

gentle  lady. 
Q.  Eliz.  Up  to  some  scaffold,  there  to  lose  their 

heaos.' 
K.  Rich.  No,  to  the  dignity  and  height  of  fortune, 
The  high  imperial  t)-pc  of  this  earth's  gloij.fi 

Q.  Eliz.  Flatter  my  sorrows  with  report  of  it; 
Tell  me,  what  state,  what  dignity,  what  honour, 
Canst  thou  derail?  to  any  child  of  mine  ? 

K.  Rich.  Even  all  I  have ;  ay,  and  myself  and  all, 
Will  I  withal  endow  a  child  of  thine ; 
So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  soul 
Thou  drown  the  sad  remembrance  of  those  wrongi, 
Which,  thou  supposest,  I  have  done  to  thee. 
Q.  Eliz.  Be  brief,  lest  that  the  process  of  thj 
kindness 
Last  lon^r  tolling  than  thy  kindness'  date. 
K.  Rich.  Then  know,  that  from  my  soul,  I  love 

thy  daughter. 
Q.  Eliz.  My  daughter's  mother  thinks  it  with  her 

soul. 
K.  Rich.  What  do  you  think  f 
Q.  Eliz.  That  thou  dost  love  my  daughter,  from 
thy  soul : 
So,  from  thy  soul's  love,  didst  thou  love  her  brcXhen^ 
And,  from  my  heart's  love,  I  do  thank  thee  for  it 
K.  Rich.  Be  not  so  hasty  to  confound  my  mean- 
ing: 
I  mean,  that  with  my  soul  I  love  thy  daughter. 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  oueen  of  England. 
Q.  EUiz.  Well  then,  who  aost  thou  mean  shall  be 

her  king  ? 
K.  Rich.  Even  he,  that  makes  her  queen :  Who 

else  should  be  f 
Q.Eliz.  What,  thou? 

(5)  Constant    (6)  A  crown.    (7)  Bequeath. 
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K.  Rich.  Even  so :  AMiat  think  you 

of  it,  madam  ? 

Q.  EHz.  How  canst  thou  iroo  her  ? 

K.  Rich.  That  I  would  leam  of  you, 

As  one  being  best  acquainted  with  her  hunxxir. 

Q.  Elvc.  And  wilt  thou  leam  of  me  ? 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  with  all  mv  heart. 

Q.  Eliz.  Send  to  her  by  the  man  that  slew  her 
brothers, 
A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts ;  thereon  engrave, 
Edward,  and  York,  then,  haply,*  will  she  weep : 
Therefore  present  to  her, — as  sometime  Margaret 
Did  to  thy  father,  8t€«p*d  in  Rutland's  blood, — 
A  handkerchief;  whrch,  say  to  her,  did  drain 
The  purple  sap  from  her  sweet  brother's  body, 
And  bid  her  wipe  hex  weeping  eyes  withal. 
If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love. 
Send  her  a  letter  of  thy  noble  deeds ; 
Tell  her,  thou  ma^^st  away  her  uncle  Clarence, 
Her  uncle  Rivers ;  ay,  ana,  for  her  sake, 
Mad*st  quick  conveyance  with  her  good  aunt  Anne. 

K.  Rich.  You  mock  me,  madam ;  this  is  not  the 
way 
To  win  ^our  daughter. 

Q.  Elix.  There  is  no  other  way ; 

Unless  thou  could'st  put  on  some  other  shape, 
And  not  be  Richard  Uiat  hath  done  all  this. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her.' 

Q.  EUz.  Nay,  then  indeed,  she  cannot  choose 
but  have  thee. 
Having  bought  love  with  such  a  bloody  spoil. 

K.  Rich.  Look,  what  is  done  cannot  be  now 
amended : 
Men  shall  deal  unadvisedly  sometimes. 
Which  after>hours  give  leisure  to  repent 
If  I  did  take  the  kingdom  from  your  sons. 
To  make  amends,  IMl  give  it  to  your  daughter. 
If  I  have  kilPd  the  issue  of  your  womb. 
To  quicken  your  increase,  I  will  beget 
Mine  issue  of  your  blood  upon  your  daughter. 
A  grandam's  name  is  little  less  in  love, 
Than  is  the  doting  title  of  a  mother; 
They  are  as  children,  but  one  step  below. 
Even  of  your  mettle,  of  your  veiy  blood  ; 
Of  all  one  pain, — save  for  a  night  of  groans 
EndurM  of  her,  for  whom  you  bid  like  sorrow. 
Your  children  were  vexation  to  your  youth. 
But  mine  shafl  be  a  comfort  to  your  age. 
The  loss,  vou  have,  is  but — a  son  being  king, 
And,  by  that  lc»s,  your  daughter  is  made  queen. 
I  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  would. 
Therefore  accept  such  kindness  as  I  can. 
Dorset,  your  son,  that,  with  a  fearful  soul. 
Leads  discxintented  steps  in  foreign  soil. 
This  fair  alliance  quickly  shall  call  home 
To  hi^h  promotions  and  great  dignity  : 
The  kmg,  that  calls  your  beauteous  daughter — wife, 
Familiarly  shall  call  thy  Dorset — brother ; 
\gain  shall  you  be  mother  to  a  king. 
And  all  the  ruins  of  distressful  times 
Repair'd  with  double  riches  of  content. 
What  I  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  see : 
The  liquid  drops  of  tears  that  you  have  shed, 
Shall  conic  again,  transformM  to  orient  pearl ; 
Advantaging  their  loan,  with  interest 
Of  ten-times-double  gain  of  happiness. 
Go  then,  my  mother,  to  thy  daughter,  go ; 
Make  bold  ner  bashful  years  with  your  experience ; 
Prepare  her  ears  to  hear  a  wooer's  tale ; 
Put  in  her  tender  heart  the  aspirin]^  flame 
Of  golden  sovereignty ;  acquaint  the  princess 

(1)  Perhaps. 

(2)  In  the  Lcvitical  law,  chap,  xviii.  14. 


With  the  sweet  silent  hours  of  marriage  joys : 
And  when  this  arm  of  mine  hath  chastised 
The  petty  rebel,  dull-brain'd  Buckingham, 
Bound  with  triumphant  garlands  will  I  come, 
And  lead  tliy  daughter  to  a  conqueror's  bed ; 
To  whom  I  will  retail  my  conquest  won. 
And  she  shall  be  sole  victress,  Csesar's  Csesar. 
Q.  Eliz.  What  were  I  best  to  say .'  her  father*! 
brother 
Would  be  her  lord  ^  Or  shall  I  say,  her  uncle  ? 
Or,  he  that  slew  her  brothers,  and  her  uncles  f 
Under  what  title  shall  I  woo  for  thee, 
That  God,  the  law,  my  honour,  and  her  love. 
Can  make  seem  pleasing  to  her  tender  years.' 
K.  Rich.  Infer  fair  England's  peace  by  this  al- 
liance. 
Q.  Eliz.  Which  she  shall  purchase  with  still 

lasting  war. 
K.  Rich.  Tell  her,  the  king,  that  may  command, 

entreats. 
Q.  Eliz,  That  at  her  hands,  which  the  king*s 

King  forbids  2 
K.  Rich.  Say,  she  shall  be  a  high  and  migfa^ 

queeji. 
Q.  Eliz.  To  wail  the  title,  as  her  mother  doth. 
K.  Rich.  Say,  I  will  love  her  everlastingly. 
Q.  Eliz.  But  how  loi^  shall  that  title,  ever,  last  f 
K.  Rich.  Sweetly  in  force  unto  her  fair  Ufe's  end. 
Q.  Eliz.  But  how  long  fairly  shall  her  sweet  life 

last  ? 
K.  Rich.  As  long  as  Heaven,  and  nature  length- 
ens it. 
Q.  Eliz.  As  lon^  as  hell,  and  Richard,  likes  of  it 
K.  Rich.  Say,  I,  her  sovereign,  am  her  subject 

low. 
Q.  Eliz.  But  she,  your  subject,  loaths  sach  sove- 
reignty. 
K.  Rich.  Bc'cloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 
Q.  Eliz.  An  honest  tale  speeds  best,  being  plain- 
ly told. 
K.  Rich.  Then,  in  plain  terms  tell  her  ray  loving 

tale. 
Q.  Eliz.  Plain,  and  not  honest,  is  too  harsh  a  style. 
K.  Rich.  Your  reasons  are  too  shallow  and  too 

quick. 
Q.  Eliz.  O,  no,  my  reasons  are  too  deep  and 
dead ; — 
Too  deep  and  dead,  poor  infants,  in  their  graves. 
K.  Rich.  Harp  not  on  that  string,  madam  ;  that 

is  past. 
Q.  Eliz.  Harp  on  it  still  shall  I,  till  heart-striz^ 

break. 
K.  Rich.  Now,  by  my  George,  my  garter,*  and 

my  crown, — 
Q.  Eliz.  Profan'd,  dishonour'd,  and  the  third 

usurp'd. 
K.  Rich,  I  swear. 

Q.  Eliz.  By  nothing ;  for  this  is  no  oath. 

Tl>y  George,  profan'd,  hath  lost  its  holy  honour ; 
Thy  garter,  bkniish'd,  pawn'd  his  knightly  virtue; 
Thy  crown,  usurp'd,  disgrac'd  his  kingly  glorr : 
If  something  thou  would'st  swear  to  be  believ'd. 
Swear  then  by  something  that  thou  hast  not  wroog'd. 
K.  Rich.  Is'ow  by  the  world, — 
Q.  Eliz.  'Tis  full  of  thy  foul  vmmga. 

K.  Rich.  My  father's  death,— 
Q.  Eli2.  Thy  life  hath  that  dishonoar'd. 

K.  Rich.  Then,  by  myself,— 
Q  Eliz.  Thyaelf  is  self-misused. 

K.  Rich.  WTiy  then,  by  God,— 
Q  Eliz.  God's  wrong  is  raoet  of  all 

If  thou  bad'st  fear'd  to  break  an  oath  by  him, 

(3)  The  ensigns  of  the  order  of  the  Garter. 
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The  iinitj,  the  king  thy  brother  made, 
Had  not  been  broken,  nor  my  brother  slain. 
If  thou  hadst  fear'd  to  break  an  oath  by  him. 
The  imperial  metal,  circling  now  thy  head, 
Had  grac*d  the  tender  temples  of  my  child ; 
And  both  the  princes  had  been  breathing  here, 
Wliich  now,  two  tender  bed-fellows  for  dust. 
Thy  broken  faith  hath  made  a  prey  ibr  worms. 
Wnat  canst  thou  swear  by  now  ? 

K.  Rich,  By  the  time  to  come. 

Q.  EUx.  That  thou  hast  wronged  in  the  time 
overpast ; 
For  I  myself  have  many  tears  to  wash 
Hereafter  time,  for  time  past,  wrongM  by  thee. 
The  children  live,  whose  parents  tl^u  hast  slaugh- 
tered, 
CJngoreraM  youdi,  to  wail  it  in  their  age : 
The  parents  live,  whose  children  thou  hast  butcher'd. 
Old  barren  plants,  to  wail  it  with  their  age. 
Swear  not  by  time  to  come :  for  that  thou  hast 
Misus'd  ere  us*d,  by  times  ill-usM  overpast 

K.  Rich,  As  I  intend  to  prmper,  and  repent! 
So  thrive  I  in  m V  dangerous  attempt 
Of  hostile  arms !  myself  myself  confound ! 
Heaven,  and  fortune,  bar  me  happy  hours  ! 
Day,  yield  me  not  thy  lieht ;  nor,  night,  Ay  rest ! 
Be  opposite  all  planets  ^  good  luck 
To  my  proceeding,  if,  with  pure  heart's  love. 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  tnoughts, 
I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  princely  daughter .' 
In  her  consists  my  happiness,  and  thine ; 
Without  her,  follows  to  myself,  and  thee. 
Herself,  the  land,  and  manv  a  Christian  soul, 
Death,  desolation,  ruin,  ana  decay : 
It  cannot  be  avoided  but  by  this; 
It  will  not  be  avoided,  but  by  this. 
Therefore,  dear  mother  (1  must  c»ll  you  so,) 
Be  the  attorney  of  my  love  to  her. 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been ; 
Not  my  deserts,  but  what  I  will  deserve : 
Urge  the  necessity  and  state  of  times. 
And  be  not  peevish^  found  in  great  designs. 

q.  Eiiz.  Shall  I  be  tempted  of  the  devil  thus  ? 

K.  Rich,  kj^  if  the  devil  tempt  thee  to  do  good. 

Q,  FAiz,  Shall  I  forget  myself  to  be  myself.^ 

K.  Rich,  Ay,  if  yourself  *8  remembrance  wrong 
yourself 

Q.  EUx,  But  thou  didst  kill  ray  children. 

K.  Rich.  But  in  your  daughter's  womb  I  bury 
them: 
Where,  in  that  nest  of  spiceiy,^  they  shall  breed 
Selves  of  thonselves,  to  your  recomforture. 

Q.  EUx.  Shall  I  go  win  my  daughter  to  thy  will  ? 

K.  Rich.  And  be  a  happy  mother  by  the  deed. 

Q,  EUm,  I  go.— Write  to  me  veiy  shortly, 
And  yon  shall  understand  from  me  her  mind. 

K.  Rich.  Bear  her  mf  true  love's  kiss,  and  so 
farewell    [Kissing  her.    Exit  Q.  Eliz. 
Relenting  fool,  and  shallow,  changing — woman ! 
How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Enter  Ratcliff ;  Catesby  fottowing, 

RaL  Most  mighty  sovereign,  on  the  western  coast 
Kideth  a  puissant  navy  *,  to  the  shore 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  friends, 
Unarra'd,  and  unresolv'd  to  beat  them  back : 
Tis  thought,  that  Richmond  is  their  admiral ; 
And  there  they  hull,  expecting  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham,  to  welcome  uem  ashore. 

K.  Rich.  Some  light-foot  friend  pott  to  the  duke 
ofNorfelk:— 
l^tclifl^  thyseU^>-or  Catesby ;  where  is  he  f 


(l)Fooliih. 


(2)  The  phoentx'i  neit 
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Cote.  Here,  my  good  lord. 
K.  Rich.  Catesby,  fly  to  the  duke. 

Cate.  I  will,  my  lord,  with  all  convenient  haste. 
K.  Rich.  Ratcliff, come  hither:  Post  to  Salisbury; 
When  thou  com'st  thither, — Dull  unmindful  villain, 
[To  Catesby. 
Why  stav'st  thou  here,  and  go'st  not  to  the  duke  f 
date,  ^irst,  mighty  liege,  tell  me  your  hig^iness' 
pleasure. 
What  from  your  grace  I  shall  deliver  to  him. 
K.  Rich.  O,  true,  good  Catesby ; — ^Bid  him  levy 
straight 
The  greatest  strength  and  power  he  can  make, 
And  meet  me  sudcunly  at  Salisbuiy. 
Cate.  I  go.  [ExU. 

Rat.  What,  may  it  please  you,  shall  I  do  at  Sal- 

isbuiT .' 
K.  Rich.  Whv,  what  would'st  thou  do  there, 

before  I  go  ? 
Rat.  Your  high^ss  told  me,  I  should  post  befine. 

Enter  Stanley.     • 

K.  Rich.  My  mind  is  chang'd. Stanley,  what 

news  with  you  } 
Stan.  None  good,  my  liege,  to  please  yon  with 
the  hiring ; 
Nor  none  so  bad,  but  well  may  be  reported. 
R  Rich.  Heyday,  a  riddle !  neither  good  nor 
bad! 
What  need'st  thou  run  so  many  miles  about. 
When  thou  may'st  tell  thy  tale  the  nearest  way  f 
Once  more,  wfaiat  news  f 
Stan.  Richmond  is  cm  the  teas. 

K.  Rich.  There  let  him  sink,  and  be  the  seat 
<m  him !   ' 
White-liver'd  runagate,  what  doth  he  there  f 
Stan.  I  know  not,  mighty  sovereign,  but  by  guess. 
K.  Rich.  Well,  as  you  guess  ? 
Stan.  Stirr'd  up  by  Donet,  Buckingham,  and 
Morton, 
He  makes  for  England,  here  to  claim  the  crown. 
K.  Rich.  Is  the  chair  empty  .^  is  the  sword  tui« 
sway'd  ? 
Is  the  king  dead  ?  the  empire  unpossess'd  ? 
What  heir  of  York  is  there  alive,  but  we  ? 
And  who  is  England's  king,  but  great  York's  heir? 
Then,  tell  me,  what  makes  he  upon  the  seas? 
Stan.  Unless  for  that,  my  liege,  I  cannot  gueii. 
K.  Rich.  Unless  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your 
liege. 
You  cannot  guess  wherefore  the  Welshman  comes. 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear. 
Stan.  No,  mierhty  liege;  dierefore  mistrust  me  not 
K.  Rich.  Where  is  thy  power  then,  to  beat  hun 
back? 
Where  be  thy  tenants,  and  thy  followers  ? 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  western  shore, 
Safe-c6nducting  the  rebels  from  their  ships  f 
Stan.  No,  my  good  lord,  my  friends  are  in  ^ 

north. 
K.  Rich.  Cold  friends  to  me :  what  do  they  in 
the  north. 
When  th^  should  serve  their  sovereign  in  the  west  ? 
Stan.  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty 
king : 
Pleaseth  your  majesty  to  give  me  leave, 
I'll  muster  up  my  friends  ;  and  meet  your  grace, 
Where,  and  what  time,  your  majesty  shall  pleas 

•ilhl 

I  will  not  trust  you,  s 

Stan.  Most  might^jT  sovereign, 

You  have  no  cause  to  hold  my  friendship  doubtml ; 
I  never  was,  nor  never  will  be,  false. 


K.  Rich.  Ay,  av,  tliou  would'st  lie  gone  to  join 
\  Kichmond: 
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K.  Rich.  Well,  ^  master  men.  Bat,  hear  jco, 

leave  bdund 

Your  son,  Georee  Stanley ;  look  your  heart  be  firm. 

Or  else  his  head's  assarance  is  bat  fraiL 

Stan,  So  deal  with  him,  as  I  prove  tree  to  joa. 

[Exit  Stanley. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mut.  My  eradoas  sovereign,  now  in  Derooshire, 
As  I  by  friends  am  well  advirlu^ 
Sir  Edward  Coartney,  and  the  haughty  prelate. 
Bishop  of  Eieter,  his  elder  brother. 
With  many  more  confederates,  are  in  aims. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 
2Mut.  InKent,myliege,theGaildibrdsarein 
aims; 
And  ereiy  hoar  more  coropetitorsi 
Flock  to  the  rebels,  and  their  power  grows  strong. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

3  Mess.  My  lord,  the  aimy  of  great  Backing- 
ham-— 

KRich.  Out0Dye,owls!  nothing  bat  songs  of 

death  ?  [-ne  strikes  him. 

There,  take  thoo  that,  till  thoa  bnng  better  news. 

3  Mess.  The  news  I  have  to  tell  your  majesty, 
Is,— that,  by  sodden  ikxxls  and  fall  of  wateta, 
Bttckingham's  army  is  dispen*d  and  scatter'd; 
And  he  himself  wandered  away  alone. 
No  man  knows  whither. 

K,  Rich.  O,  I  cry  you  mercy : 

There  is  my  porse,  to  care  that  blow  of  thine. 
Hath  any  weu-advised  friend  proclaim'd 
Reward  to  him  that  brings  the  traitor  in  f 

3  Mess.  Such  proclamation  hath  been  made,  my 

liege. 
Enter  another  Messenger. 

4  Mbss.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  and  lord  marqois 

Dorset, 
*Tis  said,  my  liege,  in  Toricshire  are  in  anns. 
But  this  good  comfort  bring  I  to  your  highness,— 
The  Bretegne  navy  is  dispers'd  by  tempest : 
Richmond,  in  Dorsetshire,  sent  oat  a  boat 
Unto  the  shore,  to  ask  those  on  the  banks. 
If  they  were  his  assistants,  yea,  or  no ; 
Who  answer'd  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham 
Upon  his  party :  he,  mistrusting  them, 
HoisM  sail,  and  made  his  course  again  for  Bretagne. 
K.  Rich.  March  on,  march  on,  since  we  are  up 
inarms; 
If  not  to  fight  with  foreign  enemies. 
Yet  to  beat  down  these  rebels  here  at  home. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Gate.  My  liege,  the  duke  of  Buckineharo  is  taken, 
That  is  the  best  news ;  That  the earlof  Richmond 
Is,  with  a  migh^  power,a  landed  at  Milford, 
Is  colder  news,  but  yet  they  must  be  told. 

K,  Ridi.  Away,  towards  Salisbaiy;  while  we 
reason  here, 
A  royal  battle  might  be  won  and  lost : — 
Some  one  take  order,  Buckingham  be  brought 
To  Salisbuiy;— the  rest  march  on  with  me.  [Exe. 

SCEJ^E  F.—A  room  in  Lord  Stanley's  house. 
Enter  Stanley  and  Sir  Christopher  Urswick.i 
Stan.  Sir  Christopher,  tell  Richmond  this  from 
roe: — 

That,  in  the  sty  of  this  most  bloody  boar, 

(1)  Associates.  (2)  Force. 

(3)  Chaplain  to  the  coantess  of  Richmond. 


My  son  Geoive  Stanley  is  frank'd4  ap  in  hold ; 
If  I  revolt,  off  goes  Toanr  George's  head ; 
The  fear  of  that  withholds  my  present  aid 
But,  tell  me,  where  is  princely  Richmond  now  f 

Chris.  At  Pembroke,  or  at  Ha'iford-west,  in 
Wales. 

Stan.  What  men  of  name  resort  to  him.^ 

Claris.  Sir  Walter  Herfjcrt,  a  renowned  soldier; 
Sir  Gilbert  Talbot,  sir  William  Stanley ; 
Oxford,  redoubted  Pembroke,  sir  James  Blont, 
And  Rice  ap  Thomas,  with  a  valiant  crew ; 
And  many  otiier  of  great  fame  and  worth : 
And  towards  London  do  they  bend  thdr  coarse. 
If  by  the  way  they  be  not  fought  withaL 

Stan.  Well,  hie  thee  to  thy  lord;  commend  me 
to  him; 
Tell  him,  the  queen  hath  heartily  consented 
He  shall  espouse  Elisabeth  her  daughter. 
These  letters  will  resolve  him  of  my  mind. 
FarewelL  [Gives  papers  to  Sir  Christopher. 

[EtxeynL 


ACT  V. 

SCELYE /.—Salisbury.    An  open  place.    Enter 

the  Sheriff,  and  Gvardt  with  Backmgfaam,  led  to 

execution. 

Buck.  Will  not  king  Richard  let  me  apeak  with 
him? 

Sher.  No,  my  good  lord ;  therefore  be  patient 

Buck.  Hastings,  and  Edward's  children.  Riven, 
Grey, 
Holy  king  Hennr,  and  Ihy  fair  son  Edward, 
Vaughan,  and  all  that  have  miscarried 
Bj  underiiand  corrupted  foul  iiiiustice; 
If  that  your  moody  discontented  souls 
Do  thiT>ugh  the  clouds  behold  this  present  hoar, 
Even  for  revenge  mock  my  destruction ! 
This  U  All-Sods'  day,  fellows,  is  it  not? 

Sher.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Buck.  Why,  then  All-Souls'  day  is  my  body's 
doomsday. 
This  is  the  day,  which,  in  king  Edward's  time, 
I  wish'd  mi^t  fell  on  me,  when  I  was  found 
False  to  his  children,  or  his  wife's  allies : 
This  is  the  day,  wherein  I  wish'd  to  fall 
By  the  false  faith  of  him  whom  most  I  trusted; 
•fbis,  this  All-Souls'  day  to  my  feariiil  soul. 
Is  the  determin'd  respite  of  mr  wron|;s.* 
That  high  All-seer  wnich  I  dallied  with. 
Hath  tum'd  my  feigned  prayer  on  vaj  head. 
And  given  in  earnest  what  I  begg»d  m  jesL 
Thus  doth  he  force  the  swords  of  wicked  men 
To  turn  their  own  points  on  their  roasters'  bosoms : 
Thus  Mai«aret's  curse  fells  heavy  on  mr  neck,— 
When  he,  qiwth  she,  shaU  splU  thf  heart  with 

sorrow. 
Remember  Margaret  was  a  propheteu.-- 
Come,  siia,  convey  me  to  the  block  of  shame ; 
Wronghath  but  wrong,  and  blame  the  due  of  blame. 
[E^xeunt  Bockingham,  4^. 

SCEJ^E  II.— Plain  near  Tamworth.  Enter, 
trith  drum  and  colours,  Richmond,  Oxford,  Sir 
James  Blunt,  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  and  others, 
wUh  forces,  marching. 

Richm.  Fellows  in  arms,  and  my  roost  lovii^ 
friends, 

Bruis'd  underneath  the  yoke  of  tyranny, 

(4)  A  sty  in  which  hogs  are  set  apart  for  fettening. 

(5)  Injurious  practices. 
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Thus  far  into  die  boweb  of  the  land 
Hare  we  march'd  on  witbout  impediinent ; 
And  here  receive  we  from  our  father  Stanly 
Lines  of  fair  comfort  and  encouragement 
The  wretched,  bloody,  and  nrarpinf  boar, 
Tliat  spoilM  your  Mimmer  fields,  and  fruitfiil  Tinea, 
SwtlU  jour  wann  bkx)d  like  wash,  and  makes  his 

trough 
In  your  emboweU*d  boeoma,  tins  foul  swine 
Lies  now  eren  in  thecentre  of  this  isle. 
Near  to  the  town  of  Leicester,  as  we  learn : 
From  Tamwocth  thither,  is  but  one  day*s  march. 
In  God*s  name,  cheerly  on,  courageous  friend^ 
To  reap  the  barrest  of  perpetual  peace 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  sharp  war. 

Oif.  Evei^nian'sconscienceisathousandswords, 
To  fi^t  fltninst  that  bloody  homicide. 

Herb,  fdoubt  not,  but  hif  friends  will  torn  to  OS. 

BbmL  He  hath  no  friends,  but  who  are  friends 
for  fear; 
Which,  in  his  dearest  need,  will  fly  from  hioL 

Richm.  All  for  our  Tantage.    Then,  in  God*s 
name,  march: 
Tnie  hope  is  swif^  and  flies  with  swallow's  wings, 
Kings  it  makes  gods,  and  meaner  creatures  kings. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJfE  lII.—Botworih  Fidi.  Enter  King 
Richard,  md  foreee;  Ihe  Duhe  qf  Norfolk, 
Enrl  of  Surrey,  oni  ofA«rf. 

K.  Rich.  Here  pitch  our  tents,  eren  here  in 
Bosworth  field.— 
My  lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  yon  so  sad  ? 

Sur.  My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  mj  looks. 

K.RieL  Mylofdof  Noifb&, 

Aor.  Here,  most  gracious  lim. 

MLRuh.  Norfolk,  we  must  have  knocks;  Ha! 
must  we  not.' 

JVor.  We  must  both  gire  and  take,  my  loring  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Up  with  my  tent :   Hbre  will  I  lie  to- 
night; 

'  [Soldien  berin  toeeivp  thekmgft  tent. 
But  where,  to-morrow?— Well,  aU*s  one  for  that — 
Who  hath  descried  the  number  of  the  traitors? 

Jfor.  Six  or  seven  thousand  is  their  utmost  power. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  our  battalia  trebles  that  account : 
Besides,  the  kii^*s  name  is  a  tower  of  strength. 
Which  they  upon  the  adverse  faction  want 
Up  with  tlie  tent— Come,  noble  gentlemen, 
uk  us  survey  the  vantage  of  the  gpraund ; — 
Call  for  some  men  of  sound  direction : — 
Let^s  want  no  discipline,  make  no  delay ; 
For,  kards,  to-morrow  is  a  busy  day.        [Sixeunt. 

Enter,  en  the  other  tide  offhefiddy  Richmond, 
Sir  William  Bruidon,  Oxford,  and  other  Lords. 
Some  of  the  mddiers  pitch  Richmond's  tent. 

Ri^m,  The  weaiy  sun  hath  made  a  golden  set, 
And,  by  the  bright  track  of  his  fieiy  car. 
Gives  token  of  a  coodly  day  to4nom>w.— 
Sir  William  Brandon,  Ton  shall  bearmy  standard. — 
Give  me  some  ink  ana  paper  in  my  tent; — 
ni  draw  the  form  and  model  of  our  battle. 
Limit  each  leader  to  his  several  charge, 
And  part  injust  proportion  our  small  power. 
My  lord  of  Oxfora,— too  sir,  William  Brandon, — 
And  yoQ,  sir  Walter  Herbeit,  stay  with  me : 
The  eari  of  Pembroke  keeps?  his  regiment ; — 
Good  captain  Blunt,  bear  mr  good-night  to  him, 
And  by  the  second  hour  in  the  morning 
Desire  the  earl  to  see  me  in  my  tent : — 


(1)  Appoint        (2)  Remains  with. 
(Z)  A  watch-Ught        (4)  Wood  of  the 


Tet  one  thinr  more,  good  captain,  do  for  me; 
Where  is  lord  Stanley  quarter  d,  oo  yon  know  ? 

Bhtnt.  Unless  I  have  mistaken  his  colours  much, 
(Which,  well  I  am  assur'd,  I  have  not  done,) 
His  regiment  lies  half  a  mile  at  least 
South  from  the  mighty  power  of  the  king. 

Bichm.  If  without  peril  it  be  possible. 
Sweet  Blunt,  make  some  good  means  to  speak  with 

him, 
And  give  him  from  me  this  most  needful  note. 

Bhmt.  Udoo  ray  life,  my  lord,  Pll  undertake  it ; 
And  so,  Goa  give  you  quiet  rest  to-nieht ! 

Ridun.  Good  night,  good  captain  Kunt  Come, 
gentlemen. 
Let  OB  consult  upon  to4norrow*s  business ; 
In  to  my  tent,  the  air  is  raw  and  cold. 

[They  wiihdevu  into  the  te^L 

Banter,  to  hie  tent,  KingRichard,  NoifoUc,  Ratolifl; 
an<2  Catesby. 

K.Rieh,  What is't o'clock? 

Oils.  It*s  supper  time,  my  lord ; 

Ifs  nine  o'clock. 

K.  Rich.  1  will  not  sup  lo-oight— 

Give  me  some  ink  and  paper. — 
What,  b  my  beaver  easier  ,than  it  was  ? — 
And  all  my  armour  laid  into  my  tent? 

Cote.  It  is,  my  liege;  and  au  thingsare  in  readi- 
ness. 

K.  Rich.  Good  Norfolk,  hie  thee  to  thy  charge; 
Use  careful  watch,  choose  tnisty  sentinels. 

JVbr.  I  go,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Stir  with  the  lark  to-monow,  gentle 
Norfolk. 

^or.  I  warrant  yoo,  my  lord.  [Exit 

K.  Rich.  RatcliS; 

Rat.  Mr  bid? 

K.  Rich.  Send  out  a  punuiTant  at  aims 

To  Stanley's  regiment ;  bid  him  bring  his  power 
Before  sun-rising,  lest  his  son  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  cave  of  eternal  night — 
Fill  me  a  bowl  of  wine. — Give  me  a  watch  :* — 

[7b  Catesby. 
Saddle  white  Surrey  for  die  field  to-morrow. — 
Look  that  my  staved  be  sound,  and  not  too  heavy. 
RatclifT, 

Rat  My  lord? 

K.  Rich.  Saw'st  thou  die  melancholy  lord  Nor- 
thumberland ? 

Rat.  Thomas  the  earl  of  Surrey,  and  himself. 
Much  about  cock-shut^  time,  from  troop  to  troop. 
Went  throueh  the  army,  cheering  up  the  soldiers. 

K.  Rich.  1  am  satisfied.  Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine : 
]  have  not  that  alacrity  of  sprit, 
Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  have. — 
So,  set  it  down. — Is  ink  and  paper  ready? 

Rat.  It  is,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Bid  my  guard  watch ;  leave  me. 

About  the  mid  of  night,  come  to  mr  tent 
And  help  to  arm  me.— Leave  me,  I  say. 

[Kins:  Richard  retiree  into  hit  tenL    Exeunt 
Rateliff  and  Catesby. 

Richmond's  tent  opent,  and  ditcooert  him  and  hit 
qfficert,  SfC    Enter  Stanley. 

Stan,  Fortune  and  victory  sit  on  thy  helm ! 

Richm.  All  comfort  that  the  dark  nigtit  can  afford, 
Be  to  thy  person,  noble  father-in-law  I 
Tell  me,  Imw  fares  our  loving  mother  ? 

SUuL  I,  by^ttomev,0  bless  thee  from  thy  mother, 
Who  prays  continoallv  for  Richmond's  good- 
So  much  for  that — The  silent  hours  steal  on, 

(5)  Twilight  (6)  Deputation. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


lU 


KING  RICHARD  in. 


AdT. 


And  flaky  dajUfett  breala  within  the  cut 
In  brief,  for  so  the  kuod  bids  us  be, 
Prepare  thj  battle  earlj  in  the  rooming; 
And  put  thy  fortune  to  the  arbitrement 
Of  bloody  strokes,  and  mortal-staring  war. 
I,  as  I  may  ^that  which  I  would,  I  cannot,) 
With  best  aavaHtaj^  will  deceive  the  time, 
And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  shock  of  arms : 
But  on  thy  side  I  may  not  be  too  forward. 
Lest,  being  seen,  thy  brother,  tender  George, 
Be  executed  in  bis  &tber*s  sight 
Farewell :  The  leisure  and  the  fc 
Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  vows  of 
And  ample  interchange  of  sweet  discourse. 
Which  SO'  long  sundera  friends  should  dwell  upon : 
God  give  us  leisure  for  these  rites  of  love ! 
Once  more,  adieu : — Be  valiant,  and  speed  well ! 

JUchm.  Good  k>rds,  conduct  him  to  ms  regiment : 
ril  strive,  with  troubled  thoughts,  to  take  a  nap ; 
Lest  leaden  slumber  peise^  me  down  to-morrow, 
When  I  should  mount  with  wings  of  victonr : 
Once  more,  good  night,  kind  loras  and  gentlemen. 
[Exeunt  Lords,  tfc.  tmih  Stanley. 
O  Thou!  whose  captain  I  account  myself. 
Look  on  my  forces  with  a  gracious  eye ; 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  bruising  irons  of  wrath. 
That  they  may  crush  down  with  a  heavy  fall 
The  usurping  helmets  of  our  adversaries  I 
Make  us  my  ministers  of  chastisement, 
That  we  may  praise  thee  in  thy  victoiy! 
To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  soul, 
Ere  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  eyes ; 
Sleeping,  and  waking,  O,  defend  me  still !  [Skq^a. 

I%$  Ghost  of  Prince  Edward,  ton  to  Heniy  the 
Sixth,  rites  between  the  two  tenta. 

Ghost.  Let  me  sit  heavy  CD  thy  soul  to-morrow ! 
[To  King  Richard. 
Think,  how  thou  stabMst  me  in  my  prime  of  youth 
At  Tewksburv;  Despair  therefore,  and  die .' — 
Be  cheerful,  Richmond ;  for  the  wroneed  souls 
Of  butcherM  princes  l^t  in  thy  behtuf ; 
King  Henry's  issue,  Ridimond,  comforts  diee. 

The  Ghost  qf  King  Heniy  the  Sixth  rises, 

GhosL  When  I  was  mortal,  my  anointed  body 
[To  King  Richard. 
Br  thee  was  punched  full  of  deadly  holes : 
Tiiink  on  the  Tower,  and  me ;  Despair,  and  die ; 
Harry  the  Sixth  bids  thee  despair  and  die.— 
Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  conqueror ! 

[To  Richmond. 
Hany,  that  prophesy*d  thou  shoulcrst  be  king, 
Doth  comibrt  thee  in  thy  sleep ;  Live,  and  flcwiiiah ! 

The  Ghost  of  Clarence  rties. 

OhosL  Let  roe  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul  to-morrow ! 
[To  King  lUchard. 
I,  that  was  wash*d  to  death  with  fulsome  wine, 
Poor  Clarence,  by  thy  guile  betrayM  to  death ! 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgeless  sword ;  Despair,  and  die ! — 

Thou  oflspring  of  the  house  of  Lancaster, 

[To  Richmond. 
The  wronged  heirs  of  York  do  pray  for  thee ; 
Good  angels  guard  thy  battle !   Live,  and  floorish ! 

The  Ghosts  i/Rivers,  Grey,  and  Vaugfaan,  rise, 

Hie,  Let  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  souf  to-morrow, 
[To  King  Richard. 
Rivers,  that  died  at  Pomfret !  Despair,  and  die ! 

(1)  Weigh. 


Ortjf,  Think  upon  Grey,  and  let  t 

[roKingRiclurd. 
Vmtgh.  Think  upon  Vaughan ;  and,  with  guilty 
fear, 
Let  fiJl  thy  lance!  Despair,  and  die  !— 

[To  King  Richard. 
AIL  Awake !  and  think,  our  wronn  in  Richard's 
bosom  [To  Richmond. 

Will  conquer  him ;— awake,  and  wm  the  day  I 

The  Ghost  iff  Hastings  rifei . 
GAoff.  Bk)ody  and  guilty,  guiltily  awake ; 

[To  King  Richard. 
And  in  a  bloody  batde  end  thy  days ! 
Think  on  lord  Hastings;  and  despair,  and  die  !— 
Quiet  nntroubled  soul,  awake,  awake ! 

[To  Richmond. 
Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  ibr  fur  England's  sake ! 

The  Ghosts  qf  the  two  young  Princes  rtas. 

Ohosts.  Dream  on  thy  oooains  smother'd  in  the 
Tower; 
Let  us  be  lead  within  thy  bosom,  Richard, 
And  weicfa  thee  down  to  rain,  shame,  and  death ! 
Th^  nephews'  souls  bid  thee  despair,  and  die. — 

sleep,  Richmond,  sleep  in  peace,  and  wake  in  joy ; 
Good  ansels  guard  thee  from  the  boar's  annoy . 
Live,  ana  beeet  a  happy  race  of  kings ! 
Edward's  unhappy  sons  do  bid  thee  flourish. 

The  Ghost  qf  Queen  Anne  rises. 

GhosL  Richard,  thy  wife,  that  wretched  Anno 
thy  wife. 
That  never  slept  a  quiet  hour  with  thee. 
Now  fills  thy  Sleep  with  perturbations : 
To>morTOW,  in  the  battle,  think  on  ine. 
And  fall  thy  edgeless  sword ;  Despair,  and  die!-^ 

Thou,  quiet  soul,  sleep  thou  a  quiet  sleep ; 

[7\)  Ricbmood. 
Dream  of  succ^  and  happy  vfctoiy ; 
Thy  adversaiy's  wife  dotn  pray  for  thee. 

The  Ghost  qf  Buckingham  riscf. 

GhosL  The  first  was  I,  that  help'd  thee  to  the 
crown;  [To  King  Richard. 

The  last  was  I  that  felt  thy  tyranny : 
O,  in  the  battle  think  on  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  ruiltiness  i 
Dream  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  deeds  and  deadi ; 
Faintinr,  despair;  despairing, yield  thy  breath!- 
I  diea  for  hope,  ere  I  could  lend  thee  aid ; 

[7o  Richmond. 
But  cheer  thy  heart,  and  be  ^oo  not  dismayed ; 
God  and  good  angels  fi^t  on  Richmond's  side ; 
And  Richard  falls  in  height  of  all  his  pride. 

[7%«  Ghosts  vanish.    King  Richard  starts  oui 
qf  his  dream, 
K,  Rich,  Give  me  another  horse, — bind  up  my 
wounds, — 
Have  mercy,  Jesu ! — Soft;  I  did  but  dream ; 

0  coward  conscience,  how  dost  thou  afllict  me ! — 
The  lights  bum  blue. — It  is  now  dead  midniefaL 
Cold  fmrful  drops  stand  on  my  trembling  flesn. 
What  do  I  fear  f  myself?  there's  none  else  by : 
Richard  loves  Richard ;  that  is,  I  am  I. 

Is  there  a  murderer  here  f  No; — Yes ;  I  am : 
Then  fly,->What,  from  myself  f   Great  reasoo 

Why? 
Lest  I  revenge.    What?   Myself  on  myself ? 

1  love  myself.    Wherefore  ?  for  any  eood. 
That  I  myself  have  done  unto  royselr? 

O,  no :  alas,  I  rather  hate  rnvseli. 
For  hateful  deeds  committea  by  myself. 
I  am  a  villain:  Yet  I  lie,  I  am  not 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


SetiuIIt 


KING  RICHARD  IIL 


US 


Fool,  of  thjseli  •peak  well :— Fool,  do  not  flatter. 
My  conscience  hath  a  thousand  several  tongues, 
And  eveiy  tongue  brings  in  a  several  tale. 
And  every  tale  condemns  me  for  a  villain. 
Perjury,  perjuiy,  in  the  highest  degree ; 
Murder,  stem  murder,  in  ttic  dir'st  degree ; 
All  several  sins,  all  us*d  in  each  degree. 
Throng  to  the  bar,  crying  all, — Guil^  !  guilty ! 
I  shall  despair. — There  is  no  creature  loves  me ; 
And,  if  I  die,  no  soul  will  pity  ntjc : — 
Nay,  wherefore  should  they  }  ance  that  I  myself 
Find  in  mviself  no  pity  to  mysel£ 
Methough't,  the  souls  of  all  that  I  had  murder*d 
Came  to  my  tent :  and  every  one  did  threat 
To-morrow's  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard. 

Enter  RatcUfl: 

Rai.  My  lord, 

K.  Rich.  Who's  there  ? 

Rai.  Ratcliff,  my  lord;  'tis  I.  The  early  village 
cock 
Hath  twice  done  salutation  to  the  mom ; 
Your  friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  armour. 

K.  Rich.  O,  Ratcliflf,  I  have  dreAn'd  a  fearful 
dream! 
What  thinkest  thou .'  will  our  friends  prove  all  true  ? 

Rat.  No  doubt,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Ratcliff,  I  fear,  I  fear,— 

Rat.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  afraid  of  shadows. 

K.  Rich.  By  the  apostle  Paul,  shadows  to-night 
Have  strack  more  terror  to  the  soul  of  Richard, 
Than  can  the  substance  of  ten  thousand  soldiers, 
Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  shallow  Richmond. 
It  is  not  yet  near  day.    Come,  go  with  me ; 
Under  our  tents  I'll  play  the  eavesdropper, 
To  bear,  if  any  mean  to  shrink  from  me. 

[Exeunt  King  Richard  and  Ratcliff. 

Richmond  wakes.    Enter  Oxford  and  othert. 
Lords.  Good  morrow,  Richmond. 
Richm.  'Cry  mercy,  lords,  and  watchful  gentle- 
men. 
That  you  have  ta'en  a  tardy  sluggard  here. 
Lords.  How  have  you  slept,  my  lord  f 
Richm.  The  sweetest  sleep,  and  fairest-boding 
dreams. 
That  ever  enter'd  in  a  drowsy  head, 
Hare  I  since  your  departure  had,  my  lords. 
Methought,  their  souls,  whose  bodies  Richard  mur- 

der'd. 
Came  to  my  tent,  and  cried — On !  victoiy  I 
1  promise  you,  my  heart  is  very  jocund 
In  the  remembrance  of  so  fair  a  dream. 
Hovr  far  into  the  morning  is  it,  lords  ? 
Lords.  Upon  the  stroke  of  four. 
JUchm.  Why,  then  'tis  time  to  arm,  and  give  di- 
rection.—      \He  advances  to  the  troops. 
lAon  than  I  have  said,  loving  countr}'men, 
*The  leisure  and  enforcement  of  the  time 
J^orbids  to  dwell  on :  Yet  remember  this, — 
Ciod,  and  our  good  cause,  fight  upon  our  side ; 
TTbe  prayers  of  holy  saints,  and  wronged  souls, 
like  nirh-rcar'd  bulwarks,  stand  before  our  faces; 
^ichara  except,  those,  whom  we  fight  against, 
^ad  rather  have  us  win,  than  him  they  follow. 
^or  what  is  he  they  follow  ?  truly,  gentlemen, 
.A  bloody  tyrant,  and  a  homicide ; 
On«  rais'd  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  e^tablish'd ; 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath, 
And  slanghter'd  those  that  were  the  means  to  help 

>iim; 
A  base  foul  stone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 
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Of  England's  chair,'  where  he  is  falsely  set ; 
One  that  hath  ever  been  God's  enemy  : 
Then,  if  you  fight  against  God's  enemy, 
God  will,  in  justice,  ward^  you  as  his  soldiers ; 
If  you  do  sweat  to  put  a  tyrant  down, 
You  sleep  in  peace,  the  tyrant  being  slain  ; 
If  you  do  fight  against  your  country's  foes. 
Your  countiy'sfat  shall  pay /our  pains  the  hire; 
If  you  do  fi^t  in  safeguard  of  your  wives, 
Your  wives  shall  welc(»ne  home  the  conqueK>ri ; 
If  you  do  free  your  children  from  the  sword. 
Your  children's  children  ouit'  it  in  your  age. 
Then,  in  the  name  of  God,  and  all  these  rights, 
Advance  your  standards,  draw  your  willing  swords; 
For  me,  the  ransom  of  my  bold  attempt 
Shall  be  this  cold  corpse  on  the  earth'^  cold  face ; 
But  if  I  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt 
The  least  of  you  shall  share  his  part  thereof. 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets,  boldly  and  cheerfully; 
God,  and  Saint  George  !  Richmond,  and  victory ! 

[Exeuni. 

Re-enter  King  Richard,  Ratcliff,  attendants,  amd 
forces. 
K.  Rich.  Wliat  said  Northumberland,  as  toucli> 

ing  Richmond  ? 
Rat.  That  he  was  never  trained  up  in  arms. 
K.  Rich.   He  said  the  truth :  And  what  said 

Surrey  then  ^ 
Rat.  He  smfl'd  and  said,  the  better  for  our  pur- 
pose. 
K.  RxcL  He  was  i'the  right ;  and  so,  indeed,  it  it. 
[Clock  strikes. 
Tell  the  clock  there. — Give  me  a  calendar. — 
Who  saw  the  sun  to-day  f 
Rat.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Then  he  disdains  to  shine ;  for,  by  the 
book. 
He  should  have  brav'd^  the  east  an  hour  ago  * 
A  black  day  will  it  be  to  somebody. — 

Ratcliff, 

Rat.  My  lord.? 

K.  Rich.  The  sun  will  not  be  seen  to-daj; 

The  sky  doth  frown  and  lour  upon  our  army. 
I  would,  these  dewy  tears  were  from  the  ground. 
Not  shine  to-dav  !  Why,  what  is  that  to  me, 
More  than  to  Richmond?  for  the  self-same  heaveO| 
That  frowns  on  me,  looks  sadly  upon  him. 
Enter  Norfolk.  ' 
^or.  Arm,  arm,  my  lord ;  the  foe  vaunts  in  the 

field. 
K.  Rich.  Come,  bustle,  bustle ; — Caparison  iny 
horse; — 
Call  up  lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  power  .— 
I  will  lead  forth  ray  soldiers  to  the  plain. 
And  thus  my  battle  shall  be  ordered. 
My  foreward  shall  be  drawn  out  all  in  length, 
Consisting  equally  of  horse  and  foot ; 
Our  archers  shall  be  placed  in  the  midst : 
John  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  earl  of  Surrey, 
Shall  have  the  leading  of  this  foot  and  horse. 
They  thus  directed,  we  ourself  will  follow 
In  the  main  battle  ;  whose  puissance  on  either  aide 
Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  chiefest  horse. 
This,  and  Saint  George  to  boot !— What  think'st 
thou,  Norfolk  ? 
.N'or.  A  good  direction,  warlike  sovereign. — 
This  found  I  on  my  tent  Oiis  morning. 

[Givine  a  scroll. 

K.  Rich.  JockyqfJ^orfolk,  he  not  too  bold,  [Readu. 

For  Dickon^  thy  master  is  bought  and  sold 

(4)  Made  it  splendid. 

(5)  The  ancient  familiarization  of  Richard. 
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A  thing  devised  by  the  eneosf. — 

Go,  gentlemen,  eveiy  roan  unto  his  chaige ; 

Let  not  our  babblii^  dreams  affr^ht  our  souls ; 

CoQsdenoe  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  use, 

DevisM  at  first  to  keep  the  strong  in  awe ; 

Our  strong  aims  be  our  conscience,  swords  our  law. 

March  on,  join  brayely,  let's  1o*t  pell-mell ; 

If  not  to  heaven,  then4iand  in  hand  to  hell. 

What  shall  I  saj  more  than  I  have  inferred? 
Renoember  whom  jou  are  to  cope  withal ; — 
A  sorti  of  vagabonds,  rascals,  and  runawaja, 
A  scum  of  Bretagnes,  and  base  lackey  peasants, 
Whom  their  o'er-clojM  countiy  vomits  forth 
To  desperate  ventures  and  aasuHd  destruction. 
You  sleeping  safe,  thev  bring  jou  to  unrest ; 


You  havinelands,  and  blessM  with  beauteous  wives, 
Thev  would  restrain  the  one,  distain  the  othei 
And  who  doth  lead  them,  but  a  paltnr  fellow, 


Lon^  kept  in  Bretagne  at  our  mother's  cost? 
A  milk-sop,  one  that  never  in  his  life 
Felt  so  much  cold  as  over-shoes  in  snow? 
Let's  whip  these  stragglers  o'er  the  seas  again ; 
Ladi  hence  these  over-weening  rags  of  France, 
These  famish'd  beg^psrs,  weaiy  of  their  lives ; 
Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit. 
For  want  of  means,  poor  rata,  hadhang'd  themselves: 
tf  we  be  cooquer'a,  let  men  conquer  us. 
And  not  these  bastard  Bretagnes ;  whom  our  fathers 
Have  in  their  own  land  beaten,  bobb'd,  and  thump'd. 
And,  on  record,  left  them  the  heirs  of  shame. 
Shall  these  enjoy  our  lands  ?  lie  with  our  wives  ? 
Ravish  our  daughters  ?— Hark,  I  hea^  their  drum. 
[Drum  irfar  (iff". 
Fight,  gentlemen  of  England !  fight,  bold  yeomen ! 
Draw,  archers,  draw  your  arrows  to  the  head ! 
Spur  your  proud  horses  hard,  and  ride  in  blood; 
Amaze  the  welkin  with  your  broken  staves  !3 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

What  says  lord  Stanley  ?  will  he  bring  his  power  ? 

JUetf .  My  lord,  he  doth  deny  to  come. 

£  Ridi.  Off  instantly  with  his  son  George's  head. 

JVbr.  My  lord,  the  enemy  is  pass'd  the  marsh; 
After  the  battle  let  Geoive  Stanley  die. 

K.  Rich,  A  thousand  hearts  are  great  within  my 


Advance  our  standards,  set  upon  our  foes ; 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  Saint  George, 
Inspire  us  with  the  spleen  of  fienr  dragons ! 
Upon  them!  Victory  sits  on  our  helms.   [Exeuni. 

aCEJfE  ir.— Another  pari  qfthefeUL  Alar- 
um: Exeurtiont.  Enter  JiorkAk,  and /orce$f 
to  him  Catesbj. 

OaU,  Rescue,  my  lord  of  Norfolk,  rescue,  rescue! 
The  king  enacts  more  wonders  than  a  man. 
Daring  an  opposite  to  every  danger ; 
His  horse  is  slain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights. 
Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  or  death  i 
Resctie,  fair  lord,  or  else  the  day  is  lost ! 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Richard. 

jr.  AtcA.  A  hone !  a  horse !  my  kingdom  for  a 

horse! 
Caie,  Withdraw,  my  lord.  111  help  you  to  a  bona. 

(1)  Company. 

(2)  Fright  the  skies  with  the  shivers  of  year  lances. 


K.  Rich.  Slave,  I  have  set  my  life  upon  a  cast. 
And  I  will  stand  ttie  hazard  of  the  die : 
I  think,  there  be  six  Richmonds  in  the  field ; 
Five  have  I  slain  to-day,  instead  of  him : — 
Ahorae!  ahorse!  my  kingdom  for  a  horse!  [hxe. 

Alarvmt.    Enter  King  Richard  and  Richnxmd ; 
and  exeunt  'fighting.    Retreat^  andJUntrish. 
Then  enter  Richmond,  Stanley,  bearing  the 
vfiih  dteere  other  Lords,  and  fcreu. 


Rithm.  God,  and  your  aims,  be  prais'd,  vkrto- 
rioQS  friends ; 
The  day  is  ours,  the  bloody  dog  is  dead. 

51011.   Courageous  Richmond,  well  hast  thou 
accpitthee! 
Lo,  here,  this  long-usurped  royalty. 
From  the  dead  temples  of  this  bloody  wretch 
Have  I  pluck'd  ofi^  to  grace  thy  brows  withal ; 
Wear  it,  enjoy  it,  and  make  much  of  it 

Richm,  Great  God  of  heaven,  say,  A  men,  to  all : — 
But,  tell  me  first,  is  young  Geoii^  Stanley  living? 

Stan.  He  is,  my  lord,  and  safe  in  Lekrester  town; 
Whither,  if  it  please  yon,  we  may  now  withdraw  ua. 

Richm.  Wnat  men  of  name  are  slain  on  either 
iide? 

Stan.  John  duke  of  Norfolk,  Walter  kird  Ferrers, 
Sir  Robert  Brakenbury,  and  sir  William  Brandon. 

Richm.  Inter  their  bodies  as  becomes  their  births. 
Proclaim  a  pardon  to  the  soldiers  fled. 
That  in  submission  will  retnra  to  us ; 
And  then,  as  we  have  ta'en  the  sacrament, 
We  will  unite  the  white  rose  with  the  red : — 
Smile  heaven  upon  this  ^r  conjunction. 
That  long  hath  frown'd  upon  their  enmity  !— 
What  traitor  hears  me,  and  says  not,— Amen  ? 
England  hath  long  been  mad,  and  scarred  herself. 
The  brother  blinSy  shed  the  brother's  Uood, 
The  father  rashly  slaugfater'd  his  own  son. 
The  son,  compell'd,  been  butcher  to  the  sire ; 
All  this  divided  York  and  Lancaster, 
Divided,  in  their  dire  division. — 
O,  now,  let  Richnxmd  and  Elizabeth, 
Tlie  true  succeeders  of  each  royal  house. 
By  God's  fair  ordinance  conjoin  together ! 
And  let  their  heirs  (God,  if  thy  will  be  so,) 
Enrich  the  time  to  come  with  snwoth-fac'd  peace, 
With  smiling  plenty,  and  ^r  prosperous  days ! 
Abate  the  edge  of  traitors,  gracious  Lord, 
That  would  reduce  these  bloody  days  again. 
And  make  poor  England  weep  in  streams  of  blood ! 
Let  them  not  live  to  taste  this  land's  faicrease. 
That  would  with  treason  wound  this  fair  land^ 

peace! 
Now  civil  wounds  are  itopp*d^peace  lives  agam ; 
That  she  may  k»g  live  here,  God  say— Amen. 

^^  [ExemL 


This  is  one  of  the  most  celebrated  of  our  audior*s 
performances ;  yet  I  know  ikot  whether  it  has  not 
happened  to  him  as  to  others,  to  be  pran^d  most* 
wluui  praise  is  not  most  deserved.  That  this  pbj 
has  scenes  noble  in  themselves,  and  very  well  <t>n- 
trived  to  strike  in  the  exhibition,  cannot  be  denied. 
But  some  parts  are  trifling,  others  shocking,  and 
some  imprcSbabla.  JOHNSON. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


King  HeniT  Ihe  Eighth, 

Cardinal  Wolaej.     Cardinal  Campeius. 

Capucius,   amba8$ador  from    ihe   «mptror 

Charles  V, 
Cranmer,  archbishop  qf  Canterbury. 
Duke  qf  Norfolk.    Duke  of  Buckmgham. 
Duke  of  Suffolk.    Earl  of  Surrey. 
Lord  ChasnberUUn.    Lord  Outncellor. 
Gardiner,  bishop  of  Winchester. 
Bishop  of  Lincoln,  £<orc{  Abergarennj.   Lord 

Sands. 
S*r  Hcniy  Guildford.   Str  Thomas  Lovell. 
Sir  Antbooy  Denny.    Sir  Nicholas  Vaux. 
Secretaries  to  Wolsey. 
Crorawell,  servant  to  Wolsej. 
Griffith,  rendemanrusher  to  queen  Katharine. 
T*hrte  other  Gentlemen. 
Doctor  Butts,  physician  to  the  king. 
Garter^  king  at  arms. 


Survmor  to  ihe  duke  of  Buckingham. 

Brandon,  and  a  Serjeant  at  arms. 

Door-keeper  of  the  coundl^Jumber.    Porter^  and 

his  Man. 
Page  to  Gardiner.    A  Crier. 

Queen  Katharine,  wife  to  king  Henry,  afterwards 

divorced. 
Anne  Bullen,  her  maid  <f  honour;  afterwards 

queen, 
^n  old  lady,  friend  to  Anne  Bullen. 
Patience,  UHWion  to  queen  Katharine. 

Several  Lords  and  Ladies  in  the  dumb  shows; 
Women  attending  upon  the  queen;  Spirits, 
which  appear  to  her ;  Scribes,  Officers,  GuardSy 
and  other  .Attendants. 

Scene,  chiefly  m  London  and  Westminster;  ones, 
o^Kimbolton. 


PROLOGUE. 

Jl  COME  DO  more  to  make  70a  laugh;  things 

now, 
That  bear  a  weightjr  and  a  serious  brow, 
Sad,  high,  and  woraing,  full  of  state  and  wo, 
Such  noble  scenes  as  oraw  the  eye  to  flow. 
We  now  present    Those  that  can  pity,  here 
May,  if  they  think  it  well,  let  fall  a  tear ; 
The  subject  will  deserve  it     Such,  as  give 
Their  money  out  of  hope  they  may  believe, 
Rfajr  here  find  truth  too.    Those,  that  come  to  see 
Oofy  a  show  or  two,  and  so  agree. 
The  pby  may  pass ;  if  they  be  still,  and  willing, 
ni  imdnrtake,  may  see  away  their  shilling 
Richly  in  two  short  hours.    Only  they. 
That  come  to  hear  a  merry,  bawdy  play, 
A  noiie  of  taigets ;  or  to  see  a  fellow 
Id  a  kxig  rootfey  coat,  guarded^  with  yellow, 
Will  be  deceived :  for,  eentle  bearers,  know, 
To  mnk  our  chosen  truUi  with  such  a  show 
Aa  fix)I  and  fight  is,  beside  forfeiting 
Otor  own  brains,  and  the  opinion  that  we  bring 
(To  nake  that  only  true  we  now  intend,^) 
WQI  leare  us  never  an  understanding  friend. 
Therefcn,  for  goodness*  sake,  and  as  you  are 

known 
The  first  and  happiest  hearers  of  the  town. 
Be  ead,  as  we  would  make  ye :  Think,  ye  see 
The  rery  persons  of  our  noble  stoiy. 
As  they  were  living ;  think,  you  see  them  mat, 
And  mUm^d  with  the  general  throng,  and  sweat, 
Of  thousand  friends ;  then,  in  a  moment,  see 
II0W  soon  this  mightiness  meets  miseiy ! 
And,  if  you  can  be  mernr  then,  Pll  say, 
A  man  may  weep  upon  his  wedding*d^y. 

(1)  UceA  (2)  Pretend. 


ACT  I. 

SCEJV'E  /.—London.  An  antechamber  in  ths 
Palace.  Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  at  one  door; 
at  the  other,  the  Duke  (j/^  Buckingham,  and  the 
Lord  Abeigarenny. 

Buckingham. 

GOOD  morrow,  and  well  met    How  hare  yoQ 
done, 
Smce  last  we  saw  in  France  f 

J^Tor.  I  thank  ^our  grace » 

Healthful ;  and  ever  since  a  fresh  admirer 
Of  what  I  saw  there. 

Buck.  An  untimely  ague 

Stay'd  me  a  prisoner  in  my  chamber,  when 
Those  suns  of  gloiy,  those  two  lights  of  men,' 
Met  in  the  vale  of  Arde. 

^or.  'Twixt  Guynes  and  Arde : 

I  was  then  present,  saw  them  salute  on  horseback ; 
Beheld  them,  when  they  lighted,  how  they  clung 
In  dieir  cmbracement,  as  they  grew  togeUier; 
Which  had  they,  what  four  thronM  ones  could  have 

weighed 
Such  a  compounded  one  f 

Buck.  All  the  whole  time 

I  was  my  chamber's  prisoner. 

JVbr.  Then  you  lost 

The  view  of  earthly  gloiy :  Men  might  say, 
Till  this  time,  pomp  was  single ;  but  now  married 
To  one  above  itselt    Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  day*s  master,  till  me  last 
Made  former  wonders  it's :  To-day,  the  French, 
All  clinquant,^  all  in  |old,  like  heathen  gods. 
Shone  down  the  Elnglish :  and,  to-morrow,  they 

(3)  Henry  Mil.  and  Francis  I.  king  of  France. 

(4)  Glittering,  shining. 
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Made  Britain,  India :  eveiy  man,  that  itood, 
Shovr'd  like  a  mine.  Their  dwai^  pages  were 
Af  cherabira^  all  aplt :  the  madami  too, 
Not  us*d  to  toil,  did  almost  sweat  to  bear 
The  pride  apon  them,  that  their  Tei^  labour 
Was  to  them  as  a  painting:  now  thu  mask 
Was  C17M  incomparable ;  and  the  ensuing  night 
Made  it  a  fool,  and  beggar.    The  two  kings, 
Eqoal  in  lustre,  were  now  best,  now  worst. 
As  presence  did  present  them ;  him  in  e je. 
Still  him  in  praise :  and,  being  present  both, 
*Twas  said,  thej  saw  but  one;  and  no  discemer 
Durst  was^  his  tongue  incensure.1  When  these  suns 
(For  so  mej  nhrase  them,)  by  their  heralds  chal- 

The  noble  spirits  to  aims,  tfwy  did  peifimn 
Bejrood  thought's  compass ;  that  fonner  &bulons 

stoiy, 
Being  now  seen  possible  enough,  got  credit, 
That  Be?isa  was  belie?*d. 

Buck,  O,  jou  go  fiir. 

JVbr.  As  I  belone  to  worship,  and  affect 
In  honour  honesty,  ue  tract  of  eveiy  thinp^ 
Would  by  a  good  discourser  lose  some  life. 
Which  action's  self  was  toitt;ue  ta  All  wasroyal ; 
To  the  disposing  of  it  nought  rebell'd ; 
Order  gave  each  thing  view ;  the  office  did 
Distinctly  his  full  fuuctioo. 

Buck.  Whodidguide, 

I  mean,  who  set  the  body  and  the  limbs 
Of  this  great  sport  together,  as  you  guess? 

J^cr.  One,  certes,*  that  promises  no  element* 
In  such  a  business. 

Buck.  I  pray  you,  who,  mv  lord? 

If  or.  All  this  was  order'd  br  the  sood  discretion 
Of  the  right  reverend  cardinal  of  York. 

Buck.  The  devil  ^peed  him!  no  man's  pie  is  freed 
From  his  ambitious  nnger.    What  had  be 
To  do  in  these  fierce*  vanities  ?  I  wonder, 
That  such  a  keech^  can  with  his  veiy  bulk 
Take  up  die  reys  o'the  beneficial  sun, 
And  keep  it  bvtx  the  earth. 

Jfor,  Surely,  sir, 

Thare's  in  him  stuff  that  puts  him  to  thoe  ends : 
For,  being  not  propp'd  by  ancestxy  rwhose  grace 
ChsLlks  successors  their  way,)  nor  call'd  upon 
For  hi^h  feats  done  to  the  crown ;  neither  allied 
To  eminent  assistants,  but,  spider*ltke. 
Out  of  his  self-drawing  web,  he  gives  us  note, 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way ; 
A  gift  that  heaven  gives  for  him,  which  buys 
A  place  next  to  the  king. 

Aher,  I  cannot  tell 

What  heaven  hath  given  him,  let  some  graver  eye 
Fierce  into  that ;  but  I  can  see  his  pride 
Peep  through  each  part  of  him:  Whence  has  be 

that? 
If  not  from  hell,  the  devil  is  a  niggard ; 
Or  has  given  all  before,  and  he  b^;ins 
A  new  nell  in  himself. 

Buck,  Why  the  devil, 

Upon  this  French  going-out,  took  he  upon  him. 
Without  the  privity  o'the  kinsr,  to  appoint 
Who  should  attend  on  him  ?  He  makes  up  the  file^ 
Of  all  the  gentiy ;  for  the  most  part  such 
Too,  whom  as  great  a  charge  as  little  honour 
He  meant  to  lay  upon :  ancThis  own  letter,^ 
The  honourable  board  of  council  out. 
Must  fetch  him  in  he  papers. 

(1)  In  (minion,  which  was  most  noble. 

(2)  Sir  Bevis,  an  old  romance. 

(3)  Certainly.        (4)  Prec'ice.        (5)  Proud. 
(6)  Lump  d  fat        (7;  List  I 


Aber.  I  do  know 

Kinsmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  least,  that  haw 
hj  this  so  sicken'd  their  estates,  that  never 
lliey  shall  abound  as  foimerly. 

Bofk.  '  0,many 

Have  broke  their  backs  with  Iayin||^  manors  on  them 
For  this  great  journey.    What  did  this  vanity, 
But  minister  communicatiao  of 
A  most  poor  issue? 

ICor,  Grievinglv  I  tfiink, 

The  peace  between  the  French  and  us  not  valoes 
The  cost  that  did  conclude  it 

Buck,  Eveiy  man. 

After  the  hideous  stonn  that  fdlow'd,  was 
A  thing  inspired :  and,  not  consulting,  broke 
Into  a  general  propbecr^, — That  this  tempest, 
Dashine  the  eaiment  ot  this  peace,  aboded 
The  sudden  Breach  on't 

Jfor,  Which  is  budded  out ; 

For  France  hath  flaw'd  the  league,  and  hath  attach'd 
Our  merchants'  goods  at  Bourdeanx. 

Aber,  U  it  therefore 

The  ambassador  is  silenc'd  ? 

Her.  Many,  ts't 

Aber.  A  proper  tide  of  a  peace ;  and  purchas'd 
At  a  sujpeifiuous  rate ! 

Buck.  Why,  all  Ais  business 

Our  reverend  cardinal  carried.* 

Jfor,  'Like  it  ^our  grace. 

The  state  takes  notice  of  the  private  difference 
Betwixt  you  and  the  cardinal.    I  advise  you, 
(And  take  it  from  a  heart  that  wishes  towards  you 
Honour  and  plenteous  safety,)  that  you  read 
The  cardinal's  malice  and  his  potency 
Together :  to  consider  further,  that 
What  his  high  hatred  would  effect,  wants  not 
A  minister  in  his  power :  You  know  his  nature. 
That  he's  revene;eful ;  and  I  know,  his  sword 
Hath  a  sharp  ec^ :  it's  long,  and,  it  may  be  said. 
It  reaches  far ;  and  where  'twill  not  extend. 
Thither  he  darts  it    Bosom  up  my  counsel. 
You'll  find  it  wholesome.    Lo»  where  oomos  that 

rock. 
That  I  advise  your  shunning. 

Enter  Cardinal  Wolsey  {Iht  purte  borne  be/ort 
him,)  certain  qf  the  guard,  and  two  Secretaries 
with  papers.  The  Cardinal  m  hit  passage 
Jixdh  hueyeon  Buckingham,  ani  Buckingham 
on  him,  both  full  qf  diuain. 

WoL  The  duke  of  Buckingham's  surveyor,  ha? 
Where's  his  examination  ? 

1  Seer*  Here,  so  please  you. 

W6L  Is  he  in  person  ready  ? 

1  Seer.  Aj,  please  your  grace. 

fVoL  Well,  we  shall  then  know  more;  and 
Buckingham 
Shall  lessen  this  big  look.  [Exe.  Wolsey, oiuf  from. 

Buck  This  butcher's  curio  is  venom-moutfa'd, 
and  I 
Have  not  the  power  to  muzzle  him ;  therefore,  best 
Not  wake  him  in  his  slumber.    A  beggar's  book 
Out-worths  a  noble's  blood. 

JVor.  What,  are  you  chaTd  ? 

Ask  God  for  temperance ;  that's  the  appliance  only, 
Which  your  disease  requires. 

Buck.  I  read  in  his  looks 

Matter  a^nst  me ;  and  his  ere  revil'd 
Me,  as  his  abject  object :  at  this  instant 


(8)  Sets  down  in  his  letter  widwut  consulting  tha 
council. 

(9)  Conducted. 

(10)  Wolsey  was  the  son  of  a  butcher. 
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Stay,  my  lord, 
let  yoar  reason  with  yotir  choler  questioo 
t  *ti8  vou  go  about :  To  climb  steep  hills, 
ires  slow  pace  at  first :  Anger  is  like 


He  boresi  me  with  some  trick    He*8  gone  to  the 

/     king; 
rU  follow,  and  out-stare  him. 

And  let 

What 

Requires  sbw  pace  at  first :  Angei 

A  full-hot  horse ;  who  being  allowM  his  way. 

Self-mettle  tires  him.    Not  a  man  in  England 

Can  advise  me  like  you :  be  to  yourself 

At  you  would  to  your  friend. 

Budc  rU  to  the  king; 

And  from  a  mouth  of  honour  quite  ciy  down 
This  Ipswich  fellow^s  insolence ;  or  proclaim, 
There's  difference  in  no  persons. 

JVVr.  Beadvis'd; 

Heat  not  a  furnace  for  your  foe  so  hot 
That  it  do  sin^  yourself:  We  may  outrun. 
By  violent  swiftness,  that  which  we  run  at, 
And  lose  by  over-running.     Know  you  not, 
The  fire,  that  mounts  the  liquor  till  it  run  o*er. 
In  seeming  to  augment  it,  wastes  it  ?  Be  advis*d : 
I  say  again,  there  is  no  English  soul 
More  stronger  to  direct  you  than  yourself; 
If  with  the  sap  of  reason  you  would  quench. 
Or  but  allay,  the  fire  of  passion. 

Buck.  Sir, 

I  am  thankful  to  ^on ;  and  PU  go  along 
By  your  prescription  : — but  this  top-proud  fellow, 
fWhom  from  the  flow  of  gall  I  name  not,  but 
From  sincere  nootions,)  by  iiitellisBnce,     , 
And  proofs  as  clear  as  founts  in  July,  whok 
We  see  each  grain  of  gravel,  I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treasonous. 
^or.  Say  not,  treasonous. 

Buck,  To  the  king  1*11  say*t;  and  make  my  vouch 
as  strong 
As  shore  of  rock.     Attend.    This  holy  fox. 
Or  wolf,  or  both  (for  he  is  equal  ravenous, 
As  he  is  subtle ;  and  as  prone  to  mischief, 
As  able  to  perform  it :  his  mind  and  place 
Infecting  one  another,  yea,  reciprocally,) 
Only  to  show  his  pomp  as  well  m  France 
As  here  at  home,  suggests^  the  king  our  master 
To  thb  last  costly  treaty,  the  interview. 
That  swallowM  so  much  treasure,  and  like  a  gli 
Did  break  i*the  rinsing. 
J>for.  *Faith,  and  so  it  did. 

Budk.  Pray,  give  me  favour,  sir.    This  cunning 
cardinal 
Hie  articles  o*the  combination  drew, 
As  himself  pleased ;  and  they  were  ratified. 
As  he  cried.  Thus  let  be :  to  as  much  end, 
As  give  a  crutch  to  the  dead :  But  our  count-cardinal 
Has  done  this,  and  *tis  well ;  for  worthy  Wolsey, 
Who  cannot  err,  he  did  it    Now  this  follows 
(Which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  puppy 
To  the  old  dam,  treason,)— -Charies  the  emperor, 
Under  pretence  to  see  the  queen  his  aunt 
(For  Hwas,  indeed,  his  colour ;  but  he  came 
To  whisper  Wolsey,)  here  makes  visitation : 
His  fears  were,  that  the  interview,  betwixt 
England  and  France,  might,  through  their  amity. 
Breed  him  some  prejudice ;  for  from  this  league 
Peep*d  barms  that  menac*d  him :  He  privily 
Deals  with  our  cardinal ;  and,  as  I  trow, — 
Which  I  do  well ;  for,  I  am  sure,  the  emperor 
Pisid  ere  he  promised;  whereby  his  suit  was  granted. 
Ere  it  was  askM ;— -but  when  the  way  was  made. 
And  pav*d  with  eold,  the  emperor  thus  desirM ; — 
That  he  would  please  to  alter  the  king*s  course. 
And  break  the  foresaid  peace.  Let  the  king  know, 

(1)  Stabs.    (2)£xcite«.    (3)  Unfair  stratagem. 


(As  soon  he  shall  by  me,)  that  thus  the  cardinal 
Does  buy  and  sell  his  honour  as  he  pleases, 
And  for  his  own  advantage. 

-^OT'  I  am  Sony 

To  hear  this  of  him ;  and  could  wish,  be  were 
Something  mistaken  in*t 

Buck.  No,  not  a  syllable, 

I  do  pronounce  him  in  that  veiy  shape, 
He  shall  appear  in  proofl 

Enter  Brandon ;  a  Serjeant  at  Anns  b^ore  Am, 
and  two  or  three  <if  the  guardg. 

Bran,  Your  office,  serjeant;  execute  it 

Serj.  Sir, 

My  lord  the  duke  of  Buckingham,  and  eari 
Of  Hereford,  Stafford,  and  Northampton,  I 
Arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  in  the  name 
Of  our  most  sovereign  king. 

BwJc.  Lo  you,  my  lord, 

The  net  has  fallen  upon  me;  I  shall  pensh 
Under  device  and  practice.* 

Bran.  I  am  sony 

To  see  you  ta*en  from  h'berty,  to  look  on 
The  business  present :  »Tis  his  highness*  pleasure 
You  shall  to  the  Tower. 

Buck.  It  will  help  me  nothing, 

To  plead  mine  innocence ;  for  that  oie  is  on  me. 
Which  makes  my  whitest  part  black.    The  will 

of  Heaven 
Be  done  in  this  and  all  things !— I  obey. — 

0  my  lord  Aberga*ny,  fare  you  well. 

Bran.  Nay,  he  must  bear  you  company :— The 
king  [To  Abergavenny. 

Is  plcasM,  you  shall  to  ihe  Tower,  till  you  know 
How  he  detennines  further. 

Aber.  As  the  duke  said, 

The  will  of  heaven  be  done,  and  the  king's  pleasure 
By  me  obey'd. 

Bran.  Here  is  a  warrant  fitnn 

The  kin^,  to  attach  lord  Montacutc;  and  the  bodies 
Of  the  duke's  confessor,  Jdm  de  la  Court, 
One  Gilbert  Peck,  his  chancellor, — 

Buck.  So,  so ; 

These  are  the  limbs  of  the  plot :  no  more,  I  hope. 

Bran.  A  monk  o'the  Chartreux. 

Buck.  O,  Nicholas  Hopkins .' 

Bran.  He.  - 

Buck.  My  surveyor  is  fidae ;  the  o'er-great  car^ 
dinal 
Hath  show'd  him  gold  :  my  life  is  spann'd^  already : 

1  am  the  shadow  of  poor  Buckingham ; 
Whose  figure  even  this  instant  cloud  puts  on. 
By  darkening  my  clear  sun. — ^My  k>ra,  farewell. 

[E^xeunL 
SCEKE  11— The  couneO-chamber.  Comets. 
Enter  King  Hennr,  Cardinal  Wolsey,  the  Lords 
qf  the  Council,  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  Officers,  and 
Assistants.  The  King  enters,  Uanmg  on  the 
CardinoTs  shoulder. 

K.  Hen.  My  life  itself,  and  the  best  heart  of  it 
Thanks  yon  for  this  great  care :  I  stood  i'the  level 
Of  a  fulf-chargM  comederacy,  and  give  thanks 
To  you  that  cbok*d  it— Let  be  caird  before  us 
That  gentleman  of  Buckingham's :  in  person 
1*11  hc»sr  him  his  confessions  justify ; 
And  point  by  point  the  treasons  of  his  master 
He  shall  agftin  relate. 

The  King  takes  his  stated  The  Lords  of  the 
Council  take  their  several  places.  The  Cajrdinat 
places  himself  under  the  King*a  feet,  on  hi$ 
right  side. 


C4) 


(5)  Chair. 
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A  noise  tnthin,  crying  Room  for  the  Queen.  En- 
ter the  Queen,  ushered  by  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk 
and  Suflolk  :  she  kneels.  The  King  riseihfrcm 
his  statej  takes  her  up,  kisses,  and  placeth  her 
by  him. 

Q.  Kath.  Nay,  we  must  longer  kneel ;  I  am  a 
suitor. 

K.  Hen.  Arise,  and  take  place  by  us: — Half 
your  suit 
Never  name  to  us ;  you  have  half  our  power : 
The  other  moiety,  ere  you  ask,  is  given ; 
Reoeat  your  will,  and  take  it. 

Q.  Kaih,  Thank  your  majesty. 

That  you  would  love  yourself;  and,  m  that  love. 
Not  unconsidered  leavej'our  honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  ofiice,  is  the  point 
Of  my  petition. 

K.  Hen.  Lady  mine,  proceed. 

S.  Kath.  I  am  solicited,  not  by  a  few, 
those  of  true  condition,  that  your  subjects 
Are  in  great  grievance:  there  have  been  com- 
missions 
Sent  down  amone  them,  which  hath  flawM  the  heart 
Of  all  their  loyalties  : — wherein,  although, 
My  good  lord  cardinal,  they  vent  reproaches 
mosi  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter-on 
Of  these  exactions,  yet  tne  king  our  master 
(Whose  honour  Heaven  shield  from  soil !)  even  he 

escapes  not 
Language  unmannerly,  yea,  such  which  breaks 
The  sides  of  loyalty,  and  almost  appears 
In  loud  rebellion. 

^or.  Not  almost  appears. 

It  doth  appear ;  for,  upon  these  taxations, 
The  clotniers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  Monging,  have  put  off 
The  spinsters,  carders,  fullers,  weavers,  who, 
Unfit  for  other  life,  compellM  by  hui^r 
And  lack  of  other  means,  in  despera^  manner 
Daring  the  event  to  the  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar, 
And  Danger  serves  among  them. 

K.  Hen.  *  Taxation! 

Wherein  ?  and  what  taxation  ? — Mv  lord  cardinal. 
You  that  are  biamM  for  it  alike  with  us. 
Know  you  of  this  taxation  ^ 

Wot.  Please  you,  sir, 

I  know  but  of  a  single  part,  in  aught 
Pertains  to  the  state ;  and  front  but  m  that  file^ 
Where  others  tell  steps  with  me. 

Q.  Kath.  No,  my  lord. 

You  know  no  more  than  others :  but  you  frame 
Things,  that  are  known  alike ;  which  are  not  whole- 
some 
To  those  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet  must 
Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.     These  exactions. 
Whereof  my  sovereign  would  have  note,  they  are 
Most  pestilent  to  the  nearine ;  and,  to  bear  them. 
The  back  is  sacrifice  to  the  Toad.     They  say, 
They  are  devis'd  by  you ;  or  else  you  suffer 
Too  hard  an  exclamation. 

K.  Hen.  Still  exaction ! 

The  nature  of  it }  In  what  kind,  let's  know. 
Is  this  exaction  ^ 

Q.  Kath.  I  am  much  too  venturous  * 

In  tempting  of  your  patience ;  but  am  boIden*d 
Under  your  promised  pardon     The  subjects*  Rrief 
Comes  through  commissions,  which  compel  from 

each 
The  sixth  part  of  his  substance,  to  be  levied 
Without  delay ;  and  the  pretence  for  this 

(1)  I  am  only  one  among  the  other  counsellors. 

(2)  Thicket  U  thorns.        (3)  Retard. 


Is  nam*d,  your  wars  in  France :  This  makes  bold 

mouths : 
Tonnes  spit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts  freeze 
Allegiance  in  them  ;  their  curses  now. 
Live  where  their  prayers  did;  and  it's  come  to  pass, 
That  tractable  obedience  is  a  slave 
To  each  incensed  will.     I  would,  your  highness 
Would  give  it  quick  consideration,  for 
There  is  no  primer  business. 

K  Hen.  By  my  life, 

Thi!4  is  against  our  pleasure. 

WoL  And  for  mc, 

I  have  no  farther  gone  in  this,  than  by 
A  single  voice ;  and  that  not  pass'd  me,  but 
By  learned  approbation  of  the  judges. 
If  I  am  traduc'd  by  tongues,  which  neither  know 
My  faculties,  nor  person,  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  of  my  doing, — let  me  say, 
'Tis  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake^ 
That  virtue  must  ^  through.     We  must  not  stint* 
Our  necessar*'  actions,  in  the  fear 
To  cope^  malicious  censurers ;  which  ever, 
As  ravenous  fishes,  do  a  vessel  follow 
That  is  new  trinim'd ;  btit  benefit  no  further 
Than  vainly  Itmging.     What  we  oft  do  best. 
By  §ick  interpreters,  once*  weak  ones,  is 
Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd  ;6  what  worst,  as  oft. 
Hitting  a  grosser  quality,  is  cried  up 
For  our  best  act     If  we  shall  stand  still. 
In  fear  our  motion  will  be  mock*d  or  carp'd  at. 
We  should  take  root  here  where  we  sit,  or  sit 
State  statues  only. 

K.  Hen.  Things  done  well. 

And  with  a  care,  exempt  themselves  from  fear ; 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  issue 
Are  to  be  fear'd.     Have  you  a  precedent 
Of  this  commission.^  I  believe,  not  any. 
We  must  not  rend  our  subjects  from  our  laws, 
And  stick  them  in  our  will.    Sixth  part  of  each  ? 
A  trembling  contribution !  Why,  we  take. 
From  every  tree,  lop,  bark,  ancf  part  o'the  timber; 
And,  thou^  we  leave  it  with  a  root,  thus  hack'd, 
The  air  will  drink  the  sap.     To  every  county. 
Where  this  is  questioned,  send  our  letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  denied 
The  force  of  this  commission :  Pray,  look  to*t ; 
I  put  it  to  your  care. 

W6L  A  word  with  yoa. 

[To  the  Secrelary. 
Let  there  be  letters  writ  to  every  shire. 
Of  the  king's  grace  and  paroon.     The  griev'd 

commons 
Hardly  conceive  of  me ;  let  it  be  nois'd. 
That,  through  our  intercession,  this  revokement 
And  pardon  comes  :  I  shall  anon  advise  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  [Exit  SecreUury. 

Enter  Surveyor. 

Q.  Kath.  I  am  sony,  that  the  duke  c^  Bucking- 
ham 
f  s  run  in  your  displeasure. 

K.  Hen,  It  grieves  many : 

The  gentleman  is  leam'd,  and  a  most  rare  spesaker, 
To  nature  none  more  bound ;  his  training  such. 
That  he  may  furnish  and  instruct  great  teachers, 
And  never  seek  for  aid  out?  of  himself. 
Yet  see 

When  these  so  noble  benefits  shall  prove 
Not  well-dispos'd,  the  mind  growing  once  cormpt. 
They  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Than  ever  they  were  fair.  This  man  so  cdmpfete, 


(4)  Encounter. 
(7)  Beyond. 


(5)  Sonnetime.     (6)  Approred. 
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Who  W8fl  enroird  'moiigst  wooden,  and  when  we, 
Almost  with  ra?ishM  listening,  could  not  find 
His  hour  of  speech  a  minute ;  he,  my  ladj, 
Hath  into  monstrous  habits  put  the  graces 
That  once  were  his,  and  is  become  as  black 
As  if  besmeared  in  bell.    Sit  by  us ;  you  shall  bear 
(This  was  his  gentleman  in  trust,)  of  him 
Tliinn  to  strike  honour  sad — Bid  him  recount 
The  tore-recited  practices ;  whereof 
We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

fVoL  Stand  forth ;  and  with  bold  spirit  relate 
what  yon. 
Most  like  a  careful  subject,  have  collected 
Oit  of  the  duke  of  Buckingham. 

K.  Hat.  Speak  freely. 

Surv.  First,  it  was  usual  with  him,  cveiy  day 
It  would  infect  his  speech,  That  if  the  king 
Should  without  issue  die,  beM  canyi  it  so 
To  make  tfie  sceptre  his :  These  very  words 
I  have  heard  him  utter  to  his  son-in-law, 
liord  Aberga'ny ;  to  whom  by  oath  be  menac*d 
Revenge  upon  the  cardinal. 

}VU.  Please  j^oar  highness,  note 

This  damroos  oonceptioo  in  this  point 
Not  friended  by  his  wish,  to  your  high  person 
His  will  is  most  malignant;  and  it  stretches 
Beyond  yon,  to  your  friends. 

O.  Kaih.  My  leam'd  lord  cardinal, 

1>eUver  all  with  charity. 

K.  Hen.  Speak  on : 

How  grounded  he  his  title  to  the  crown, 
Upon  our  fiul  ?  to  this  point  hast  thou  heard  him 
At  any  time  speak  aognt? 

Sttrv,  He  was  brought  to  this 

By  a  vain  prodiecy  of  Nicholas  Hopkins. 

K.  Hen.  What  was  that  Hopkins  ? 

Surv.  Sir,  a  Chartreux  friar, 

His  confessor;  who  fed  himeveiy  minute 
With  woids  of  sovereignty. 

K.  Hen.  How  know'st  thou  this  f 

Surv.  Not  long  before  your  highness  sped  to 
France, 
The  duke  being  at  the  Roae,^  within  the  parish 
Saint  Lawrence  Poultney,  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  neech  amongst  the  Londoners 
CoDcemine  the  French  journey :  I  replied. 
Men  fear*a,  the  French  would  prove  perfidious, 
To  the  kiog*s  danger.    Ptvsendy  the  duke 
Said,  Twas  the  fear,  indeed ;  and  that  he  doubted, 
*Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  monk ;  Thai  oft,  says  he, 
Haih  utd  to  me,  tnsMng  me  to  permit 
John  de  la  Ckmrt,  my  cAap^am,  a  cAoice  hour 
To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  tome  moment: 
Whom  after  under  the  ea^fession^s  seal 
He  aolemnl^  had  wwm,  thtUf  uihat  he  tpoke. 
My  ehaplam  to  no  creature  livingrbut 
To  me,  should  utier,  vnth  demure  confidence 
This  poMsingly  ensu^dy— Neither  the  Jang,  nor  his 

heirs, 
CTeU  you  the  duke)  MU  prosper:  bid  him  strive 
To  rain  the  love  <f  (he  commonaUy;  the  duke 
Shall  govern  England. 

q.  Kaih,  If  I  know  yon  well. 

You  were   the  duke's  surveyor,  and  lost  your 

office 
On  (he  complaint  Vthe  tenants :  Take  good  heed, 
Yon  charge  not  in  your  spleen  a  noble  person, 
And  spoil  ^our  nobW  soul  I  I  say,  take  need ;' 
Yes,  heartily  beseech  yoo. 

K.  Hen.  Let  him  oo : — 

(1)  Conduct,  manage. 

(2)  Now  Ideicfatfit/raylof's  School 


Go  forward. 

Surv.  On  my  soul,  m  speak  but  trudi. 

I  told  my  lord  the  duke.  By  the  deviPs  illusions 
The  monk  might  be  deceivM;   and  that  *twai 

dang'rous  for  him. 
To  ruminate  on  this  so  far,  until 
It  foTgM  him  some  design,  which,  being  believM, 
It  was  much  Uke  to  do :  He  answerM,  Tush  ! 
It  can  do  me  no  damare:  addine  further, 
That,  had  the  king  in  his  last  sickness  fail'd. 
The  cardinaPs  and  sir  Thomas  Loveirs  heads 
Should  have  gone  off. 

K.  Hen.  Ha!  what,  so  rank?  Ah,  ha! 

There^s  mischief  in  this  man :— <^anst  thou  say  fur- 
ther? 

Surv.  I  can,  my  liege. 

K.Hen,  Proceed. 

Surv.  Being  at  Greenwich, 

Afler  your  hiefaness  had  reproved  Uie  duke 
About  sir  William  Blomer, — 

K.  Hen.  I  remember. 

Of  such  a  time : — Being  my  servant  sworn. 

The  duke  retained  him  his. But  on;   What 

hence? 

Sunr.  If,  quoth  he,  I  for  this  had  been  com- 
mittedj 
As  to  the  Tower,  Khought,— I  would  have play'd 
The  part  my  father  meant  to  act  upon 
The  usurper  Richard:  who,  being  at  Salisbury, 
Made  suit  to  come  in  his  presence;  toAicA,  \f 


As  he  made  sembUmee  of  his  duty,  would 
Have  put  his  kntfe  into  him. 

K.  Hen.  A  giant  traitor ! 

WoL  l^om^  madam,  may  his  nighoess  live  io 
freedom. 
And  this  man  oat  of  prison  ? 

q.  Kaih.  God  mend  all ! 

K.  Hen.  There's  something  more  would  out  of 
thee;  Whatsav'st? 

Surv.   Afier— the  duhs  his  /a<^,— with  the 

He  stretchM  him,  and,  with  one  hand  on  his  dagger. 
Another  spread  on  his  breast,  mounting  Ms  eyes, 
He  did  diacharge  a  horrible  oath ;  whose  tenor 
Was,— Were  m  evil  us'd,  he  would  out-go 
His  father,  by  as  much  as  a  perfoimance 
Does  an  irresolute  purpose. 

K  Hen.  There's  his  period. 

To  sheath  his  knife  in  as.    He  is  attach'd ; 
Call  him  to  present  trial :  if  he  may 
Find  mercy  in  the  law,  'tis  his ;  if  none. 
Let  him  not  seek'tof  us :  By  day  and  nkht. 
He's  traitor  to  the  height  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ<rE  111-^  room  inthe  palace.   Enter  (he 
Lord  Chamberlain,  and  Lord  Sands. 

Cham.  Is  itposMble,  the  spells  of  France  shoold 
juggle 
Men  into  such  strange  myiteriet? 

Sands.  New  customs, 

Though  they  be  never  so  ridiculous, 
Nay,  tet  them  be  unmanly,  vet  are  follow'd. 

Cham*  As  &r  as  I  see,  au  the  good  our  English 
Have  got  by  the  late  voyage,  is  but  merely 
A  fit>  or  two  of  the  fiaioe ;  but  they  are  shrewd  ones ; 
For  when  they  hold  them,you  would  swear  directly, 
Their  veiy  noses  had  been  counsellors 
To  Pepin,  or  Clotharius,  they  keep  state  sa 

Sands.  They  ha»e  all  new  legs,  and  lame  onei; 
one  woold  take  it. 
That  never  saw  them  pace  before,  the  spavin, 

(3)  Grimace. 
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k  springhalt  relgnM  among  them. 

Cham.  Death !  mj  lord, 

Their  clothes  are  after  sach  a  pagan  cut  too. 
That,  sure,  they  have  worn  out  Christendom.   How 

now? 
What  news,  sir  Thomas  Lovcll  ? 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  LovelL 
Lov.  Taith,  nxy  lord, 

I  hear  of  none,  but  the  new  proclamation 
Tbat*s  clapp*d  upon  the  court-gate. 
Cham.  What  is't  for? 

Lov.  The  reformation  of  our  travcUM  gallants. 
That  fill  the  court  with  quarrels,  talk,  and  tailors. 
Oum,  I  am  glad,  *tis  there ;  now  I  would  pray 
our  monsieurs 
To  think  an  English  courtier  may  be  wise, 
And  never  see  me  Louvre.^ 

Lov.  They  must  either 

fFor  so  run  the  conditions)  leave  tnese  remnants 
Of  fool,  and  feather,  that  the^  got  in  France, 
With  all  their  honourable  pomis  of  ignorance, 
Pertaining  thereunto  (as  fights,  and  fireworks ; 
Abusing  better  men  than  they  can  be. 
Out  of  a  foreign  wisdom,)  renouncing  clean 
The  &ith  they  have  in  tennis,  and  tall  stockings. 
Short  blisterM  breeches,  and  those  types  of  travel, 
And  understand  afain  like  honest  men ; 
Or  pack  to  their  old  playfellows :  there,  I  take  it, 
Tliey  may,  cum  priviUgiOy*  wear  away 
The  log  end  of  their  lewdness,  and  be  laughM  at. 
Sands.  *Tis  time  to  give  them  physic,  their  dis- 
eases 
Are  grown  so  catching. 

Cfuim.  What  a  loss  our  ladies 

Will  have  of  these  trim  vanities ! 

Lov.  Ay,  manr. 

There  will  be  wo  indeed,  lords ;  the  sly  whore- 
sons 
Have  got  a  speeding  trick  to  lay  down  ladies; 
A  French  mng,  ana  a  fiddle,  has  no  fellow. 
Sands.  The  devil  fiddle  them !  I  am  glad,  they  V 
going; 
f  For,  sure,  there's  no  converting  of  them ;)  now 
An  honest  country  lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  time  out  of  play,  may  bring  his  plain- 

song, 
And  have  an  nour  of  hearing ;  and,  byVlady, 
Held  current  music  toa 

Cham.  Well  said,  lord  Sands ; 

Your  colt's  tooth  is  not  cast  yet 

Sands.  No,  my  lord ; 

Nor  shaU  not,  while  I  have  a  stump. 

Cham.  Sir  Thomas, 

Whither  were  you  a  going  f 

Lov.  To  the  cardinal's ; 

Your  lordship  is  a  guest  too. 

Cham.  O,  'tis  true : 

This  night  he  makes  a  supper,  and  a  great  one, 
To  many  lords  and  ladies ;  there  will  be 
The  bcautv  of  this  kingdom,  Til  assure  you. 
Lov.  Tliat  churchn»n  bears  a  bounteous  mind 
indeed, 
A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  land  that  feeds  us ; 
His  dews  fall  every  where. 

Oiam.  No  doubt,  he's  noble ; 

He  had  a  black  mouth,  that  said  other  of  him. 
Sands.  He  may,  my  lord,  he  has  wherewithal 
in  him. 
Sparing  would  show  a  worse  sin  than  ill  doctrine : 
lien  ot  his  way  should  be  most  liberal, 

1)  A  di.oeasc  incident  to  horses. 

%  A  palace  at  Paris.        (3)  With  authority. 


True,  they  are  so; 


S 


Tl«y  ape  set  here  for  examples. 

dham. 
But  few  now  give  so  great  ones.     My  bar^stays  ^ 
Your  lordship  shall  along :— Come,  gcwd  sirThomas, 
We  shall  be  late  else  :  which  I  would  not  bjs, 
For  I  was  spoke  to,  with  sir  Henry  Guildford, 
This  night,  to  be  comptrollen. 
SanM.  I  am  your  lordship's. 

[Exeunt 
SCEXE  IV.— The  presence  chamber  in  York- 
place.    Hautboys.    A  small  table  under  a  stats 
for  the  Cardinal,  a  longer  table  for  the  guests. 
Enter  at  one  door^  Anne  Bullcn,  and  divers 
Lords,  Ladies,  and  Oentleunmen,  as  guests; 
at  another  door,  enter  Sir  Heniy  Guildford. 
GuUd.  Ladies,  a  general  welcome  from  his  gnce 
Salutes  ye  all :  This  night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  content,  and  you  :  none  here,  he  hopes, 
In  all  this  noble  bevy,6  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad  ;  he  would  have  all  as  merrj 
As  first-good  company,  good  wine,  good  welcome, 
Can  make  good  people.— O,  my  lord,  you  are  tardy ; 
Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  Lord  Sands,  and  Sir 

Thomas  LovelL 
The  very  thought  of  this  fair  company 
Clapp'd  wings  to  me. 

Cham.        You  are  young,  sir  Hany  Guildfosd. 
Sands.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  had  the  cardinal 
But  half  my  lay-thoughts  in  him,  some  of  these 
Should  find  a  running  banquet  ere  they  rested, 
I  think,  would  better  please  them:  By  my  life. 
They  are  a  sweet  society  of  fair  ones. 
Lov.  O,  that  your  lordship  were  but  now  co^ 
fessor 
To  one  or  two  of  these ! 

Sands.  I  would  I  were ; 

They  should  find  easy  penance. 
Lov.  'Faith,  how  ea^.> 

Sands.  As  easy  as  a  down-bed  would  afford  it. 
Cham.  Sweet  ladies,  will  it  please  you  sit .'  Sir 
Harry, 
Place  you  that  side,  I'll  take  the  charge  of  this  : 
His  grace  is  ent'ring.— Nay,  you  must  not  freeie; 
Two  women  plac'd  together  makes  cold  weather: — 
My  lord  Sands,  you  are  one  will  keep  them  wakmg; 
Pray,  sit  between  these  ladies. 

Sands.  By  my  faith. 

And  thank  your  lordship. — By  your  leave,  sweet 
ladies : 
[Seats  himself  between  Anne  BuUen  smd 
another  lady. 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wUd,  forgive  me ; 
I  had  it  from  my  father. 
Anne.  Was  he  mad,  sir  f 

Sands.  O,  very  mad,  exceeding  mad ;  in  lore  loo: 
But  he  would  bite  none ;  just  as  I  do  now. 
He  would  kiss  you  twenty  with  a  breath. 

[Kisses  hsr. 
Cham.  Well  said,  my  lord.— 

So,  now  you  arc  fairly  seated : — Gentlemen, 
The  penance  lie^  on  you,  if  these  fair  ladies 
Puss  away  frowning. 

Sands.  For  my  little  cure, 

Let  me  alone. 

Hautboys.    Enter  Cardinal  Wolsey,  attended, 
and  takes  fUs  state.^ 
WoL  You  are  welcome,  my  iair  guests;  thai  no- 
ble lady, 

(4)  The  speaker  is  at  Bridewell,  and  the  cudi- 
nal's  house  was  at  Whitehall. 

(5)  Company.  (6)  Chair. 
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Or  gentleman,  that  is  not  freely  meny, 

h  not  my  fiknd :  This,  to  oonfinn  my  welcome ; 

And  to  you  all  good  health.  [Drinks. 

Sands.  Your  grace  is  noble ; — 

Let  me  have  such  a  bowl  may  hold  my  thanks, 
And  save  me  so  much  talking. 

IVoL  My  lord  Sands, 

I  am  beholden  to  you  :  cheer  your  neighbours. — 
Ladies,  you  are  not  meny ; — Gentlemen, 
Whose  &ult  is  this? 

Sands.  The  red  wine  first  must  rise 

In  their  fair  cheeks,  my  lord ;  then  we  shall  have 

them 
Talk  OS  to  silence. 

Anne.  You  are  a  meny  gamester, 

My  lord  Sands. 

Sands.  Yes,  if  I  make  my  ptlayJ 

Here*s  to  your  ladyship ;  and  pledge  it,  madam, 
For  *tis  to  such  a  thing, — 

Anne.  You  cannot  show  me. 

Sands.  I  told  your  grace,  they  would  talk  anon. 
[Drum  and  trumpets  within :  chamber^ 
discharged. 

WoL  What*sthat? 

Cham.  Look  out  there,  some  of  you. 

[Kxit  a  Servant. 

WoL  What  warlike  voice .? 

And  to  what  end  is  this  ? — Nay,  ladies,  fear  not ; 
By  all  the  laws  of  war  you  are  privil^*d 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Cham.  How  now  ?  what  is't  ? 
Strv.  A  noble  troop  of  strangers ; 

For  so  they  seem :  they  have  left  their  barge,  and 

landed; 
And  hither  make,  as  great  ambassadors 
From  foreign  princes. 

WoL  Good  lord  chamberlain, 

Go,  give  them  welcome ;  you  can  speak  the  French 

tongue; 
And,  pray,  receive  them  nobly,  and  conduct  them 
Into  our  presence,  where  this  heaven  oX  beauty 
Shall  shine  at  full  upon  them : — Some  attend  him. — 
[Exit  Chamberlain,  attended.  AU  arise, 
and  tables  removed. 
Yoa  have  now  a  broken  banquet;  but  weMl  mend  it 
A  good  digestion  to  you  all :  and,  once  more, 
I  mower  a  welcome  on  you ; — Welcome  all. 

Hautboys.  Enter  the  Kine,  and  twelve  others,  as 
maskers,  habited  like  ^epherds,  with  sixteen 
Torch-bearers  ;  ushered  by  the  Lord  Chamber- 
lain. They  pass  directly  before  the  Cardinal, 
and  grae^ully  salute  him. 

A  noble  company !  what  are  their  pleasures  ? 
Ouan.  Because  they  speak  no  English,  thus  they 
pray*d 
To  tell  your  grace ; — That,  having  heard  by  fame 
Of  this  so  noble  and  so  fair  assembly 
This  night  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  less. 
Out  of  the  great  respect  they  bear  to  beauty. 
But  leave  meir  flocks;  and,  under  your  fair  con- 
duct, 
Crare  leave  to  view  these  ladies,  and  entreat 
An  hour  of  revels  with  them. 

Wol.  Say,  lord  chamberlain, 

They  have  done  my  poor  house  grace ;  for  which 

I  pay  them 
A  thousand  thanks,  and  pray  them  take  their  plea- 
sures. 

[Jjodies  chosen  for  the  dance.    The  King 
chooses  Anne  Bullen. 


(1)  Choose  my  game. 

VOL.  II. 


(2)  Small 


K.  Hen.  The  fairest  hand  I  ever  touched !  O, 
beauty. 
Till  now  I  never  J(new  thee.        [Music.    Dance. 

Wol.  My  lord, 

Cham.  Your  grace? 

Wol.  Pray,  tell  them  Oius  much  from  me : 

There  should  be  one  amongst  them,  by  his  person. 
More  worthy  this  place  than  myself;  to  whom, 
If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  love  and  duty 
I  would  surrender  it 
Cham.  I  will,  my  lord. 

[Cham,  goes  to  the  company,  and  returns. 
Wol.  What  say  they  ? 

Cham.  Such  a  one,  they  all  confess. 

There  is,  indeed;  which  they  would  have  your  grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it> 

WoL  Let  me  see  then.— 

[Comes  from  his  state. 
By  all  your  good  leares,  gendemen; — Here  V\\ 

make 
My  royal  choice. 
K.  Hen,  You  have  found  him,  cardinal : 

[Unmasking. 
You  hold  a  fair  assembly ;  vou  do  well,  my  lord : 
You  are  a  churchman,  or,  V\\  tell  you,  cardinal, 
I  should  judge  now  unhappily .^ 

WoL  I  am  glad. 

Your  CTace  is  grown  so  pleasant 

K.  Hen.  My  lord  chamberiain, 

PrVthee,  come  hither :  What  fair  lady^s  that  ? 
Cham.  An*t  please  your  grace,  sir  Thomas  Bui- 
len*8  daughter. 
The  viscount  Rochford,  one  of  her  highness*  women. 
K.  Hen.  By  heaven,  she  is  a  dainty  one. — Sweet- 
heart, 
I  were  unmannerly,  to  take  vou  out. 
And  not  to  kiss  you. — A  health,  gentlemen. 
Let  it  eo  round. 

Wol.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  is  the  banquet  ready 
Pthe  privy  chamber? 
Ijov.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Wol.  Yourgrac©» 

I  fear,  with  dancing  is  a  little  heated. 
K.  Hen.  I  fear,  too  much. 
Wol.  There*s  fresher  air,  my  lord» 

In  the  next  chamber. 
K.  Hen.  Lead  in  your  ladies,  eveiy  one. — Sweet 
partner, 
I  must  not  yet  forsake  you  : — Let's  be  merry ; — 
Good  my  lord  cardinal,  I  have  half  a  dozen  healths 
To  drink  to  these  fair  ladies,  and  a  measure^ 
To  lead  them  once  again ;  and  then  let's  dream 
Who's  best  in  favour. — Let  the  music  knock  it 

[Exeunt,  with  trumpets,. 


ACT  IL 

SCEKE  I.— A  street.    Enter  two  Gentlemen* 
meeting. 

1  GenL  Whither  away  so  fast? 

2  Gent.  O,— God  save  you ! 
Even  to  the  hall,  to  hear  what  shall  become 

Of  the  great  duke  of  Buckingham. 

1  Gent  ril  save  you 
That  labour,  sir.  All's  now  done,  but  the  ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  the  prisoner. 

2  Gent.  Were  you  there  ? 
1  Crent,  Yes,  indeed,  was  I. 


(3)  The  chief  place. 
(5)  Dance. 


(4)  Mischievously. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


It4 


KING  HENRY  Vni. 


Adll 


t  Q€$U.  Prmjr,  ipeak,  friwi  hM  bippeiiM  ? 

1  QenL  Yoa  may  gocw  quicllj  what 
tOenL  Is  he  found  guilty? 

1  Otnt,  Yes,  truly  is  he,  and  condemn^  upon  it 
t  Gmi,  I  am  soriy  ibr*t 

1  Qent  So  are  a  numbermore. 

2  Qeni.  Bui,  pray,  hovr  passed  itf 

1  Geni.  1*11  tell  you  in  a  little.    Tbegreatduke 
Came  to  the  bar;  where,  to  his  aocusatioiiSt 

He  pleaded  still,  not  guilty,  and  alleg*d 

Many  sharp  reasons  to  defeat  the  law. 

The  king*s  attorney,  on  the  coDtrary, 

Uig'd  on  the  examinations,  proofs,  confessions 

Of  divers  witnesses ;  which  the  duke  desired 

To  him  brought,  vtod  voce,  to  his  face : 

At  which  appearM  against  him,  his  surveyor ; 

Sir  Gilbert  Peck  his  chancellor;  and  John  Court, 

Con£Bssor  to  him ;  with  that  deTil-roonk, 

Hopkins,  that  made  this  mischieC 

2  OtnL  That  was  he, 
That  fed  him  with  his  prophecies? 

1  Gmi.  The  sama. 
AU  these  accused  him  stronglT ;  which  he  fiiin 
Would  have  flung  from  him,  but,  indeed,  he  could 

not: 
And  so  his  peers,  upon  this  evidence. 
Have  found  him  guilty  of  high  treason.    Much 
He  spoke,  and  learnedly,  for  life :  but  all 
Was  either  pitied  in  him,  or  foivotten. 

2  OenL  After  all  this,  how  did  he  bear  himself? 
IGoit  When  he  was  brought  again  lo  the  bar, — 

to  hear 
Hb  knell  nmg  out,  his  judgment,— he  was  stin'd 
With  such  an  agony,  he  sweat  extremely. 
And  something  spoke  in  choler,  ill,  and  hasty : 
But  he  fell  to  himself  again,  and,  sweetly. 
In  all  the  rest  showM  a  most  noble  patience. 
2  Otni.  I  do  not  think,  he  fears  death. 

1  Oml  Sure,  he  does  not 
He  never  was  so  womanish;  tiie  cause 

He  may  a  little  grieve  at 

2  Gmi.  Certainly, 
Hut  cardinal  is  die  end  of  Ibis. 

lGcn<.  Tis  likely, 

Bv  all  conjectures :  First,  Kildare*s  attainder, 
Tmu  deputy  of  Ireland;  whoremovM, 
Earl  Surrey  was  sent  thither,  and  in  haste  too^ 
Lest  he  should  help  his  father. 

IGmL  That  trick  of  state. 

Was  a  deep  envious  one. 

1  GerU.  At  his  return. 
No  doubt,  he  will  requite  it    This  is  noted, 
And  generalljT ;  whoever  the  king  fevours. 
The  cardinal  instantly  will  find  employment. 
And  far  enough  from  court  too. 

2  GmL  All  the  com 
Hate  him  perniciously,  and  o'my  conscience, 
Wish  him  ten  fathom  deep :  this  duke  as  much 
They  love  and  dote  on ;  (»11  him,  bounteous  Buck- 

ini^iaro. 
The  mirror  of  all  courtesy; — 

1  Gent  Stay  there,  sir, 
And  see  the  noble  rain'd  man  you  speak  ot 

Enier  Bwilati^bim  from  htM  arraignmmi ;  Tip- 
staoet  before  him,  the  axe  with  the  edgetawards 
him;  haiherda  on  each  tide;  with  him.  Sir 
Thomas  LoveU,  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux,  Sir  WUliam 
Sands,  and  common  people. 

2  Gent  Let's  stand  close,  and  behold  him. 
Buck.  All  good  people, 

'  Tou  that  thus  feir  have  come  to  pity  loe, 


(1)  Close. 


Hear  what  I  say,  and  then  go  home  and  lose  me. 
I  have  this  day  receivM  a  traitor's  judgment, 
And  by  that  name  must  die ;  Yet,  bisaven  bear  wit- 
ness, 
And,  if  I  have  a  conscience,  let  it  sink  roe. 
Even  as  the  axe  fells,  if  I  be  not  faithful! 
The  law  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death. 
It  has  done,  upon  the  pemises,  but  justice : 
But  those,  that  sought  it,  I  could  wisn  more  Chris- 
tians: 
Be  what  th^  wQl,  I  heartily  forgive  them : 
Yet  let  them  look,  they  glory  not  in  mischief, 
Nor  build  their  evils  on  the  graves  of  great  men; 
For  then  my  ruiltless  blood  must  ciy  against  them : 
For  further  Ufe  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope, 
Nor  will  I  sue,  aldiough  the  kiiK  have  mercies 
More  than  I  dare  make  feults.  You  few  that  lov'd 

me. 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 
His  noble  friends,  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 
Is  onlv  bitter  to  him,  only  dying. 
Go  with  me,  like  good  angels,  to  mv  end ; 
And,  as  the  long  oivorce  of  steel  feUs  on  me. 
Make  of  your  prayers  one  sweet  sacrifice. 
And  lift  my  soul  to  heaven. — Lead  on,  oXjod's  name. 

£•00.  I  do  beseech  your  grace,  for  chant}-. 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  neart 
Were  hid  against  me,  now  to  focgive  me  frankly.    ■ 

Buck.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  I  as  free  forgive  you, 
As  I  would  be  foreiven :  I  forgive  all ; 
There  cannot  be  those  numbeneas  offences 
'Gainst  me,  I  can't  take  peace  with :  no  black  envy 
Shall  make^  my  grave. — Commend  me  to  his  grace ; 
And,  if  he  spesk  of  Buckingham,  pray,  tell  him. 
You  met  him  half  in  heav«i :  My  vows  and  prayers 
Yet  are  the  king's ;  and,  till  my  soul  forsake  ma, 
Shall  cry  for  blessings  on  him :  May  he  live 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years ! 
Ever  belovM,  and  loving,  may  his  rule  be ! 
And,  when  old  time  shall  lead  him  to  his  end. 
Goodness  and  he  fill  up  one  monument ! 
Loo,  To  the  water-aide  I  must  conduct  your 
grace; 
Then  give  my  charge  up  to  sir  Nicholas  Vaux, 
Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

Faux.  Prepare  diere. 

The  duke  is  coming:  see,  the  baige  be  ready; 
And  fit  it  with  such  furniture,  as  suits 
The  greatness  of  his  penon. 

Buck.  Nay,  sir  Nicholas, 

Let  it  alone ;  my  state  now  will  but  mock  roe. 
When  I  came  hither,  I  was  lord  high  constable. 
And  duke  of  Buckingham;  now,  poor  Edward 

Bohon: 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  base  accusers. 
That  never  knew  what  truth  meant :  I  now  seal  it  ■ 
And  with  that  bkxxl  will  make  them  one  day  groan 

foi't 
Mv  noble  father,  Henry  of  Buckin^am, 
Who  first  rais'd  head  against  usnrpuig  BJchaid, 
Flying  for  succour  lo  his  servant  Banister, 
Being  distress'd,  was  by  that  wretch  betrar'd. 
And  without  trial  fell ;  God^s  peace  be  with  him ! 
Heoiy  the  Seventh  succeeding,  truly  pitying 
My  father's  loss,  like  a  most  rojral  prince, 
Restor'd  roe  to  roy  honours,  and  out  of  ruins. 
Made  mv  name  once  more  noUe.    Now  his  son, 
Henry  tne  Eighth,  life,  honour,  name,  and  all 
That  made  me  happy,  at  one  stroke  has  taken 
For  ever  from  the  world.    I  had  my  trial, 
And,  must  needs  say,  a  noble  one ;  which  makes  me 
A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  father : 
Yet  thus  fiur  we  are  one  in  fortunes, — Both 
Fell  by  our  servants,  by  those  men  we  bv'd  most 
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A  most  tuuiatural  and  faithless  service ! 
Heaven  has  an  end  in  all :  Yet,  you  that  hear  me, 
This  from  a  dy'me  man  receive  as  certain : 
Where  you  are  liberal  of  your  loves,  and  counsels, 
Be  sure,  you  be  not  loose;  for  those  you  make 

friends. 
And  give  your  hearts  to,  when  they  once  perceive 
The  least  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again 
But  whfcre  they  mean  to  sink  ye.  All  good  people, 
Pray  ior  me !  I  must  now  forsake  ye ;  the  last  hour. 
Of  my  long  weary  life  is  come  upon  me. 
Farewell : 
.     And  when  you  would  say  something  that  is  sad. 
Speak  how  1  fell.— I  have  done ;  and  God  forgive 
me !      [Exeunt  Buckingham  and  train. 
1  Gent.  O,  this  is  fuU  of  pity  .'—Sir,  it  calls, 
I  fear,  too  many  curses  on  tneir  heads, 
That  were  the  authors. 

^9V^.  If  the  duke  be  guiltless, 

^Lu  full  of  wo :  ^et  I  can  give  you  inkling 
Of  an  ensuing  evil,  if  it  fall, 
Greater  than  this. 

1  Gent.  Good  angels  keep  it  from  us  ! 
Where  niayit  be^*  You  do  not  doubt  my  faith,  sir .' 

2  Geni.  This  secret  is  so  weighty,  ♦twill  require 
A  strong  faith*  to  conceal  it 

1  Gent.  Let  me  have  it : 
I  do  not  talk  much. 

2  Gent  I  am  confident; 
You  shall,  sir :  Did  you  not  of  late  days  hear 
A  buzzing,  of  a  separation 
Between  the  king  and  Katharine.' 
_  *  Gent  Yes,  but  it  held  not ; 
For  when  the  king  once  heard  it,  out  of  anger 
He  sent  command  to  the  lord  mayor,  straijcht 
To  stop  the  rumour,  and  allay  those  tongues 
That  durst  disperse  it 

2  Gent  But  that  slander,  sir, 

Is  found  a  truth  now :  for  it  grows  again 
Fresher  than  e'er  it  was ;  and  hold  for  certain. 
The  king  will  venture  at  it.     Either  the  cardinal, 
Or  some  about  him  near,  have,  out  of  malice 
To  the  ^ood  aoeen,  possessM  him  with  a  scruple 
That  will  undo  her:  To  confym  this  too. 
Cardinal  Campeius  is  arrivM,  and  lately  ; 
As  all  think,  for  this  buionesis. 

1  Gent.  »Tis  the  cardinal ; 
And  merely  to  revenge  him  on  the  emperor, 
For  not  bestowing  on  him,  at  his  asking. 
The  archbishopric  of  Toledo,  this  is  purposed. 

2  Gent.  I  think,  you  have  hit  the  mark  :  But  is't 

not  cruel, 
That  she  should  feel  the  smart  of  this?  The  cardinal 
Will  have  his  vill,  and  she  must  fall. 

1  Geni.  »Tis  woful. 

We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this; 
Let's  think  in  private  more.  [Exeunt. 


^CE^E  II. — An  ante-chamber  in  the  palace. 
Enter  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  reading  a  tetter. 

Cham.  My  lord^ — The  horses  yovr  lordship  sent 
^or,  toith  all  the  care  I  had,  1  saw  well  chosen,  rid- 
mien,  and  furnished.  They  vsere  young,  and  hand- 
-mome  ;  and  of  the  best  breed  in  the  north.  H  hen 
^Juy  were  ready  to  set  out  for  London,  a  man  of 
^y  lord  cardinaTSf  by  commission,  and  main 
^ower,  took  'ew  from  me;  with  this  reason,— His 
^^uuier  loould  be  served  b^ore  a  subject,  \f  not  be- 
fore the  king:  which  stopped  our  mouths,  sir. 

f  fear,  he  will,  indeed  :  Well,  let  him  have  them  • 

(I)  Great  fidelity. 
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He  will  have  all,  I  think. 

Enter  the  Dukes  qf  Norfolk  and  Suffolk. 

ri^'''*:     u    I  .  WeU  met.  my  good 

Lord  chamberlam. 

Cham.  Good  day  to  both  your  graces. 

Su^.  How  is  the  king  employM  ? 

„  ^!^'  ^  ,       .  ,  I  left  him  private. 

Full  of  sad  thoughts  and  troubles. 
•^or-  Whafs  the  cause  > 

Cham.  It  serins,  the  marriage  with  his  brother's 
wife 
Has  crept  too  near  his  conscience. 

Sw^.  No,  his  conscience 

Has  crept  too  near  anodier  lady. 

'^or.  »Tis  so : 

This  is  the  cardinal's  doing,  the  king-cardinal : 
That  blind  priest,  like  the  eldest  son  of  fortune, 
Tums  what  he  lists.     The  king  will  know  him  one 
day. 
Sujr.  Pray  God,  he  do !  he'll  never  know  himself 

else. 
J^or.  How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  business ! 
And  with  what  zeal !  For,  now  he  has  crack'd  the 

league 
Between  us  and  the  emperor,  the  queen's  great 

nephew. 
He  dives  into  the  king's  soul ;  and  there  scatters 
Dangers,  doubu,  wringing  of  the  conscience, 
Fears,  and  despairs,  and  all  these  for  his  mar- 
riage : 
And,  out  of  all  these  to  restore  the  kmg, 
He  counsels  a  divorce ;  a  loss  of  her, 
That,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  lost  her  lustre  ; 
Of  her,  that  loves  him  with  that  e.xcelJence 
That  angels  love  good  men  with ;  even  of  her 
That,  when  the  greatest  stroke  of  fortune  falls. 
Will  bless  the  king  :  And  is  not  thi.-!  course  pious.' 
Cham.  Heaven  keep  me  from  such  cotmsel .'  'Tis 
most  true, 
These  news  are  everj'  where ;  every  tongue  speaks 

them. 
And  every  true  heart  weeps  for't :  All,  that  dare 
Look  into  these  affairs,  see  this  main  end, — 
The  French  king's  sister.  Heaven  will  one  day  open 
The  king's  eyesj,  that  so  long  have  slept  upon 
This  bold  bad  man. 
Su^.  And  free  us  from  his  slavery. 

,^/or.  We  had  need  pray, 
And  heartily,  for  our  deliverance ; 
Or  this  imperious  man  will  work  us  all 
From  princes  into  pages  :  all  men's  honours 
Lie  in  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  fashion'd 
Into  what  pitch^  he  please. 

Suj^.  For  me,  my  lords, 

I  love  him  not,  nor  fear  him  ;  there's  my  creed  ; 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  so  I'll  stand. 
If  the  king  please ;  his  curses  and  his  blessings 
Touch  Ac  alike,  they  are  breath  I  not  belip\  e  in. 
I  knew  him,  and  I  know  him ;  so  I  leave  him 
To  him,  that  made  him  proud,  the  pope. 

-^or.  Let's  in ; 

And,  with  some  other  business,  put  the  king 
From  these  sad  thoughts,  that  work  too  much  upon 

him: — 
My  lord,  you'll  bear  us  company  ? 

Cham.  Excuse  me ; 

The  king  hath  sent  me  other-where :  Besides, 
You'll  find  a  most  unfit  time  to  disturb  him : 
Health  to  your  lordships. 
JS'or.  Thanks,  my  good  lord  chamberlain. 

[  Exit  Lord  Cltauiiierlaia 
(2)  High  or  tow. 
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Soi{6lkopentafoldmg-door,    7^  King 
covered  tUtmg^  and  reading  pennoely. 
Suff:  How  sad  he  looks!  sore,  he  ia  much  af- 
flicted. 
KHen.  Who U Acre?  ha? 
Abr.  'Pray  God,  he  be  not  angiy. 

K.Hen.'Who*sihere,l8Ayi  How  dare  jrouthnut 
yoarseWes 
Into  mr  private  meditationa  ? 
Whoamlfha? 

J^or.  A  gracious  king,  that  pardons  all  offences 
Malice  ne*er  meant:  our  breach  of  dutj,  thiswaj, 
Is  business  of  estate ;  in  which,  we  come 
To  know  your  royal  pleasure. 

K.Hen.  You  are  too  bold : 

Go  to;  rU  make  ye  know  your  times  of  business : 
It  this  ^  hour  for  temporal  affairs  ?  ha  ? — 

Enter  Wolsr^  and  Campeius. 
Who's  there?  my  good  k>rd  cardinal?— O  my 

Wolsey, 
The  quiet  of  my  wounded  conscience, 
Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  a  king. — You're  welcome, 
[To  Campeius. 
Most  leaned  reverend  sir,  into  our  kingdom ; 
Use  us,  and  it : — My  good  lord,  have  neat  care 
I  be  not  found  a  talker.  [To  Wolsey. 

fVoL  Sir,  jou  cannot 

I  would  your  grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  conference. 
K.  Hen:  We  are  busy;  ga 

[7V>  Norfolk  onJSufiblk. 
JVbr.  Thb  priest  has  no  pride  in  him  ? ' 
Suff".  Not  to  speak  of; 

I  would  not  be  so  sick  though,!  for  his 

P^^®'  ^Atide. 

Bat  this  cannot  coatmue. 

J^or,  If  it  do, 

I'll  venture  cue  heave  at  him. 
Suff:  I  another. , 

[Eseuni  Norfolk  and  Suffolk 
fFoL  Yourgrace  hasgiven  apreccdcnt  of  wisdom 
Above  all  princes,  in  committing  freclv 
Your  scruple  to  the  voice  of  Christendom : 
Who  can  be  anm  now  ?  what  envy  reach  youf 
The  Spaniard,  ticMl  by  blood  and  favour  to  her. 
Must  now  confess,  if  they  have  any  goodness. 
The  trial  just  and  noble.    All  the  clerks, 
I  mean,  the  learned  ones,  in  Christian  kingdoms. 
Have  their  free  voices ;  Rome,  the  nurse  of  judg- 
ment. 
Invited  by  your  noble  self,  hath  sent 
One  general  tongue  unto  us,  this  eood  man. 
This  just  and  learned  priest,  cardinal  Campeius ; 
Whom,  once  more,  I  present  unto  your  highness. 
£  Hai.  And,  once  more,  in  mine  arms,  1  bid  him 
welcome. 
And  thank  the  holy  conclave  for  their  loves ; 
They  have  sent  me  such  a  man  I  would  bave  wish'd 
for. 
Cam.  Your  giacemust  needs  deserve  all  strangers' 
loves, 
You  are  so  noble :  to  your  highness'  hand 
I  tender  my  commission;  by  whose  virtue, 
(The  court  of  Rgme  commanding,)— you,  my  lord 
•  Cardinal  of  York,  are  jdn'd  with  me  their  servant. 
In  the  unpartial  judging  of  this  business. 
JC  Hen.  Two  eoual  men.    The  queen  shall  be 
acquatntea 
iForfliwith,  tor  what  you  come :— Where's  Gardiner? 
JVoL  I  know,  your  majesty  has  always  lov'd  her 

(1)  So  sick  as  he  is  proud. 

(2)  Out  of  the  king's  presence. 


So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  denr  her  that 
A  woman  of  less  place  might  ask  by  law, 
Scholais,  allow'd  freely  to  aigue  for  her. 
ILHen.  Ay,  and  the  best,  she  shall  have;  and  my 
fovour 
To  him  that  does  best ;  God  forbid  else.   Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee,  call  Gardiner  to  me, my  new  secretair; 
I  find  him  a  fit  fellow.  [Exit  Wolsey. 

Re-enter  Wolsey,  v/iih  Gardiner. 

WoL  Give  me  your  hand :  much  joy  and  fovoor 
to  you; 
You  are  the  king's  now. 

Oard.  But  to  be  ccoomanded 

For  ever  by  your  grace,  whose  hand  has  rais'd  me. 

[Aside, 

K.Hen.  Come  hither,  Gardiner. 

[7n€|y  converse  apan. 

Cam.  My  lord  of  York,  was  not  one  doctor  Pace 
In  this  man's  place  before  him  ? 

IVol  Yes,  he  was. 

Cam.  Was  he  not  held  a  learned  man  ? 

WoL  Yes,  surely. 

Cam.  Believe  me,  there's  an  ill  opinion  spread 
then 
Even  of  yourself;  lord  cardinal 

WoL  How !  of  me  ? 

Cam.  They  will  not  stick  to  say,  you  envied  him ; 
And  fearing  he  would  rise,  he  was  so  virtuous. 
Kept  him  a  foreim  manS  still ;  which  so  griev'd  him. 
That  be  jan  maxl,  and  died. 

W6L  Heaven's  peace  be  with  him ! 

That's  christian  care  enough :  for  living  murmurers, 
There's  places  of  rebuke.    He  was  a  fool ; 
For  he  would  needs  be  virtuous :  That  good  fellow, 
tf  I  command  him,  follows  my  appobtment; 
I  will  have  none  so  near  else.    Learn  this,  brother. 
We  live  not  to  be  grip'd  by  meaner  persons, 

K.  Hen.  Deliver  this  with  modesty  to  the  queen. 
[£xtrGarciiner. 
The  most  convenient  place  that  I  can  think  of. 
For  such  receipt  of  leaminet  is  Black-Friars ; 
There  ye  shall  meet  about  mis  weighty  business : — 
My  Wolsey,  see  it  iumish'd.— O  my  lord. 
Would  it  not  grieve  an  able  man,  to  leave 
So   sweet   a  bedfellow?   But,  conscience,  con- 
science,— 
O,  'tis  a  tender  place,  and  I  must  leave  her.  [£jre. 

SCEJfE  HL—An  antechamber  in  (he  Queen's 

Sirtnunis.    EnUr  Anne  BuUen,  and  an  old 
dy. 

Awu.  Not  for  that  neither ;— Here's  the  pang 
that  pinches : 
His  highnesshavingliv'd  so  long  with  her:  and  she 
So  good  a  lady,  that  no  tongue  could  ever 
Pronounce  disnonour  of  her, — by  my  life. 
She  never  knew  harm-doing  ;—0  now,  after 
So  many  courses  of  the  sun  enthron'd. 
Still  growing  in  a  majesty  and  pomp,— the  which 
To  leave  is  a  thousand-fold  more  bitter,  than 
'Tis  sweet  at  firet  to  acquire,— after  this  procen. 
To  give  her  the  avaunt  !>  it  is  a  pity 
Would  move  a  monster. 

Old  L.  Hearts  of  most  hard  temper 

Melt  and  lament  for  her. 

Atme.  O,  God's  will !  much  better. 

She  ne'er  had  known  pomp :  thoue^  it  be  temporal. 
Yet,  if  that  quarrel,^  fortune,  do  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  a  sufleranoe,  panging 
As  soul  and  body's  severing. 

OldL.  Alas,  poor  lady! 

(3)  A  sentence  of  ejection.        (4)  Qaamllcr 
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Sbe*8  a  stranger  now  again.  > 

Anne.  So  much  the  more 

Must  pity  drop  upon  her.     Verily, 
I  swear,  *tis  better  to  be  lowly  bom. 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content, 
Than  to  be  perkM  up  in  a  glistering  grief, 
And  wear  a  golden  sorrow. 

OldL.  Our  content 

Is  our  best  having.^ 

Arme.  By  my  troth,  and  maidenhead, 

I  would  not  be  a  queen. 

Old  L.  Beshrew  me,  I  would. 

And  venture  maidenhead  for*t;    and  so  would 

TOU, 

For  all  this  spice  of  your  hypocrisy : 
You,  that  have  so  fair  parts  of  woman  on  you. 
Have  too  a  woman^s  heart ;  which  ever  yet 
Aflected  eminence,  wealth,  sovereignty ; 
Which,  to  say  sooth,'  are  blessings:  and  which 

gifts 
(Saving  your  mincine)  the  capacity 
Of  your  soft  cheveriP  conscience  would  receive. 
If  yon  might  please  to  stretch  it 

Anne.  Nay,  good  troth, — 

Old  L.  Yes,  troth,  and  troth,— You  would  not  be 
a  queen  ? 

Ann€.  No,  not  for  all  the  riches  under  heaven. 

Old  L.    *Tis  strange ;    a  three-pence  bow'd^ 
would  hire  me. 
Old  as  I  am,  to  queen  it :  But,  I  pray  you. 
What  think  you  of  a  duchess?  have  you  limbs 
To  bear  that  load  of  title? 

Ann£.  No,  in /truth. 

(HdL.  Then  you  are  weakly  made :  Pluck  off 
a  little; 
I  would  not  be  a  young  count  in  your  way. 
For  more  than  blushing  comes  to :  if  your  back 
Cannot  vouchsafe  this  burden,  ^tis  too  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  boy. 

Anne.  How  you  do  talk ! 

I  swear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  queen 
For  all  the  world. 

Old  L,  In  feith  for  little  England 

You*d  venture  an  emballing:  I  myself 
Would  for  Carnarvonshire,  although  there  *long*d 
No  more  to  the  crown  but  that    Lo,  who  comes 
here? 

Enter  (he  Lord  Chamberlain. 

CKom.  Good>morrow,  ladies.  What  were*t  worth 
to  know 
The  secret  of  your  conference  ? 

Anne,  My  good  lord, 

Not  your  demand ;  it  values  not  your  asking : 
Our  mistress*  sorrows  we  were  pitying. 

Quun.  It  was  a  gentle  business,  and  becoming 
The  action  of  good  women :  there  is  hope, 
All  will  be  welL 

Anne,  Now  I  pray  God,  amen !     , 

Cham.  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,  and  heavenly 
blessings 
Follow  iuch  creatures.    That  you  may,  fair  lady, 
Perceive  I  speak  sincerely,  ana  hi^  note*s 
Ta'en  of  Tour  many  virtu^  the  king*s  majesty 
Commentu  his  gooa  opinion  to  you,  and 
Does  purpose  honour  to  you  no  less  flowing 
Than  marchioness  of  Pembroke ;  to  which  title 
A  thousand  pound  a  year,  annual  support. 
Out  of  his  grace  he  adds. 

Anne.  I  do  not  know. 

What  kind  of  my  obedience  I  should  tender ; 


(1)  No  longer  an  Eneltshwoman.     (2)  I 

(3)  Truth.        (4)  Kid-skio.        (5)  CrookU 


More  than  my  all,  is  nothing :  nor  my  prayers 
Are  not  words  duly  hallowM,  nor  my  wishes 
More  worth  than  empty  vanities ;  yet  prayers,  and 

wishes. 
Are  all  I  can  return.     'Beseech  your  lordship, 
Vouchsafe  lo  »peak  my  thanks,  and  my  obedience. 
As  from  a  blushing  handmaid,  to  his  highness ; 
Whose  health,  and  royalty,  I  pray  for. 

Cham.  I^dy, 

I  shall  not  fail  to  approve  the  fair  conceit,^ 
The  king  hath  of  you.— 1  have  perus*d  her  well ; 

[Ande. 
Beauty  and  honour  in  her  are  so  mingled. 
That  they  have  caught  the  king :   and  who  knoni 

yet. 
But  from  this  lady  may  proceed  a  gem. 
To  lighten  all  this  isle  i>— 1*11  to  the  king, 
And  say,  I  spoke  with  you. 
Anne.  My  honour*d  lord. 

[Exit  Lord  Chamberiain. 
Old  L.  Why,  this  it  is ;  see,  see ! 
I  have  been  begp^ine  sixteen  years  in  court, 
fAm  yet  a  courtier  b^pgarly,)  nor  could 
Come  pat  betwixt  too  early  and  too  late. 
For  any  suit^of  pounds :  and  you,  (O  fate  l) 
A  very  fresh-fish  here,  ^fie,  fie  upon 
This  compelPd  fortune  I)  have  your  mouth  fill*d  up. 
Before  you  open  it 
Anne.  This  is  stranre  to  me. 

Old  L.  How  tastes  it?  is  it  bitter?  forty  pence,no. 
There  was  a  lady  once  (*tis  an  old  story,) 
That  would  not  be  a  queen,  that  would  she  not. 
For  all  the  mud  in  Eg^pt: — Have  you  heard  it.^ 
Anne.  Come,  you  are  pleasant. 
Old  L.  With  your  theme,  I  could 

O*ermount  the  lark.  The  marchi(»iess  of  Pembroke! 
A  thousand  pounds  a  year !  for  pure  respect; 
No  other  obligation  :  By  my  life. 
That  promises  nK>re  thousands :  Honour*s  train 
Is  longer  than  his  forcskirt     By  this  time, 
I  know,  your  back  will  bear  a  duchess ; — Say, 
Are  you  not  stronger  than  you  were  ? 

Anne.  Good  lady, 

Make  yourself  mirth  with  your  particular  fency, 
And  leave  me  out  on*t     *  Woula  I  had  no  being. 
If  this  salute  my  blood  a  jot ;  it  faints  me, 
To  think  what  follows. 
The  queen  is  comfortless,  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  absence :  Pray,  do  not  deliver 
What  here  you  have  heard,  to  her. 
Old  L.  What  do  you  think  me  f 

[Exeunt. 
SCEJVE  ir.^A  HaU  in  Black-Friars.  Trum- 
petSj  senneif''  and  cornets.  Enter  ttoo  Vei^^rs, 
fffith  short  silver  xcands;  next  them^  ttoo  Scribes, 
in  the  habits  of  doctors  ;  after  them^  the  Arch- 
bishop  of  Canlerbunr  alone;  after  him,  the 
Bishops  of  Lincoln,  Ely,  Rochester,  and  Saint 
Asaph ;  next  them,  vnth  some  small  distance, 
follows  a  gentleman  bearing  the  purse,  with  the 
great  seal,  and  a  cardinoTs  hat;  then  ttoo  Priests, 
bearing  each  a  silver  cross ;  then  a  Gentleman 
Usher  bare-headed,  accompanied  with  a  Serjeant 
at  Arms,  bearing  a  silver  mace ;  then  two  Gen- 
tlemen, bearing  two  rreat  silver  pillars  ,*  after 
them,  side  by  side,  the  ttoo  Cardinals,  Wolsey 
and  Campeius ;  two  Noblemen  with  the  sword 
and  mace.  Then  enter  the  King  and  Queen, 
and  their  trains.  Ute  King /oA:«  place  under 
the  cloth  qf  state  ;  the  two  Cardinals  sit  under 
him  as  judges.    The  Queen  takes  place  at  iomi 

(6)  Opinion.  (7)  Flourish  on  comets. 

(8)  Ensigns  of  dignity  carried  before  cardioak 
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distance  from  the  Kinr.  The  Bishops  place 
themselves  on  each  side  the  courts  in  manner  of 
a  consistory ;  Utteeen  them,  the  Scribes.  The 
Lords  sit  next  the  Bishops.  The  Crier  and  the 
rest  qf  the  Attendants  stand  in  convenient  order 
about  the  stage. 

Wol  Whilst  our  commissioD  from  Rome  is  read, 
Let  silence  be  commanded.  • 

K.  Hen.  What's  the  need  ? 

It  hath  already  publicly  been  read. 
And  on  all  sides  the  authority  allowM  : 
You  may  then  spare  that  time. 

IVol.  Be»t  so:— Proceed. 

Scribe.  Say,  Heniy,  king  of  England,  come  into 
the  court. 

Crier.  Henry,  king  of  England,  &c 

K.  Hen,  Here. 

Scribe.  Say,  Katharine,  queen  of  England,  come 
into  court 

Crier.  Katharine,  queen  of  Inland,  &c. 

[The  Queen  makes  no  answer,  rises  out  oj"  her 
chair,  goes  about  the  court,  comes  to  the  King, 
and  kneels  at  his  Jeet ;  then  speaks."] 

Q.  Kath.  Sir,  I  desire  you,  do  me  right  and 
justice ; 
And  to  bestow  your  pity  on  me :  for 
I  am  a  most  poor  woman,  and  a  stranger, 
Born  out  of  your  dominions ;  having  here 
No  judge  indiflferent,  nor  no  more  assurance 
Of  equal  friendship  and  proceeding.     Alas,  sir. 
In  what  have  I  oAended  you  i  what  cause 
Hath  my  behaviour  given  to  your  displeasure, 
That  thus  you  should  proceed  to  put  me  off. 
And  take  your  good  grace  from  me  t  Heaven  wimcss, 
I  have  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wife, 
At  all  times  to  your  will  conformable  : 
Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  dislike, 
Yea,  subject  to  your  countenance ;  glad,  or  son^- 
As  I  saw  it  inclined.     "When  was  the  hour, 
I  ever  contradicted  your  desire, 
Or  made  it  not  mine  too  .**  Or  which  of  your  friends 
Have  I  not  strove  to  love,  although  I  knew 
He  were  mine  enemy  ?  what  friend  of  mine 
That  had  to  him  dcrivM  your  anger,  did  I 
Continue  in  my  liking  ?  nay,  gave  notice 
He  was  from  Oience  discharged  ?  Sir,  call  to  mind 
That  1  have  been  your  wife,  in  this  obedience. 
Upward  of  twenty  years,  and  have  been  blest 
With  many  children  by  you  :  If,  in  the  course 
And  process  of  this  time,  you  can  report 
And  prove  it  too,  ao:ainst  mine  honour  aught, 
My  lK>nd  to  wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty. 
Against  your  sacred  person,  in  God's  name. 
Turn  me  away  ;  and  let  the  foulNt  contempt 
Shut  door  upon  me,  and  so  give  me  up 
To  the  sharpest  kind  of  justice.     Please  you,  sir,' 
The  king,  your  father,  was  reputed  for 
A  prince  most  prudent,  of  an  excellent 
And  unmatchM  wit  and  judgment :  Ferdinand, 
My  father,  king  of  Spain,  was  reckoned  one 
The  wisest  prince,  that  there  had  reignM  by  many 
A  year  before  :  It  is  not  to  be  questioo'd 
That  they  had  gather'd  a  wise  council  to  them 
Of  every  realm,  that  did  debate  this  business. 
Who  deem'd  our  marriage  lawful ;  Wherefore  I 

humbly 
Beseech  you,  sir,  to  spare  me,  till  I  may 
Be  by  my  friends  in  Spain  advisM ;  whose  counsel 
I  will  implore :  if  not,  i'the  name  of  God, 
Your  pleasure  be  fulfill*d ! 

WoL  You  have  here,  lady. 


(1)  Useless. 


(2)  Deny. 


(And  of  your  choice,)  these  reverend  fathers;  men 

Of  singular  integrity  and  learning, 

Yea,  the  elect  of  the  land,  who  are  assembled 

To  plead  your  cause :  It  shall  be  therefore  bootless,' 

That  longer  you  desire  tlie  court ;  as  well 

Vox  your  own  quiet,  as  to  rectify 

What  is  unsettled  in  the  king. 

Cam.  His  grace 

Hath  spoken  well,  and  justly :  Therefore,  madam, 
It's  fit  this  royal  session  do  proceed ; 
And  that,  without  delay,  their  arguments 
Be  now  produc'd,  and  heard. 

Q.  Kax.\.  Lord  cardinal,— 

To  vou  1  speak. 

iVol.  Your  pleasure,  madam .' 

q.  Kath.  Sir. 

I  am  about  to  weep ;  but  thinking  that 
We  are  a  queen,  (or  long  have  dream*d  so,)  certain. 
The  daughter  of  a  king,  my  drops  of  tears 
ril  (urn  to  sparks  of  fire. 

ffol.  Be  patient  yet 

Q.  Kath.  I  will,  when  you  are  humble;  nay, 
before. 
Or  God  will  punish  me.     I  do  believe, 
Induc'd  by  potent  circumstances,  tliat 
Vou  are  mine  enemy  ;  and  make  my  challenge. 
You  shall  not  be  my  judge  :  for  it  is  you  • 
Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  lord  and  me,— 
Which  God's  dew  quench !— Therefore,  I  say  again, 
I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  soul, 
Rrfuse  you  for  my  judge ;  whom,  yet  once  more, 
I  hold  my  most  malicious  foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  friend  to  truth. 

frol.  1  do  profess 

You  speak  not  like  yourself;  who  ever  yet 
Have  stood  to  charity,  and  display'd  the  effects 
Of  disposition  gentle,  and  of  wisaom 
O'er-topping  woman's  power.    Madam,  yoa  do  me 

wrong: 
I  have  no  spleen  gainst  you  ;  nor  injustice 
For  you,  or  any  :  now  far  I  have  proce^ed. 
Or  how  far  further  shall,  is  warranted 
By  a  commission  from  the  consistoiy, 
Vou,  the  whole  consistory  of  Rome.  You  chargen 
Tliat  I  have  blown  this  coal :  I  do  deny  it : 
Tlu*  king  ii*  present :  if  it  be  known  to  him. 
That  I  gainsay'  my  deed,  how  may  he  wound, 
And  wortliily,  my  falsehood?  yea,  as  much 
As  you  have  done  my  truth,     but  if  he  know. 
That  I  am  free  of  your  report,  he  knows, 
I  am  not  of  your  wrone.     Therefore  in  him 
It  lies,  to  cure  me  :  and  the  cure  is,  to 
Ronjove  these  thoughts  from  you :  The  which  b 
Hi8  highness  shall  speak  in,  I  do  beseech 
You,  gracious  madam,  to  unthink  your  vpeaktiKfltfl 
And  to  say  so  no  more. 

Q.  Kath.  My  lord,  my  lord, 

I  am  a  simple  woman,  much  too  weak 
To  oppose  your  cunning.  You  are  meek,  and  h^  "* 

bfe-mouth'd ; 
You  sign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  aeemiiw    "% 
Wilh  m»'ekness  and  humility  :  but  your  heart 
Is  craniin'd  with  arw^ncy,  spleen^  and  priA=*^^  - 
You  have,  by  fortune,  and'his  highness'  raroa.  ^t% 
Gono.  slijrhtly  o'er  low  steps  ;  and  now  are  n**-*^? 
Where  jwwers  are  your  retainers :  and  yoar  w'^S'* 
Domestics  to  you,  serve  your  will,  as't  please 
Yourself  pronounce  their  office.     I  roust  fell   ^"^ 


Before  you  all,  appeal  unto  the  pope. 


(3)  Appearance. 
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To  bring  mj  whole  cause  Yore  hiH  holiaeas, 
And  to  be  judgM  by  him. 

\Sht  courVsies  to  the  Kin^,  and  offers  to  depart 
Cam.         ^  The  quce<i  w  obstinate, 

Stubborn  to  justice,  apt  to  accuse  it,  and 
Disdainful  to  be  tiy'd  by  it;  'tis  not  welL 
Sbe*s  going  awajr. 

K.  Hen.  Call  her  again. 

Crier.  Katharine,  queen  of  England,  come  into 

the  court 
£h\f.  Madam,  you  are  calPd  back. 
Q.  Kath.  What  need  you  note  it.'  pray  yoo,  keep 
your  way : 
When  you  are  caU'd,  return. — Now  the  Lord  help. 
Their  vex  roe  past  my  patience ! — pray  you,  pass  on: 
I  will  not  tarry ;  no,  nor  ever  more. 
Upon  this  business,  ray  appearance  make 
In  any  of  their  courts. 

[Exe.  Queen,  Grif.  and  her  other  attendants. 
K.  Hen.  Go  thy  ways,  Kate : 

That  man  i*the  world,  who  shall  report  he  has 
A  better  wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trusted. 
For  speaking  false  in  that :  Thou  art,  alone 
(If  thy  rare  qualities,  sweet  gentleness. 
Thy  meekness  saint-like,  wi^-like  government, — 
Obeying  in  commanding, — and  thy  parts 
Sovereign  and  pious  else,  could  speak  thee  out,*) 
The  Queen  of  earthly  (jueens : — She  is  noble  bom ; 
And,  like  her  true  nobili^,  the  has 
Carned  herself  towards  me. 

WoL  Most  gracious  sir, 

la  humblest  manner  I  require  your  highness. 
That  it  shall  please  you  to  declare,  in  hearing 
Of  all  these  ears  (ibr  where  I  am  robb'd  and  bound, 
There  must  I  be  unloosed ;  although  not  there 
At  once?  and  fully  satisfied,)  whether  ever  I 
Did  broach  this  business  to  your  highness ;  or 
Laid  any  scniple  in  your  way,  which  might 
Induce  you  to  the  question  on^t .'  or  ever 
Have  to  you, — but  widi  thanks  to  God  for  such 
A  royal  lady,-— -spake  one  the  least  word,  might 
Be  to  the  prejudice  of  her  present  state, 
Or  touch  of  her  good  person .' 

K.  Hen.  My  lord  cardinal, 

I  do  excuse  you ;  yea,  upon  mine  honour, 
I  free  you  from*t     You  are  not  to  be  taught 
That  you  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 
Whr  they  are  so,  but,  like  to  village  curs. 
Bark  when  their  fellows  do :  by  some  of  these 
The  queen  is  [Hit  in  anger.     You  are  excusM : 
fiuC  will  you  be  more  justified .'  you  ever 
^are  wishM  the  sleeping  oX  this  business ;   never 
l>eairM  it  to  be  stirrM ;  but  oft  have  hindered;  oft 
The  ponages  made*  toward  it : — on  my  honour, 
^  speak  nnr  good  lord  cardinal  to  this  point, 
And  thus  far  clear  him.  Now,  what  mov*d  me  to^t, — 
It  will  be  bold  with  time,  and  your  attention : — 
llien  mark  the  inducement    Thus  it  came ; — give 

heedto't:— 
Hf  jr  conscience  first  received  a  tenderness, 
ScmplCf  and  prick,  on  certain  speeches  utter*d 
^r  the  bishop  of  Bayonne,  then  French  ambassador ; 
Who  had  been  hither  tent  on  the  debating 
.i^  marriage,  *twixt  the  duke  of  Orleans  and 
Our  daughter  Mary :  I*the  progress  of  this  busi- 


^xe  a  determinate  resolution,  he 

(I  mean  the  bishop)  did  require  a  respite; 

Wherein  he  might  the  king  his  lord  advertise 

(1)  Speak  out  diy  merits. 

(2)  Inrunediately  satisfied. 
(.})  Closed  or  fastened. 

(4)  Floating  without  guidance. 


Whether  our  daughter  were  legitimate, 
Respecting  this  our  marrias^e  witii  iho  dowager. 
Sometime  our  brother's  wife.     Thiit  respite  shook 
The  bosom  of  my  conscience,  enterM  me. 
Yea,  with  a  splitting  power,  and  made  to  tremble 
The  region  ot  my  breast ;  which  forcM  such  way, 
That  manv  mazM  considerings  did  throng. 
And  pressed  in  with  this  caution.    First,  methougfat, 
I  stood  not  in  the  smile  of  heaven ;  who  had 
Commanded  nature,  that  my  lady*s  womb. 
If  not  conceived  a  male  child  bv  me,  should 
Do  no  more  offices  of  life  to*t,  than 
The  grave  does  to  the  dead :  for  her  male  issue 
Or  died  where  they  were  made,  or  shortly  after 
This  world  had  air'd  them:    Hence   I  took  a 

thought. 
This  was  a  judgment  on  me ;  that  my  kingdom. 
Well  worthy  the  best  heir  o'the  world,  should  not 
Be  gladded  in't  by  me  :  Then  follows,  that 
I  wei^hM  the  danger  which  my  realms  stood  in 
By  this  ray  issue's  fail ;  and  that  gave  to  me 
IVlany  a  groaning  throe.     Thus  hulling^  in 
The  wild  sea  of  mv  conscience,  I  did  steer 
Toward  this  remedy,  whereupon  we  are 
Now  present  here  together ;  that's  to  say, 
I  meant  to  rectify  m^  conscience, — which 
I  then  did  feel  full  sick,  and  yet  not  well, — 
By  all  the  reverend  fathers  of  the  land, 
And  doctors  leam'd, — First,  I  began  in  private 
With  you,  my  lord  of  Lincc^-  ,  you  remember 
How  under  my  oppression  ».  did  reek,* 
When  I  first  mov'd  you. 

Lin.  Veiy  well,  my  liege. 

K.  Hen.  I  have  spoke  long ;  be  pleas'd  yourself 
to  say 
How  far  you  satisfied  me. 

lAn.  So  please  your  highness, 

The  question  did  at  first  so  stagger  me, — 
Bearing  a  state  of  mighty  moment  in't. 
And  consequence  of  dread, — that  I  committed 
The  daring'st  counsel  which  I  had,  to  doubt ; 
And  did  entreat  your  highness  to  this  course. 
Which  you  are  running  here. 

K.  Hen.  I  then  mov'd  you. 

My  lord  of  Canterbuiy ;  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  present  summons : — Unsolicited 
I  left  no  reverend  person  in  this  court  *, 
But  by  particular  consent  proceeded, 
(Jnder  your  hands  and  seals.    Therefore,  go  on : 
For  no  dislike  i'the  worid  against  the  person 
Of  the  good  queen,  but  the  sharp  thorny  points 
Of  my  alleged  reasons,  drive  this  forward: 
Prove  but  our  marriage  lawful,  by  my  life. 
And  kingly  dignity,  we  are  contented 
To  wear  our  mortal  state  to  come,  with  her, 
Katharine  our  queen,  before  the  primest  creature 
That's  paragon*d«  o'the  worid. 

Cam.  So  please  vour  highness, 

The  queen  being  absent,  'tis  a  needful  fitness 
That  we  adjourn  this  court  till  further  day : 
Meanwhile  must  be  an  earnest  motion 
Made  to  the  queen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
She  intends  unto  his  holiness.  [They  rue  to  depart 

K.  Hen.  I  may  perceive,  [Atidt, 

These  cardinals  trifle  with  roe :  I  abhor 
This  dilatory  sloth,  and  tricks  of  Rome. 
My  leam'd  and  well-beloved  servant,  Cranmer, 
Pr'ythee,  return  .'^  with  thy  approach,  I  know. 
My  comfort  comes  alon^.     Break  up  the  court : 
I  say,  set  on.       [Exe.  m  manner  as  they  entered^ 

(5)  Waste,  or  wear  away. 

(6)  Without  compare. 

(7)  An  apostrophe  to  the  absent  bishop. 
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ACT  III. 


SCEJ^E  I.— Palace  at  Bridewell.  A  roam  in 
the  Queen*«  apartment.  The  Queen,  and  some 
qf  her  JVomen,  at  work, 

Q.  Kath.  Take  thy  lute,  wench :  my  soul  grows 
sad  with  troubles ; 
Sing,  mnd  disperse  them,  if  thou  canst:   leave 
working. 

SONG. 

Orpheut  with  his  lute  made  treeSj 
And  the  mountain-tops^  thai  freeze^ 

Bow  themselves^  when  he  did  sing 
To  his  music f  plants^  andfiowers. 
Ever  sprung;  as  sun,  ana  showers^. 

There  had  been  a  lasting  spring. 

Every  thin^  that  heard  him  play^ 
Even  the  billows  of  tht  sea, 

Hung  their  headsj  and  then  lay  by. 
In  sweet  music  is  such  art ; 
Killing  care^  and  grief  of  hearty 

Fall  asleep^  or^  hearings  die. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Q.  Kath.  How  now  ? 

Geni.  AnU  please  your  grace,  the  two  great  car- 

diruls 

Wait  in  the  presence.^ 

q.  Kath.  Would  they  speak  with  me  ? 

irent.  They  wiird  me  say  so,  madam. 

Q.  Kath.  Pray  their  graces 

To  come  near.  [Exit  Gent.]  What  can  be  their 

business 
With  me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  fallen  from  favour 
I  do  not  like  their  coming,  now  I  think  on^t. 
They  should  be  good  men ;  their  afTaira^  are  right- 
eous: 
But  all  hoods  make  not  monks. 

Enter  Wolsey  and  Campeius. 

Wol.  Peace  to  vour  highness ! 

Q.  Kath.  Your  graces  find  mc  here  part  of  a 

housewife ; 

1  would  by  all,  against  the  worst  may  happen. 

What  are  your  pleasures  with  me,  reverend  lords .' 

fVoL  May  it  please  you,  noble  madam,  to  with 
draw 
Into  your  private  chamber,  we  shall  give  you 
The  rail  cause  of  our  coming. 

Q.  Kath.  Speak  it  here ; 

Tbere^s  nothing  I  have  done  yet,  o'my  conscience. 
Deserves  a  comer :  *Would,  all  other  women 
Could  speak  this  with  as  free  a  soul  as  1  do ! 
My  loros,  I  care  not  (so  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number,)  if  my  actions 
Were  tried  by  every  tongue,  every  eye  saw  them, 
Envy  and  base  opinion  set  against  them, 
I  know  my  life  so  even  :  If  your  business 
Seek  me  out,  and  that  way  I  am  wife  in, 
Out  with  it  boldly ;  Truth  loves  open  dealing. 

Wol.  Tanta  est  ergo,  te  mentis  tntegritca,  regina 
serenissima^ — 

Q.  Kath.  O,  good  my  lord,  no  Latin ; 
I  am  not  such  a  truant  since  my  comine. 
As  not  to  know  the  language  I  have  liv*d  in : 
A  strange  tongue  makes  my  cause  more  strange, 

suspicious ; 
Pray,  speak  m  English:  here  are  some  will  thank 

you. 
If  yoa  speak  truth,  for  their  poor  mistress*  sake; 

(1)  Presence-chamber.        (2)  Professioiis. 


Believe  mc,  she  has  had  much  wrong :  Lord  car 

dinal. 
The  willing*8t  sin  I  ever  yet  committed, 
May  be  aUolvM  in  English. 

froL  Noble  lady, 

I  am  sorry,  my  inl^rily  should  breed 
(And  service  to  his  ma]c»ty  and  you,) 
So  deep  suspicion,  where  all  faith  was  meant 
We  come  not  by  the  way  of  accusation, 
To  taint  that  honour  every  gobd  tongue  blesses ; 
Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  sorrow ; 
Vou  have  too  much,  good  lady :  but  to  know 
How  you  stand  minded  in  the  weighty  differooce 
Between  the  king  and  you ;  and  to  deliver. 
Like  free  and  honest  men,  our  just  opinions. 
And  comforts  to  your  cause. 

Cam.  Most  honour*d  madam. 

My  lord  of  York, — out  of  his  noble  nature, 
Z«'al  and  obedience  he  still  bore  your  grace ; 
Fora;etting,  like  a  good  man,  vour  late  censure 
E^th  of  his  truth  and  him  (which  was  too  far,) — 
Otfcrs,  as  1  do,  in  a  sign  of  peace. 
His  ser^'ice  and  his  counsel. 

Q.  Kath.  To  betray  me.  [Aside. 

My  lords,  I  thank  you  both  for  your  good  wills. 


^'c  9peak  like  honest  men,  (pray  God,  ye  prove  so!) 
But  now  to  make  vou  suddenly  an  answer. 
In  such  a  point  of  weight,  so  near  mine  honour 


(More  near  my  life,  I  fear,)  with  my  weak  wit. 
And  to  such  men  of  gravity  and  learning. 
In  truth,  I  know  not.     I  was  set  at  work 
Among  my  maids;  full  little,  God  knows,  lookii^ 
Either  for  such  men,  or  such  business. 
For  her  sake  that  I  have  been  (for  I  feel 
Tlie  last  fit  of  my  greatness,)  good  your  graces, 
I^t  me  have  time,  and  counw^l,  for  my  cause ; 
Alas  !  I  am  a  woman,  friendless,  hopeless. 

IVol.  Madam,  you  wrong  the  king's  lore  witb 
these  fears ; 
Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite. 

Q.  Kath.  In  England, 

But  little  for  my  profit :  Can  you  think,  lords. 
That  any  Englishman  dare  give  me  counsel  ? 
Or  be  a  known  friend,  Against  his  highness*  pleasur^^B 
(Though  he  be  grown  so  desperate  to  be  honest,^ 
And  live  a  subject  ?  Nay,  forsooth,  my  friends. 
They  that  must  weigh  out'  my  afflictions. 
They  that  my  trust  must  grow  to,  lire  not  here; 
They  are,  as  all  my  other  comforts,  &r  hoice. 
In  mine  own  country,  lords. 

Cam.  I  would,  your  m^^^t* 

Would  leave  your  griefs,  and  take  my  coonsd. 
Q.  Kath.  How,  si  W 

Cam.  Put  your  mab  cause  into  the  king's  p^^^KO- 
tection ; 
He*s  loving  and  most  gracious;  *twill  be  much 
Both  for  your  honour  better,  and  your  caitte ; 
For,  if  the  trial  of  the  law  overtake  you, 
YouMI  part  away  disgraced. 

IVol.  He  tellii  tou  rich 

Q.  Kath.  Ye  tell  me  what  ye  wish  for  both, 
ruin: 
U  this  your  Christian  counsel  f  out  upon  ye ! 
Heaven  is  above  all  yet ;  there  sits  a  Judige, 
That  no  king  can  corrupt. 

Cam.  Your  rage  mistake^ 

Q.  Kath.  The  more  shame  for  ye ;  holy  m^ 
thought  ye, 
ITpon  mv  soul^  two  reverend  cardinal  rirtoes  s 
But  cardinal  sins,  and  hollow  hearts,  I  fear  y^ 
Mend  them  for  shame,  my  lords.    Is  this  ^ 
comfort  ? 

(3)  Outwetgfa. 
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The  cordial  that  je  bring  a  wretched  ladjr  ? 
A  woman  lost  anKxig  ve,  lau^hM  at,  scornM? 
I  will  not  wish  ye  half  my  miseries, 
I  have  more  charity  :  But  say,  I  wamM  ye ; 
Take  heed,  for  Heaven*s  sake  take  heed,  lest  at  once 
The  burden  of  my  sorrows  fail  upon  ye. 

IVoL  Madam,  this  is  a  mere  distraction ; 
You  turn  the  good  we  offer  into  envy. 

Q.  Kath.  Ye  turn  me  into  nothing :  Wo  upon  ye, 
Ai^  all  such  false  professors .'  Would  ye  have  me 

ilf  you  have  any  justice,  any  pity  ; 
f  ye  be  any  thing  but  churchmen*s  habits,) 
Put  my  sick  cause  into  his  hands  that  hatfes  me  ? 
Alas !  be  has  banish*d  me  his  bed  already ; 
His  love,  too  long  ago :  I  am  old,  my  lords. 
And  all  the  fellowship  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  ooly  mv  obedience.     W^hat  can  happen 
To  roe,  above  this  wretchedness  ?  all  your  studies 
Make  nie  a  curse  like  this. 

Cam.  Your  fears  are  worse. 

Q.  Kath.  Have  I  livM  thus  long — (let  me  speak 
myself, 
Since  virtue  findhi  no  friends,) — a  wife,  a  true  one? 
A  woman  (I  dare  say,  without  vain-glory,) 
Never  yet  branded  with  stispicion  f 
Have  I  with  all  my  full  affections 
Still  met  the  king.^  lov*d  him  neit  heaven  ?  obeyed 

him? 
Been,  oat  of  fondness,  superstitious  to  him  ?t 
Almost  forgot  my  prayers  to  content  him  ? 
And  am  I  uius  rewarded  ?  *tis  not  well,  lords. 
Bring  me  a  constant  woman  to  her  husband, 
One  that  ne*er  dreamM  a  joy  beyond  his  pleasure 
And  to  that  woman,  when  she  has  done  most. 
Yet  will  I  add  an  honour, — a  great  patience. 

fVoL  Madam,  you  wander  from  the  good  we 
aim  at 

Q.  Kath.  My  lord,  I  dare  not  make  myself  so 
guilty. 
To  give  up  willingly  that  noble  title 
Your  master  wed  me  to :  nothing  but  death 
Shall  e*er  divorce  my  dignities. 

H^oL  Tray,  hear  me. 

Q.  Kaih.  *Would  I  had  never  trod  this  English 
earth. 
Or  felt  the  flatteries  that  grow  upon  it ! 
Ye  have  angels^  faces,  but  heaven  Knows  your  heartif. 
WTiat  will  oecomc  of  me  now,  wretched  lady  ? 
I  am  the  most  unhappy  woman  living. — 
Alas  !  poor  wenches,  where  are  now  your  fortunes  - 
\  To  her  Women 
Shipwrecked  upon  a  kingdom,  wnere  no  pity. 
No  friends,  no  nope  ;  no  kindred  weep  for  me. 
Almost,  no  grave  allowed  me : — Like  the  lily, 
That  once  was  mistress  of  the  field,  and  flouri2>h*d, 
ril  hang  my  head,  and  perish. 

JVol.  If  your  grace 

Could  but  be  brought  to  know,  our  ends  are  honest, 
You'd  feel  more  comfort :  why  should  we,  good  lady, 
Upon  what  cause,  wrong  you  ^  alas  !  our  places. 
Toe  way  of  our  profession,  is  against  it ; 
We  are  to  cure  such  sorrows,  not  to  sow  them. 
For  goodness*  sake,  consider  what  you  do ; 
How  you  may  hurt  yourself,  ay,  utteriy 
Grow  from  the  king's  ac(|uaintance,  by  this  carriage. 
The  hearts  of  princes  kiss  obedience. 
So  much  they  love  it ;  but  to  stubborn  spirits, 
They  swell,  and  grow  as  terrible  as  storms. 
I  know,  you  have  a  gentle,  noble  temper, 
A  KMil  as  even  as  a  calm :  Pray,  think  us 
Those  we  profess,  peace-makers,  friends,  and  ser- 
vants. 

(1)  Served  him  with  taperstitioas  Attention. 

VOLw  II, 


Cam,  Madam,  youMl  find  it  so.   You  wrong  your 

virtues 
With  these  weak  women's  fears.    A  noble  spirit, 
As  yours  was  put  into  you,  ever  casts 
Such  doubts,  as  false  coin,  from  it     The  king  lovei 

you; 
Beware,  you  lose  it  not :  For  us,  if  you  please 
To  trust  us  in  your  business,  we  are  reauy 
To  use  our  utmost  studies  in  your  service. 

Q.  Kath.  Do  what  ye  will,  my  lords :  And,  pray, 

forgive  me. 
If  I  have  us'd^  myself  unmannerly : 
You  know,  I  am  a  woman,  lacking  wit 
To  make  a  seemly  answer  to  such  persons. 
Pray,  do  my  service  to  his  majesty : 
He  has  my  heart  yet ;  and  shall  have  my  prayers, 
While  I  shall  have  mv  life.  Come,  reverend  fathers, 
Bestow  your  counsels  on  me :  she  now  b^;s. 
That  little  thought,  when  she  set  footing  here, 
She  should  have  bought  her  dignities  so  dear. 

[Exeunt, 

SCEJSTE  IT.— Ante-chamber  to  the  King's  apart- 
ment. Enter  the  Duke  qf  Norfolk,  the  Duke 
of  Suffolk,  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  and  the  Lord 
Chamberlain. 

^or.  If  you  will  now  unite  in  your  complaints, 
And  force!  them  with  a  constancy,  the  cardinal 
Cannot  stand  under  them  :  If  you  omit 
The  otl'er  of  thb  time,  I  cannot  promise. 
But  that  you  shall  sustain  more  new  disgraces. 
With  these  }'ou  bear  already. 

Sur.  I  am  joyful 

To  meet  the  least  occasion,  that  may  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  father-in-law,  the  duke, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Sujf.  Which  of  the  peers 

Have  uncontemn'd  gone  by  him,  or  at  least 
Strangely  neglected.'  when  did  he  regard 
The  stamp  of  nobleness  in  any  person, 
Out  of  himself.' 

Cham.        My  lords,  you  speak  your  pleasures* 
What  he  deserves  of  ^ou  and  me,  I  know ; 
What  we  can  do  to  hiin  (though  now  the  time 
Gives  way  to  us,)  I  much  fear.     If  you  cannot 
Bar  his  access  to  the  king,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him ;  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 
Over  the  Icing  in  his  tongue. 

JVbr.  O,  fear  him  not ; 

His  spell  in  that  is  out :  the  king  hath  found 
Matter  against  him,  that  for  ever  mars 
The  honey  of  his  language.     No,  he's  settled. 
Not  to  come  off,  in  his  displeasure.  • 

Sur.  Sir, 

I  should  be  glad  to  hear  such  news  as  this 
Once  eveiy  hour. 

J^or.  Believe  it,  this  is  true. 

In  the  divorce,  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded  ;  wherein  he  appears, 
.\s  I  could  wish  mine  enemy. 

Sur.  How  came 

His  practices  to  light.' 

Suj^.  Most  strangely. 

Sur.  O,  how,  how  > 

Svff.  The  cardinal's  tbtter  to  the  pope  miscarried. 
And  came  to  the  eye  o'the  king :  wnerein  was  read. 
How  that  the  carainal  did  entreat  his  holiness 
To  stay  the  judgment  o'the  divorce  :  For  if 
It  did  take  place,  /  «fo,  quoth  he,  perceive 
My  king  is  tangled  in  affection  to 
A  creature  of  Die  queen%  lady  Anne  BuUen, 

Sur,  Has  the  king  this.^ 


(2)  Behaved. 
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Suff:  BelieTe  it 

Sur.  Will  this  work? 

Cham.  The  kiof;  in  fliif  peiceivet  him,  haw  he 


And  hedges,  his  omi  way.    Bat  in  this  point 
All  his  tncks  foonder,  and  he  brings  his  physic 
AAer  his  patient's  death ;  the  king  already 
Hath  mairied  the  &ir  lady. 

Sw.  IVoaldhehad! 

Suff'.  May  yoa  be  happy  in  your  wish,  my  lord ! 
For,  I  profess,  yoa  have  it 

Sur,  Now  all  my  joy 

Traced  the  conjunctioo ! 

Sujf,  My  amen  tot! 

JVior.  All  men's. 

Suffl  There's  order  given  lor  her  coronatiun : 
Many,  this  is  yet  but  yoang,3  and  may  be  left 
To  some  ears  unrecounted. — But,  my  lords. 
She  is  a  gallant  creature,  and  complete 
In  mind  and  feature :  I  persuade  me,  from  her 
Will  hl\  some  blessing  to  this  land,  which  shall 
In  it  be  menioriz*d.> 

Sur.  But,  will  the  king 

Digest  this  letter  of  the  cardinal's? 
The  Loid forbid! 

^or.  Many,  amen ! 

Sujr,  No,  no; 

There  be  more  wasps  that  buiz  about  his  nose. 
Will  make  this  stine  the  sooner.  Cardinal  Campeius 
Is  stolen  away  to  Rome ;  hath  ta'en  no  leave ; 
Has  left  the  cause  o'tbe  king  unhandled ;  and 
Is  posted,  as  the  agent  of  our  cardinal. 
To  second  all  his  plot    I  do  assure  you 
The  king  cried,  ha !  at  this. 

Cham.  Now,  God  incense  him, 

And  let  him  try  ha,  loader ! 

^or.  But,  my  lord, 

W  hen  retaras  Cranmer .' 

Suff.  He  is  retum'd,  in  his  opinions ;  which 
Have  satisfied  the  king  for  his  oivorce, 
Together  with  alt  famous  colleges 
•  Almost  in  Christendom :  shortly,  I  believe. 
His  second  marriage  shall  be  publish'd,  and 
Her  coronation.    Katharine  no  more 
Shall  be  call'd,  queen ;  but  princess  dowager. 
And  widow*  to  prince  Arthur. 

Jfor.  This  same  Cranmer's 

A  worthy  fellow,  and  hath  ta'en  much  pain 
In  the  kuig's  business. 


^Sujff: 


He  has ;  and  we  shall  see  him 


For  It,  an  archbishop. 

J^or,  So  I  hear. 

•  Suff.  rrisio. 

The  cardinal— 

Enter  Wolsey  and  Cromwell 

JVbr.  Observe,  observe,  he's  moody. 

WoL  The  packet,  Cromwell,  gave  it  you  the 
king? 

Cram,  To  his  own  hand,  in  his  bed-chamber. 

fFoL  Look'd  he  o'tfae  inside  of  the  paper  f 

Crcm.  Presently 

He  did  unseal  them ;  and  the  first  he  view'd. 
He  did  it  with  a  serious  mind ;  a  heed 
Was  in  his  countmance :  You,  he  bade 
Attend  him  here  this  morning. 

IVoL  Ishe  ready 

To  coma  abroad? 

Crom.  I  think,  by  this  he  is. 

WbL  Leave  me  a  while. —      [Exit  CromweU. 
It  shall  be  to  the  duchess  of  Alencon, 
The  French  king's  sister :  he  shall  nuuiy  her.— 

<1)  Follow.     (2)  New.    (3)  Madfi  memonble. 


Anne  Bullen !  No ;  m  no  Anne  Bullens  for  him . 
There  is  more  in  it  than  hit  visaee. — Bullen ! 
No,  we'll  no  Bullens. — Speedily  I  wish 
To  hear  from  Rome. — The  marchionesB  of  Pern* 
broke! 
^or.  He's  discontented. 
Suff.  May  be,  he  hears  the  king 

Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

Sur.  ^  Sharp  enough. 

Lord,  for  thy  justice! 

Wol  The  late  queen's  gentlewoman ;  a  knight's 
daughter. 
To  be  her  mistress'  mistress !  the  queen's  queen ! — 
This  candle  bums  not  clear:  'tis  I  must  snufi*  it; 
Then,  out  it  gbes. — ^What  though  I  know  her  vir- 
tuous, 
And  well-deserving?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  spleeny  Lutheran ;  and  not  wholesome  to 
Our  cause,  that  she  should  lie  i'the  bosom  of 
Our  hard-nil'd  king.    Again,  there  is  sprung  up 
A  heretic,  an  arch  one,  Cranmer;  one 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  king. 
And  is  his  oracle. 
J^or.  He  is  vex'd  at  something. 

Sujf.  I  would,  'twere  something  that  would  fret 
the  string, 
The  master<ord  of  his  heart ! 

Enter  the  King,  reodtng'a  Schedulei*  oniLovelL 

Svjf.  The  king,  the  king. 

K.  Hen.  What  piles  of  wealth  hath  be  accumu- 
lated 
To  his  own  portion !  and  what  expense  by  the  hour 
.S<«nis  to  flow  from  him !  How,  i'the  name  of  thriA, 
Does  he  rake  thu  together .^— Now,  my  lords; 
Saw  you  the  cardind  ? 

JYor.  Mv  lord,  we  have 

Stood  here  observing  him :  Some  strange  commotioa 
Is  in  his  brain :  he  bites  his  lip,  and  starts ; 
Stops  on  a  sudden,  looks  upon  the  ground. 
Then,  lays  his  finger  on  his  temple ;  straight. 
Springs  out  into  fast  gait;<  then,  slops  again. 
Strikes  his  breast  hara ;  and  anon,  he  casts 
His  eye  against  the  moon :  in  most  strange  postures 
We  have  seen  him  set  himselil 

K.fren.  Itniaywellbe; 

There  is  a  mutiny  in  his  mind.    This  morning. 
Papers  of  state  he  sent  me  to  peruse, 
As  I  requir'd ;  And,  wot^  you,  what  I  found 
There ;  on  m^  conscience,  put  unwittingly  ? 
Forsooth,  an  mventoiy,  thus  importing, — 
The  several  parcels  of  his  plate,  his  treasure. 
Rich  stuflb,  and  ornaments  of  household ;  which 
I  find  at  such  proud  rate,  that  it  out-speaks 
Possession  of  a  subject 

fTor.  It's  Heaven's  will; 

Some  spirit  put  this  paper  in  the  packet. 
To  bless  your  eye  withal. 

K.  Hen.  If  he  did  think 

His  contemplation  were  above  the  earth. 
And  fix'd  on  spiritual  object,  he  sboald  still 
Dwell  in  his  musings :  but,  I  am  afraid. 
His  thinkings  are  mIow  the  moon,  not  worth 
His  serious  considerii^. 

[He  takes  hia  seat,  and  uihitpers  Lovell,  teha 
goes  to  Wolsey. 

WbL  Heaven  foigjve  me 

Ever  God  blest  yoor  highnws ! 

K.  Hen.  Good  my  lord. 

You  are  full  of  heavenly  staff,  and  bear  the  inven 

toiy 
Of  yoor  best  graces  in  your  mind;  the  which 

(4)  An  inventory.        (5)  Steps.        (6)  Know 
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Yoa  were  now  mnDing  o*er;  yoa  have  scarce  time 
To  steal  from  spiritualleisure  a  brief  span; 
To  keep  jour  earthly  audit :  Sure,  in  tliat 
I  deem  you  an  ill  husband ;  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  therein  my  companion. 

IVU.  Sir, 

For  holy  oflSces  I  have  a  time ;  a  time 
To  think  upon  the  part  of  business,  which 
I  bear  i^the  state ;  and  nature  does  reauire 
Her  times  of  preservation,  which,  perforce, 
I  her  frail  son,  amongst  my  brethren  mortal, 
Most  srive  my  tendance  to. 

K.  Hen.  You  have  said  well. 

fVoL  And  ever  may  your  hiehness  yoke  together, 
As  I  will  lend  you  cause,  my  doing  well 
With  my  well  saying ! 

KHen.  Tis  well  said  again ; 

And  *tis  a  kind  of  good  deed,  to  say  well : 
And  yet  words  are  no  deeds.  My  rather  Iov*d  you: 
He  said,  be  did ;  and  with  his  deed  did  crown 
His  woid  upon  you.    Since  I  had  my  office, 
I  have  kept  you  next  my  heart ;  have  not  alone 
Empby'd  you  where  high  profits  might  come  home, 
But  par*d  my  present  havuigs,  to  bestow 
My  bounties  upon  you. 

W^oL  What  should  this  mean  ? 

Sur.  The  Lord  increase  this  business !    [Aside. 

K.  Hen.  Have  I  not  made  you 

The  prime  man  of  the  state?  I  pray  you,  tell  me, 
[f  what  I  now  pronounce,  you  have  found  true : 
And,  if  you  may  confess  it,  say  withal. 
If  Tou  are  bound  to  us,  or  na    What  say  you? 

iVoL  My  sovereien,  I  confess,  your  royal  graces, 
Sbower'd  on  me  daily,  have  been  more,  than  could 
My  studied  purposes  requite ;  which  went 
B^ond  all  man^s  endeavours : — ^my  endeavours 
Have  ever  come  too  short  of  my  clesires. 
Yet,  fiPd  with  my  abilities:  Mine  own  ends 
Have  been  mine  so,  that  evermore  they  pointed 
To  the  good  of  your  most  sacred  person,  and 
The  pr^t  of  the  state.    For  your  great  graces 
Heaped  upon  me,  poor  undeserver,  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  allegiant  thanks; 
Mv  prayer*  to  heaven  for  you ;  my  loyalty. 
Which  ever  has,  and  ever  shall  be  growing. 
Tin  death,  that  winter,  kill  it 

K.  Hen.  Fairly  answer'd; 

A  byal  and  obedient  subject  is 
Therein  illustrated  :  The  honour  of  it 
IVms  par  the  act  of  it ;  as,  i*the  contrary, 
The  toolness  is  the  punishment    I  presume, 
That,  as  my  hand  has  open*d  bounty  to  you, 
My  heart  dropped  love,  my  power  rain*d  honour, 

nK>re 
Oa  yon,  than  any;  so  your  hand,  and  heart. 
Your  brain,  and  eveiy  function  of  Toor  power. 
Should,  notwithstanding^  that  your  bond  of  du^, 
A%  'twere  in  love's  particular,  be  more 
To  me,  your  friend,  than  any. 

fFoL  I  do  profess. 

That  for  yoar  highness*  good  I  ever  laboured 
More  than  mine  own ;  that  am,  have,  and  will  be. 
ThooKhall  the  world  should  crack  their  duty  to  you. 
And  throw  it  from  dieir  soul :  though  perils  did 
Abound,  as  tiiick  as  thought  could  make  them,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid ;  yet  ray  duty, 
As  doth  the  rock  against  the  chiding  flood, 
Should  the  approacn  of  this  wild  river  break, 
And  stand  oDsnaken  yours. 

K.  Hen.  *Tis  nobly  spoken : 

Take  notice,  lords,  he  has  a  loyal  breast. 
For  yon  have  seen  hiij.  open't. — Read  o*er  this; 

[Oiving  him  papert. 
And,  after.  Ibis :  and  then  to  breakfast,  with 


What  appetite  you  have. 

[Kxit  Kin?, /rotrmng'  upon  Cardinal  Wol- 

sey:  the  JfobUs  throng  a/Urhimftmilirig, 

€md  whispering. 
WoL  What  should  this  mean? 

What  sudden  supper's  this?  how  have  1  reap*d  it  ? 
He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  ruin 
Leaped  from  his  eyes :  So  looks  the  chafed  lion 
Upon  the  daring  huntsman  that  has  gall*d  him ; 
Tnen  makes  him  nothii^.   I  must  read  this  paper; 
I  fear,  the  stoiy  of  his  anger. — *Tis  so ; 
This  paper  has  undone  me : — ^*Tis  the  account 
Of  all  that  world  of  wealth  I  have  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  ends ;  indeed,  to  gain  the  popedom. 
And  fee  my  friends  in  Rome.    One(^.*gcnce, 
Fit  for  a  fool  to  fall  bjr !  What  cross  devil 
Made  me  pot  this  main  secret  in  ihp  packet, 
I  sent  the  aing?  Is  there  noway  to  cure  this? 
No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  brains  ? 
I  know,  *twiU  stir  him  strongly ;  Yet  I  know 
A  way,  if  it  take  right,  in  spite  of  fortune. 
Will  bring  meoff  again.  What's  this— 7ofAcPqpe? 
The  letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  business 
I  writ  to  his  holiness.    Nay  then,  farewell ! 
I  have  touch'd  the  highest  point  of  all  my  gpreatness; 
And,  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 
I  haste  now  to  my  setting :  1  shall  fall 
Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening, 
And  no  man  see  me  more. 

Re-enter  the  Dukes  qf  Norfolk  and  Suffolk,  (hi 
Earl  of  Surrey,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

^or.  Hear  the  king's  pleasure,  cardinal :  who 
commands  you 
To  render  up  the  great  seal  presently 
Into  our  hands ;  and  to  confine  yourself 
To  Asher-honse,!  my  lord  of  Winchester's, 
Till  you  hear  further  firom  his  highness. 

iVoL  Stay, 

Where'syour  commission,  lord&'  words  cannot  cany 
Authority  so  weighty. 

Su^.  Who  dare  cross  them? 

Beanng;  the  king's  will  from  his  mouth  expressly? 

^o^Till  I  find  more  than  will,  or  words,  to  doit 
(I  mean,  your  malice,)  know,  officious  lords, 
I  dare,  and  must  deny  it     Now  I  feel 
Of  what  coarse  metal  ye  are  rooulded,^«nvy. 
How  eae erly  ye  follow  my  disgraces. 
As  if  it  ted  ye !  and  how  sleek  and  wanton 
Ye  appear  in  every  thing  may  bring  my  ruin ! 
Follow  your  envious  courses,  men  of  malice ; 
You  have  Christian  warrant  for  them,  and,  no  donbt» 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.     That  seal, 
Y'ou  ask  with  such  a  violence,  the  king 
(Mine,  and  your  master,)  with  his  own  h^d  gave 

me: 
Bade  me  enjoy  it,  with  the  place  and  honours, 
During  my  life ;  and,  to  confirm  his  goodness. 
Tied  It  by  letters  patents :  Now,  who'll  take  it? 

Sur,  The  king,  that  gave  it 

fVol.  It  must  be  himself  then. 

Sur.  Thou  art  a  proud  traitor,  priest 

IVol.  Proud  lord,  thou  I'lest ; 

Within  these  forty  hours  Surrey  durst  better 
Have  burnt  that  tongue,  than  said  so. 

Sur.  Thy  ambitkNi, 

Thou  scarlet  sin,  robb'd  this  bewailing  land 
Of  noble  Buckingham,  my  father-in-law : 
The  heads  of  all  thy  brother  cardinals, 
rWith  thee,  and  all  thy  best  narts  bound  together,) 
Weigh'd  not  a  hair  of'^his.    rlague  of  your  policy ! 
You  sent  me  deputy  for  Ireland ; 

(1)£sher,  in  Surrey. 
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Far  from  his  succour,  froin  the  king,  from  all 
That  mig^ht  have  mercy  oo  the  fault  thou  gav*8t 

him; 
Whilst  your  ^rcnt  goodness,  out  of  holy  pity, 
Absolv'd  him  with  an  axe. 

WoL  This,  and  all  eUe 

This  talking  lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 
I  answer,  is  most  false.     Tne  duke  by  law 
Found  his  dewrts ;  how  innocent  I  was 
From  any  private  malice  in  his  end, 
His  noble  jury  and  foul  cause  can  witness. 
If  I  lovM  many  words,  lord,  I  should  tell  you, 
You  have  as  little  honesty  as  honour ; 
That  I,  in  the  way  of  loyalty  and  truth 
Toward  the  king,  my  ever  royal  master, 
Dare  mate'  a  sounder  man  than  Surrey  can  be. 
And  all  that  love  his  follies. 

Sur,  ,  By  my  soul. 

Tour  long  coat,  priest,  protects  you ;  thou  should*st 

feel 
My  sword  i'the  life-blood  of  thee  else. — My  lords. 
Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  arrogance  ^ 
And  from  this  fellow  f  If  we  live  thus  tamely, 
To  be  thus  jaded2  bv  a  piece  of  scarlet. 
Farewell  nubility ;  let  his  grace  go  forward. 
And  dare  us  with  his  cap,  like  larks.' 

JVoL  All  goodness 

Is  poison  to  thy  stomach. 

siur.  Yes,  that  goodness 

Of  gleaning  all  the  land^s  wealth  into  one. 
Into  your  own  hands,  cardinal,  by  extortion ; 
The  goodness  of  your  intercepted  packets. 
You  writ  to  the  pope,  against  the  king :  your  good- 
ness. 
Since  you  provoke  me,  shall  be  most  notorious. — 
My  lord  01  Norfolk, — as  you  are  truly  noble, 
As  you  respect  the  commc»i  ^ood,  the  state 
Of  our  despisM  nobility,  our  issues, 
Who,  if  he  live,  will  scarce  be  gentlemen,— 
Produce  the  grand  sum  of  his  sins,  the  articles 
Collected  from  his  life  : — I'll  startle  you 
Worse  than  the  sacring  bell,  when  the  brown  wench 
Lay  kissing  in  your  arms,  lord  cardinal. 

}Vol.  How  much,  methinks,  I  could  despise  this 
man. 
But  that  I  am  bound  in  charity  against  it ! 

J^or.  Those  articles,  my  lord,  are  in  the  king's 
hand : 
But,  thus  much,  they  are  foul  ones. 

IVol.  So  much  fairer. 

And  spotless,  shall  mine  innocence  arise. 
When  the  king  knows  my  truth. 

Sur.  This  cannot  save  you  : 

I  thank  my  memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  these  articles ;  and  out  they  shall. 
Now,  if  you  can,  blush,  and  cry  guilty,  cardinal, 
YouMl  show  a  little  honesty. 

WoL  Speak  on,  sir : 

I  dare  your  worst  objections  :  if  I  blush. 
It  is,  to  see  a  nobleman  want  manners. 

Sur.  rd  rather  want  those,  than  my  head.   Have 
at  you. 
First,  that,  without  the  king's  assent,  or  knowledge, 
You  wrought  to  be  a  legate;  by  which  power 
You  maimM  the  jurisdiction  of  all  bishops. 

J^or.  Then,  that,  in  all  you  writ  to  Rome,  or  else 
To  foreign  princes.  Ego  et  Rtx  meus 
Was  still  inscribed  ;  iu  which  you  brought  the  king 
To  beyour  servant 

Suj^.  Then,  that,  without  the  knowledge 

(1)  Equal.  (2)  Ridden. 

(3)  A  cardinal's  hat  is  scarlet,  and  the  method 
of  daring  larks  is  by  small  mirrors  on  scarlet  cloth. 


Either  of  king  or  council,  when  you  went 
Ambassador  to  the  emperor,  you  made  bold 
To  cariy  into  P'landers  the  gre^t  seal. 

Sur.  Item,  you  sent  a  large  commission 
To  Grpgor}'  de  Cassalis,  to  conclude. 
Without  the  king's  will,  or  the  state's  allowance, 
A  league  between  his  highness  and  Ferrara. 

Svj^.  That,  out  of  mere  ambition,  you  have  caus*d 
Your  holy  hat  to  be  stamp'd  on  the  king's  coin. 

Sur.  Then,  that  you  have  sent  innumerable  sub- 
stance 
(By  what  means  got,  I  leave  to  your  own  coo 

science,) 
To  furnish  Rome,  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
Vou  have  for  dignities ;  to  the  mere*  undoing 
Of  all  the  kingdom.     Many  more  there  are; 
Which,  since  they  are  of  you,  and  odious, 
I  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with. 

Cham.  O  my  lord. 

Press  not  a  falling  man  too  far ;  'tis  virtue  : 
His  faults  lie  open  to  the  laws ;  let  them, 
\ot  you,  correct  him.     My  heart  weeps  to  see  him 
So  little  of  his  great  self. 

Sur.  I  forgive  him. 

Su^.  Lord  cardinal,  the  kinoj's  further  pleasure  is, 
Because  all  those  things,  you  nave  done  of  late 
By  your  power  legatine^  within  this  kingdom. 
Fall  into  the  compass  of  a  prcemunire^^ — 
That  therefore  such  a  writ  be  sued  agaiiist  you ; 
To  forfeit  all  your  goods,  lands,  tenements. 
Chattels,  and  whatsoever,  and  to  be 
Out  of  the  king's  protection : — This  is  my  charge. 

J^or.  And  so  we'll  leave  you  to  your  meditations 
How  to  live  better.     For  your  stubborn  answer. 
About  the  giving  back  the  great  seal  to  us. 
The  king  shall  know  it,  and,  no  doubt,  diall  thank 

you. 
So  fare  you  well,  my  little  good  lord  cardinal. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Wolsej. 

WoL  So  farewell  to  the  little  good  yoa  bear  roe 
Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all  my  greatness ! 
This  is  the  state  of  man ;  To-day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope,  to-morrow  bloMoms, 
And  bears  his  blushing  nonours  thick  upon  him: 
The  third  day,  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  trost ; 
.And,  when  he  thinks,  good  eas^  man,  full  surely 
His  greatncjss  is  a  ripening, — nips  hi«  root, 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.     I  have  ventured. 
Like  little  wanton  boys  that  swim  on  bladders, 
This  many  summers  in  a  sea  of  glory ; 
But  far  beyond  my  depth :  my  high-blown  pride 
At  length  broke  under  me ;  and  how  has  left  me, 
Wearj',  and  old  with  service,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  stream,  that  must  for  ever  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp,  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  ye ; 
I  feel  my  heart  new  open'd  :  O,  how  wretched 
Is  that  poor  man,  that  hangs  on  princes'  favours ! 
There  is  betwixt  that  smile  we  would  aspire  to, 
That  sweet  aspect  of  princes,  and  their  ruin. 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  wars  or  women  have ; 
And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again. — 

Enter  Cromwell,  amazedly. 

Why,  how  now,  Cromwell  t* 
Crom.  I  have  no  power  to  speak,  sir. 
WoL  What,  amai'd 

.\t  my  misfortunes  }  can  thy  snirit  wonder, 
A  great  man  should  decline  f  Nay,  an  you  weep, 
I  am  fallen  indeed. 
Crom.  How  does  your  grace .' 

(4)  Absolute.  (5)  As  the  Pope^s  legate. 

(6)  A  writ  incurring  a  penalty. 
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TToL  WTiy,  weU ; 

Never  so  truly  happy,  my  rood  Cromwell. 
I  know  myself  now;  and  i  feel  within  me 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  disunities, 
A  still  and  quiet  conscience.  The  kinghas  cur*dme, 
Ihambly  thank  his  grace;  and  from  these  shoulders, 
These  ruinM  pillars,  out  of  pity,  taken 
A  load  would  sink  a  navy,  too  much  honour : 
O,  'tis  a  burden,  Cromwell,  *lis  a  burden. 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heaven. 

Crom.  1  am  glad,  your  grace  has  made  that  right 
use  of  it 

WoL  I  hope  I  have  :  I  am  able  now,  methinks, 
(Out  of  a  fortitude  of  soul  1  feel,) 
To  endure  more  miseries,  and  greater  far, 
Than  my  weak  hearted  enemies  dare  offer. 
What  news  abroad  ? 

Crom.  The  heaviest,  and  the  worst. 

Is  your  displeasure  with  the  king. 

fVoL  God  bless  him ! 

Crom.  The  next  is,  that  sir  Thomas  More  is  chosen 
Lord  chancellor  in  your  place. 

IVol.  That's  somewhat  sujdden : 

But  he's  a  learned  man.  May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  highness'  favour,  and  do  iustice 
For  truth's  sake,  and  his  conscience ;  that  his  bones, 
When  he  has  run  his  course,  and  sleeps  in  blessings, 
May  have  a  tomb  of  orphans'  tearsi  wept  on  'em  ' 
What  nfK>r«f 

Crom.  That  Cranmer  is  retum'd  with  welcome, 
Instaird  lord  archbishop  of  Canterbuiy. 

fVol.  That's  news,  indeed. 

Crom.  Last,  that  the  ladj  Anne, 

Whom  the  king  hath  in  secrecy  long  married, 
This  day  was  view'd  in  open,  as  his  queen, 
Going  to  chapel ;  and  the  voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  coronation. 

iriot  There  was  the  weight  that  pull'd  me  down. 
O  Cromwell, 
The  king  has  gone  beyond  me,  all  my  glories 
In  that  one  woman  I  have  lost  for  ever : 
No  sun  shall  ever  usher  forth  mine  honours, 
Or  gild  again  the  noble  troops  that  waited 
Upon  my  smiles.  Go,  get  thee  from  me,  Cramwell ; 
I  am  a  poor  fallen  man,  unworthy  now 
To  be  thy  lord  and  master :  seek  the  king; 
That  sun,  I  pray,  may  never  set !  I  have  told  him 
What,  and  how  true  thou  art :  he  will  advance  thee ; 
Some  little  memory  of  me  will  stir  him 
fl  know  his  noble  nature,)  not  to  let 
Thy  hopeful  service  peridi  too :  Good  Cromwell, 
Neglect  him  not ;  make  use3  now,  and  provide 
For  thine  own  future  safety. 

Crom.  O  my  lord. 

Must  I  then  leave  you  ?  Must  I  needs  forego 
So  good,  so  noble,  and  W94nie  a  master  P 
Bear  witness,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  iron, 
With  what  a  sorrow  Cromwell  leaves  his  lord. — 
The  king  shall  have  my  service ;  but  my  prayers 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  shall  be  yours. 

WoL  Cromwell,  I  did  not  think  to  shed  a  tear 
In  all  mv  miwries ;  but  thou  hast  forc'd  me 
Out  of  thy  honest  truth  to  play  the  woman. 
Let's  dry  our  eves :  and  thus  far  hear  me,  Cromwell ; 
And, — when  1  am  forgotten,  as  I  shall  be ; 
And  sleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  mention 
Of  me  nwre  must  be  heard  of, — say,  I  taught  thee. 
Say,  Wolsey, — that  once  trod  the  ways  of  gloiy. 
And  sounded  all  the  depths  and  shoals  of  honour, — 
Found  thee  a  way,  out  of  his  wreck,  to  rise  in ; 
A  sure  and  safe  one,  though  thy  master  miss'd  it 
Mark  but  my  fell,  and  that  that  ruin'd  roe. 

(1)  The  chanceUor  is  the  guardian  of  oiphant. 


Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition ; 
By  that  sin  fell  the  angels,  how  can  man  then, 
T^he  image  of  his  Maker,  hope  to  win  by't  ? 
Love  thyself  last :  cherish  those  hearts'  that  hate 

thee; 
Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honesty. 
Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace. 
To  silence  envious  tongues.     Be  just,  and  fear  not : 
I-.et  all  the  ends,  thou  aim'st  at,  be  thy  country's, 
Thy  God's,   and  truth's ;  then  if  thou   fall'st,  O 

Cromwell, 
Thou  fall'st  a  blessed  martyr.     Serve  the  king ; 
And, — pr'ythee,  lead  me  in  : 
There  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have, 
To  the  last  penny :  'tis  the  king's  :  my  robe. 
And  my  integrity  to  heaven,  is  all 
I  dare  now  call  mine  own.  O  Crcxnwell,  Cromwell 
Had  I  but  serv'd  my  God  with  half  the  teal 
I  serv'd  my  king,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 
Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies. 
Crom.  Good  sir,  have  patience. 
fVol.  So  I  have.     Farewell 

The  hopes  of  court  I  my  hopes  in  heaven  do  dwell 

[Exeuni 


ACT  IV. 

SCEJSTE  I.—A  street  in  Westmin$ter,    Enter 
ttoo  Gentlemen,  mteting. 

1  GenL  You  are  well  met  once  again. 

2  Gent.  And  so  are  you. 

1  Gcni.  You  come  to  take  your  stand  here,  and 

behold 
The  lady  Anne  pass  from  her  coronation .? 

2  Gent.  Tis  all  my  business.     At  our  last  en- 

counter. 
The  duke  of  Buckingham  came  from  his  trial. 

1  Gent.  'Tis  very  true :  but  that  time  offered 

sorrow ; 
This,  general  joy. 

2  Gent.  'Tis  well :  The  citiiens, 

I  am  sure,  have  shown  at  full  their  royal  mmds ; 
As,  Fet  them  have  their  rights,  they  are  ever  forwurd 
In  celebration  of  this  day  with  shows. 
Pageants,  and  sights  of  honour. 

1  Gent.  Never  greater, 
Nor,  I'll  assure  you,  better  taken,  sir. 

2  Gent.  May  I  be  bold  to  ask  what  that  contains, 
That  paper  in  your  hand .' 

1  Gent.  Yes ;  'tis  the  list 
Of  those,  that  claim  their  offices  this  day. 
By  custom  of  the  coronation. 

The  duke  of  Suffolk  is  the  fi^st,  and  claims 
To  be  high  steward ;  next,  the  duke  of  Norfolk, 
He  to  be  earl -marshal ;  you  may  read  the  rest 

2  Gent.  I  thank  you,  sir ;  had  I  not  known  those 

customs, 
I  should  have  been  beholden  to  your  paper. 
But,  I  beseech  you,  what's  become  of  Katharine, 
The  princess  dowager .?  how  goes  her  business .' 

I  Gent.  That  I  can  tell  you  too.  The  archbishop 
Of  Canterbury,  accompanied  with  other 
Learned  and  reverend  fathers  of  his  order, 
Held  a  late  court  at  Dunstable,  six  miles  cff 
From  Ampthill,  where  the  princess  lay  ;  to  which 
She  oft  was  cited  by  them,  out  appear'd  not : 
And,  to  be  short,  for  not  appearance,  and 
Tlie  king's  late  scruple,  by  the  main  assent 
Of  all  these  learned  men  she  was  divorc'd. 


(2)Intcfeft 
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And  the  lale  marriage'  made  of  none  effect : 
Since  which,  she  was  removed  to  Kimbolton, 
Where  she  remains  now,  siclc. 
2  Geni.  Alas,  good  lady  !— 

[  Trumpets. 
The  trumpets  sound:  stand  dose,  the  queen  is 
coming. 

THE  ORDER  OF  THE  PROCESSION. 

A  Uvely  JUmrish  qf  trumpets;  t?ien  enter 

1.  7\do  judges. 

2.  Lord  Chancellor f  vnth  the  purse  and  mace  be- 

fore  him. 

3.  Choristers  singing.  [Music. 

4.  Mayor  of  London^  bearing  the  mace.     Then 

Garter^  in  his  coat  of  armSf  and  on  his 
heady  a  gilt  copper  crown. 
6.  Jdarquis  Dorset,  bearing  a  sceptre  of  gold,  on 
his  head  a  demi-coronal  qf  gold.  With 
him,  the  earl  of  Surrey,  bearinz  the  rod 
qf  silver  toith  the  dove,  croicnea  with  an 
earVs  coronet.     Collars  of  SS. 

6.  Duke  of  Suffolk,  in  his  robe  ofesiaie,his  coro- 

net on  his  head,  bearing  a  long  white 
wand,  as  high-steward.  With  him,  the 
duke  of  jVutfulk,  with  the  rod  qf  mar- 
shedship,  a  coronet  on  his  head.  Collars 
of  SS. 

7.  A  canopy  borne  by  four  of  the  Cinoue-ports  ,• 

under  it,  the  Queen  in  her  robe ,'  in  her 
hair  richly  adorned  with  pearl,  crowned. 
On  each  side  of  her,  the  bishops  of  London 
and  Winchester. 

8.  The  old  Duchess  of  Norfolk,  in  a  coronal  of 

gold,  wrought  with  flowers,  bearing  the 
Queen''s  train. 

9.  Certain  ladies  or  countesses,  imth  plain  circlets 

qf  gold,  without  Jlowers. 

2  Gent.    A  royal  train,  believe  me. — These  I 
know ; — 
"Who's  tliat,  that  bears  the  sceptre  ? 

1  Gent.  Marquis  Dorset : 
And  that  the  earl  of  Surrey,  with  the  rod. 

2  Gent.   A  bold  brave  gentleman :     And  that 

should  be 
The  duke  of  Suflblk. 

1  Gent.  'Tis  th/»  same;  high-steward. 

2  Geni.  And  that  my  lord  of  Norfolk  * 

1  Gent.  Yes. 

2  GenL  Heaven  bless  thee ! 

[Looking  on  the  Queen. 
Thou  hast  the  sweetest  face  I  ever  lookM  on. — 
Sir,  as  I  have  a  soul,  she  is  an  angel; 
Our  king  has  all  the  Indies  in  his  arms. 
And  more,  and  richer,  when  he  strains  that  lady  : 
I  cannot  blame  his  conscience. 

1  Gent.  They,  that  bear 
The  cloth  of  honour  over  her,  are  four  barons 
Of  the  Cinque-ports. 

2  Gent.  Thotte  men  are  happy ;  and  so  are  all,  are 

near  her. 
I  take  it,  she  that  carries  up  the  train. 
Is  that  old  noble  lady,  duchess  of  Norfolk. 

1  Geni.  It  is;  and  all  tlie  rest  are  countesses. 

2  Geni.  Their  coronets  say  so.  These  are  stars, 

indeed  ; 
And,  sometimes,  falling  ones. 
1  Gent.  No  more  of  that 

[Exit  procession,  with  a  great  flourish  of 
trumpets. 

(1)  The  marriage  lately  considered  as  valid.     , 


Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

God  save  you  sir !   Where  have  you  been  broiling.' 
3  Gent.  Among  the  croud  i'thc  abbey ;  where  i 
finger 
Could  not  be  wedgM  in  more ;  and  I  am  stifled 
With  the  mere  rankness  of  their  joy. 

2  Gent.  You  saw 
The  ceremony  ? 

3  Gent.  That  I  did. 

1  Gent.  How  was  it  ? 
3  Gent.  Well  worth  the  seeing. 

2  Geni.  Good  sir,  speak  it  to  us. 

3  Gent.  As  well  as  I  am  able.  The  rich  stream 
Of  lords,  and  ladies,  Iiaving  brought  the  queen 
To  a  prepar'd  place  in  the  choir,  fell  off 

A  distance  from  her ;  while  her  grace  sat  down 
To  rest  a  while,  some  half  an  hour,  or  so, 
In  a  rich  chair  of  slate,  opposing  freely 
The  beauty  of  her  person  to  the  people. 
Believe  me,  sir,  she  is  the  goodliest  woman 
That  ever  lay  by  man :  which  when  the  people 
Had  the  full  view  of,  such  a  noise  arose 
As  the  shrouds  make  at  S(>a  in  a  stiff  tempest. 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes  :  hats,  cUmks, 
(Doublets,  I  think,)  flew  up;  and  had  their  faces 
Been  looiie,  this  day  they  had  been  lost    Such  joy 
I  never  saw  before.     Great-bellied  wiwnen. 
That  had  not  half  a  week  to  go,  like  rams 
In  the  old  time  of  war,  woula  shake  the  press. 
And  make  them  reel  before  them.     No  man  living 
Could  say,  This  is  my  unfe,  there ;  all  were  woven 
So  strangely  in  one  piece. 

2  Geni.  But,  pray,  what  followed  ? 

3  Gent.  At  length  her  grace  rose,  and  with  modest 

puces 
Came  to  the  altar ;  where  she  kneclM,  and,  saint- 
like, 
Cast  her  fair  eyes  to  heaven,  and  prayed  devoutly, 
Then  rose  again,  and  Ixjw'd  her  to  the  people: 
When  by  the  archbii»hop  of  Canterbury 
She  had  all  the  royal  makings  of  a  <|Ufen; 
As  holy  oil,  Edward  ('onfessor's  crown. 
The  rod,  and  bird  of  peace,  and  all  such  emb^ennt, 
Laid  nobly  on  her :  which  perform'd,  the  choir, 
With  all  the  choicest  music  of  the  kingdom. 
Together  sung  TV  Deum.     So  she  parted, 
.^nd  with  the  same  full  state  pacM  oack  again 
To  Y'ork-place,  where  the  feast  is  held. 

1  Gent.  Sir,  you 
Must  no  more  call  it  York-place,  that  is  pn&t : 
For,  since  the  cardinal  fell,  that  title's  lost; 

'Tis  now  the  king's,  and  call'd — Whitehall. 

3  Gent.  I  know  it ; 

But  'tis  so  lately  alter'd,  that  the  old  name 
Is  fresh  about  me.        "i^ 

2  Gent.  Wha^^'o  reverend  bishops 
Were  those  that  went  on  each  side  of  the  queen  .' 

3  Gent.  Stokesly  and  Gardiner;  the  one, of  Win 

Chester, 
(Newly  preferr'd  from  the  king's  secretary,) 
The  other,  London. 

2  Geni.  He  of  Winchester 

Is  held  no  great  good  lover  of  tlie  archbishop's, 
The  virtuous  Cranmer. 

3  Gent.  All.  the  land  knows  that : 
However,  yet  there's  no  great  breach ;  when  it 

comes, 
Cranmer  will  find  a  friend  will  not  shrink  from  him. 

2  Geni.  Who  may  that  be,  I  pray  you  ? 

3  Gent.  Thomas  Cromwell ; 
A  man  in  much  esteem  with  the  king,  and  truly 

A  worthy  friend. — The  king 

Has  made  him  master  o'the  jewel-house, 
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And  one,  already,  of  the  privy-coancil. 

2  Gent.  He  will  deserve  more. 

3  Gent.  Yes,  without  all  doubt 
Come,  gentlemen,  ye  shall  go  my  way,  which 

Is  to  the  court,  and  there  ye  shall  be  my  guests ; 
Something  I  can  command.    As  I  walk  Uiitber, 
(Ml  tell  ye  more. 
Both.  You  may  command  us,  sir.  [£xe. 

SCEJ^E  //.t— Kimbolton.  £nfer  Katharine,  Am;- 
agerf  tick;  led  between  Griffith  and  Patience. 

Grif.  How  does  your  grace  ? 

Kath,  O,  Griffith,  sick  to  death : 

My  legs,  like  loaden  branches,  bow  to  the  earth, 
Willing  to  leave  their  burden:  Reach  a  chair; — 
So, — now,  methinks,  I  feel  a  little  ease. 
Didst  thou  not  tell  me,  Griffith,  as  thou  led*st  me, 
That  the  great  child  of  honour,  cardinal  Wolsey, 
Was  dead  ? 

Gri^  Yes,  madam;  but,  I  think, your  grace. 
Out  of  the  pain  you  sufTerM,  g^ve  no  ear  to*t 

Kaih.  Pr'ythee,  good  Griffith,  tell  me  bow  he 
died: 
If  well,  he  stepped  before  me,  happily ,3 
For  my  example. 

Gri^.  Well,  the  voice  goes,  madam : 

For  aJter  the  stout  carl  Northumberland 
Arrested  him  at  York,  and  brought  him  forward 
(As  a  man  sorely  tainted,)  to  his  answer, 
He  fell  sick  suddenly,  and  grew  so  ill, 
He  could  not  sit  his  mule. 

Kath.  Alas!  poor  man! 

Grif.  At  last,  with  easy  roads,'  he  came  to 
Leicester, 
Lodg'd  in  the  abbey;  where  the  reverend  abbot, 
With  all  his  convent,  honourably  received  him ; 
To  whom  he  gave  these  words, — 0  father  abbot^ 
An  old  iTuxn,  broken  with  the  storms  of  state. 
Is  come  to  lay  his  iveary  bones  among  ye  ; 
Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity! 
So  went  to  bed  :  where  eagerly  his  sickness 
PursuM  him  still ;  and  three  nights  aAer  this, 
About  the  hour  of  eight  (which  he  himself 
Foretold,  should  be  his  last,)  full  of  repentance, 
Continual  meditations,  tears,  and  sorrows, 
He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again. 
His  blessed  part  to  heaven,  and  slept  in  peace. 

Kath.  So  may  he  rest ;  his  faults  lie  gently  on  him ! 
Yet  thus  far,  Griffith,  give  me  leave  to  speak  him, 
And  yet  with  charity, — He  was  a  man 
Of  an  unbounded  stomach,^  ever  ranking 
Himself  with  princes ;  one,  that  by  suggestion 
Tfd  all  the  kingdom  :  simony  was  fair  play; 
His  own  opinion  was  his  law :  Pthe  presence* 
He  would  say  untruths ;  and  be  ever  double. 
Both  in  his  words  and  mg^in^ :  He  was  never. 
But  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful : 
His  promises  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty; 
But  his  performance,  as  he  is  now,  notlhung. 
Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  ga*'e 
The  clergy  ill  example. 

Gr\f.  Noble  madam, 

Men*8  evil  manners  live  in  brass ;  their  virtues 
We  write  in  water.     May  it  please  your  highness 
To  hear  me  speak  his  good  now  ? 

Kath.  Yes,  good  Griffith; 

(1)  This  scene  is  above  any  other  part  of  Shak- 
speare's  tragedies,  and  perhaps  above  any  scene 
of  any  other  poet ;  tencler  and  pathetic,  without 
gods,  or  furies,  or  poisons,  or  precipices ;  without 
the  help  of  romantic  circumstances,  without  im- 
probable sallies  of  poetical  lamentation,  and  with- 
out any  throes  of  tumultuous  misery.    JOH.NSON. 


I  were  malicious  else. 

Grif.  This  cardinal. 

Though  from  an  humble  stock,  undoubtedly 
Was  fashionM  to^  much  honour.  From  his  cradle, 
He  was  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe,  and  good  one; 
Exceeding  wise,  fair-spoken,  and  persuading : 
Lofty,  and  sour,  to  them  that  lovM  him  not ; 
But,  to  thotie  men  that  sought  him,  sweet  as  summer. 
And  though  he  were  unsatisfied  in  getting, 
(Which  was  a  sin,)  vet  in  bestowing,  madam. 
He  was  most  princely :  Ever  wimess  for  him 
Those  twins  of  learning,  that  he  raisM  in  you, 
Ipswich,  and  Oxford !  one?  of  which  fell  with  him, 
unwilling  to  outlive  the  good  that  did  it; 
The  other,  though  unfinished,  yet  so  famous. 
So  excellent  in  art,  and  still  so  rising. 
That  Christendom  shall  ever  speak  his  virtue. 
His  overthrow  heap'd  happiness  upon  him ; 
For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  felt  himself. 
And  found  the  blessedness  of  being  little : 
And,  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give  him,  he  died,  fearing  God. 

Kath.  After  my  death  I  wish  no  other  herald, 
No  other  speaker  of  mv  living  actions. 
To  keep  mine  honour  from  corruption. 
But  such  an  honest  chronicler  as  Griffith. 
Whom  I  most  hated  living,  thou  hast  made  me. 
With  thv  religious  truth,  and  modesty, 
Now  in  his  awes  honour :  Peace  be  with  him  !— 
Patience,  be  near  me  still ;  and  set  me  lower : 
I  have  not  lon^  to  trouble  thee.— Good  Griffith, 
Cause  the  musicians  play  nr>e  that  sad  note 
I  nam*d  my  knell,  wnilst  I  sit  meditating 
On  that  celestial  harmony  I  go  to. 

8ad  and  solemn  music 

Grif  She  is  aleep :  Good  wench,  let's  sit  down 
quiet. 

For  fear  we  wake  her ;— Softly,  gentle  Patience. 

The  vision.  Eatery  solemnly  tripjnng  one  after 
another^  six  personages,  clad  %n  white  robes, 
voearing  on  their  heads  garlands  of  bays,  and 
golden  vizards  on  their  faces ;  bramJies  of  bays, 
or  palm,  in  their  hands.  Theyfrst  congee  unto 
her,  thai  dance  ;  and,  at  certain  changes,  the 
first  two  hold  a  spare  garland  over  her  head;  at 
which,  the  other  four  make  reverent  courfsies  ; 
then  the  tioo  thai  held  the  garland,  deliver  the 
same  to  the  other  "next  two,  who  observe  the  same 
order  in  their  changes,  and  holding  the  garland 
over  her  head:  which  done,  they  deliver  the 
same  garland  to  the  last  two,  who  likewise  ob- 
serve  the  same  or*Ur :  at  which  (as  it  were  by 
inspiration,)  she  makes  in  her  sleep  signs  of  re- 
joicing, and  holdeth  up  her  hands  to  heaven : 
and  so  in  their  dancing  they  vanish,  carrying 
the  garland  with  them.     The  music  continues. 

Kath.  Spirits  of  peace,  where  are  ye  ?    Are  ye 
all  gone .' 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchedness  behind  ye? 

Grif  Madam,  we  are  here. 

Kath.  It  is  not  you  I  call  for : 

Saw  ye  none  enter,  since  I  slept  ^ 

Grif  None,  madam v 

Kalh.  No  ?  Saw  you  not,  even  now,  a  blessed 
troop 
Invite  me  to  a  banquet ;  who«  bright  faces 
Cn-Ht  thousand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  sun? 
They  promisM  me  eternal  happiness ; 

(2)  Haply.         (3)  By  short  stages. 
(4)  Pride.         (5)  Of  die  king. 
(6)  Formed  for.  (7)  Ipswich. 
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And  brought  me  garlands,  Griffith,  which  I  fed 
I  am  not  worthjr  yet  to  wear :  I  shall, 
Asburedly. 

Crr\f.  I  am  most  joyful,  madam,  suchgood  dreams 
Possess  your  fancy. 

Kaih.  Bid  the  music  leave. 

They  are  harsh  and  heavy  to  me.     [ JUimc  ceases. 

PtU.  Do  you  note. 

How  much  her  grace  is  alter'd  on  the  sudden? 
How  long  her  face  is  drawn  ?  how  pale  she  looks. 
And  of  an  earthly  cold  ?  Mark  you  her  eyes  ? 

Grif.  She  is  going,  wench ;  pray,  pray. 

PaL  Heaven  comfort  her  ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  An't  like  your  grace, — 

KaUi,  You  are  a  saocj  iellow : 

Deserve  we  no  more  reverence  ? 

Grif.  You  are  to  blame. 

Knowing  she  will  not  lose  her  wonted  greatness, 
To  use  so  rude  behaviour :  go  to,  kneel. 

Mess.  1  humbly  do  entreat  your  highness*  pardon ; 
My  haste  made  me  unmannerly :  There  is  staging 
A  gentleman,  sent  from  the  king,  to  see  you. 

Kaik.  Admit  him  entrance,  Griffith:   But  this 
fellow 
Vet  me  ne'er  see  again.    [ExeunJt  Grif  and  Mess. 

Re-enter  Griffith,  teiih  Capucius. 

If  my  sight  fail  not, 
Taa  should  be  lord  ambassador  from  the  emperor, 
fHy  royal  nephew,  and  your  name  Capucius. 

Cap.  Macum,  the  same,  your  servant 

Kath.  O  my  lord, 

Hie  times,  and  titles,  now  are  altered  strangely 
With  me,  sin6e  first  you  knew  roe.  But,  I  pray  you, 
What  is  your  pleasure  with  me  f 

Cap.  Noble  lady. 

First,  mine  own  service  to  your  grace ;  the  next. 
The  king's  request  that  I  would  visit  you ; 
Who  grieves  much  for  your  weakness,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  his  princely  commendations. 
And  heartily  entreats  you  take  good  comfort 

Kaih.  O  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  too 
late; 
n*is  like  a  pardon  after  execution  : 
That  gentle  physic,  given  in  time,  had  cur'd  me; 
But  now  I  am  past  all  comforts  here,  but  prayers. 
How  does  his  highness  ? 

Cap.  Madam,  in  good  health. 

Kath.  So  may  he  ever  do !  and  ever  flourish. 
When  I  shall  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  pocn*  name 
Banish'd  the  kingdom  ! — Patience,  is  that  letter, 
I  caus'd  you  write,  yet  sent  away  ? 

Pat  No,  madam. 

[Giving  it  to  Katharine. 

Kaih.  Sir,  I  most  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 
This  to  my  lord  the  king. 

Qip.  Most  willing,  madam. 

Kaih.  In  which  I  have  commended  to  his  good- 
ness 
The  model'  of  our  chaste  loves,  his  young  daugh- 
ter:!— 
The  dews  of  heaven  fall  thick  in  blessings  on  her ! — 
Beseeching  him,  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding; 
(She  is  young,  and  of  a  noble  modest  nature ; 
I  hope,  she  will  deser%'e  well :)  and  a  little 
To  love  her  for  her  mother^s  sake,  that  lov'd  him. 
Heaven  knows  bow  dearly.     My  next  poor  petition 
Is,  that  his  noble  grace  would  have  some  pity 
Upon  my  wretched  womoi,  that  so  long, 

(1)  Image.        (2)  Afterwards  Queen  Mary. 
(3)  Even  if  be  abould  be. 


Have  followed  both  my  fortunes  faithfully  : 

Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow, 

(And  now  I  should  not  lie,)  but  will  deserve. 

For  virtue,  and  true  beauty  of  the  soul. 

For  honesty,  and  decent  carriage, 

A  right  good  husband,  let  him  be^  a  noble  ; 

And,  sure,  those  men  are  happy  that  shall  haT8 

them. 
The  last  is,  for  mv  men  : — they  are  the  poorest. 
But  poverty  could  never  draw  them  from  roe ; — 
That  they  may  have  their  wages  duly  paid  th^n. 
And  something  over  to  remember  me  by; 
If  Heaven  had  pleas'd  to  have  given  me  longer  life. 
And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 
These  are  the  whole  contents : — And,  good  my  lord. 
By  that  you  love  the  dearest  in  this  world. 
As  you  wish  Christian  peace  to  souls  departed. 
Stand  these  poor  people's  friend,  and  urge  the  king 
To  do  me  this  last  right 

Cap.  By  heaven,  I  will ; 

Or  let  roe  lose  the  fashion  of  a  man  ! 

Kaih,  1  thank  you,  honest  lord.     Remember  me 
In  all  humility  unto  his  highness : 
Say,  his  long  trouble  now  is  passing 
Out  of  this  world  :  tell  him,  in  dea&  I  blessM  him. 
For  so  I  will. — Mine  eyes  grow  dim. — Farewell, 
My  lord. — Griffith,  farewell. — Nay,  Patience, 
You  must  not  leave  me  yet.     I  must  to  bed ; 
Call  in  more  women. — Wlien  I  am  dead,  good 

wench, 
Ix»t  me  be  us'd  with  honour ;  strew  me  over 
With  maiden  fbwers,  that  all  the  world  nuy  know 
I  was  a  chaste  wife  to  my  grave :  embaUn  me. 
Then  lay  me  forth  :  although  unqueen*d,  yet  Uke 
A  queen,  and  daughter  to  a  king,  inter  me. 
I  can  no  mcue. [ElxeusU,  leading  Kathnrinfi 


ACT  V. 

SCE^TE  I.— A  gallery  in  the  palace.  Enter 
Gardiner  bishop  of  Winchester  ;  a  Plage  mik  c 
torch  hffore  him,  met  by  Sir  Thomas  LovelL 

Gar.  It's  one  o'clock,  boy,  is't  not.^ 

Boy.  It  hath  strack. 

Gar.  These  should  be  hours  for  necetfities, 
Not  for  delights ;  times  to  repair  our  nature 
With  comforting  repose,  ana  not  for  us 
To  waste  these  times.— Good  hour  of  night,  ar 

Thomas! 
Whither  so  late  ? 

Lov.  Came  you  from  the  kii^,  my  lotd  ? 

Gar.  I  did,  sir  Thomas;  and  left  him  at  primero* 
With  the  duke  of  SdUk. 

Lov.  I  must  to  him,  t00| 

Before  he  go  to  bed.     Pll  take  mv  leave. 

Gar.  Not  yet,  sir  Thomas  Lov'ell.     Wbat*ft  Am 
matter? 
It  seems,  you  are  in  haste :  an  if  there  be 
No  great  offence  belongs  to't,  give  your  friend 
Some  touch^  of  your  late  business :  Aflfairs,  that  walk 
(As,  they  say,  spirits  do,)  at  midnight,  have 
In  them  a  wilder  nature,  than  the  business 
That  seeks  despatch  by  day. 

Lov.  My  lord,  I  love  yoa ; 

And  durst  commend  a  secret  to  your  ear 
Much  weightier  than  this  work.    The  queen*!  in 

labour. 
They  say,  in  great  extremity ;  and  fear'd. 
She'll  with  the  labour  end. 

(4)  A  game  at  cards.         (5)  Hint 
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Chur.  The  fruit,  the  goes  with, 

I  prer  for  heartily ;  that  it  may  find 
Gooa  time,  and  live :  but  for  the  stock,  sir  Thomas, 
I  wish  it  grubbM  up  now. 

Lav.  Methinks,  I  could 

C17  the  amen ;  and  yet  my  conscience  says, 
She's  a  good  creature,  and,  sweet  lady,  does 
Deserve  our  better  wishes. 

Gar.  But,  sir,  sir, — 

Hear  me,  sir  Thomas  :  You  are  a  gentleman 
Of  mine  own  way  ;  I  know  you  wise,  religious ; 
And,  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne*er  be  well, — 
•Twill  not,  sir  Thomas  («ovelI,  takeU  of  me, — 
Till  Craniner,  Cromwel',  her  two  hands,  and  she. 
Sleep  in  their  graves. 

Imo.  Now,  sir,  you  speak  of  two 

The  most  remarked  i*the  kingdom.  As  for  Crom- 
well,— 
Beside  that  of  the  jewel-house,  he*s  made  master 
0*the  rolls,  and  tlie  king's  secretaiy :  further,  sir, 
Stands  in  the  gap  and  trade  of  more  preferments, 
With  which  ti^  time  will  load  him :  The  archbiifhop 
Is  the  king's  hand,  and  tongue;  And  who  dare 

speak 
One  syllable  against  him.^ 

Gar.  Yes,  yes,  sir  Thomas, 

There  are  that  dare ;  and  I  myself  have  ventured 
To  speak  my  mind  of  him :  and,  indeed,  this  day. 
Sir  (1  may  tell  it  you,)  I  think,  I  have 
Incens'di  the  lorcu  o'the  council,  that  he  is 
f  For  so  1  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is,) 
A  most  arch  heretic,  a  pestilence 
That  does  infect  the  land :  with  which  they  moved. 
Hare  broken^  with  the  king ;  who  hath  so  far 
Given  ear  to  our  complaint  (of  his  great  grace 
And  princely  care ;  foreseeing  those  fell  mischiefs 
Our  reasons  laid  before  him)  he  hath  commanded, 
To-morrow  morning  to  the  council-board 
He  be  convented.'    He's  a  rank  weed,  sir  Thomas, 
And  we  must  root  him  out.     From  your  affairs 
I  binder  you  too  long  :  good  night,  sir  Thomas. 
IjOV,  Many  good  nights,  my  lord ;  I  rest  your 
servant       [Exeunt  Gardiner  cuid  Page. 

As  Lovell  15  going  ouiy  enter  the  Ring,  OTid  the 
Duke  of  Suffolk. 

K,  Hen.  Charles,  I  will  play  no  more  to-night ; 
My  mind's  not  on't,  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 

Suf.  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 

K.  Hen.  But  little,  Charles; 
Nor  shall  not,  when  my  fancy's  on  my  play. — 
Now,  Lovell,  from  the  queen  what  is  the  news  I 

Loo.  I  could  not  personally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  woman 
I  sent  your  message ;  who  retum'd  her  thanks 
in  the  greatest  humbleness,  and  desir'd  your  high- 
ness 
Most  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

K.  Hen.  What  say'st  thou  ?  ha ! 

To  pray  for  her  ?  what,  is  she  crying  out  f 

Lov.  So  said  her  woman ;  and  that  her  suffer- 
ance made 
Almost  each  pang  a  death. 

K.  Hen.  Alas,  Rood  lady  ! 

Svf.  God  safely  quit  her  of  her  burden,  and 
"With  gentle  travail,  to  the  eladding  of 
Tour  highness  with  an  heir  I 

K.  Hen.  'Tis  midnight,  Charles, 

Pr'ythee,  to  bed ;  and  in  thy  prayers  remember 
The  estate  of  my  poor  queen.     Leave  me  alone ; 
For  I  must  think  of  that,  which  company 
Will  not  be  friendly  ta 


m  Set  on. 

VOL  II. 


(2)  Told  their  minds. 


Suf.  I  wish  your  hidineai 

A  quiet  night,  and  my  good  mistress  will 
Remember  in  my  prayers. 
K.  Hen.  Charles,  good  night— 

[Exit  Sufiblk 
Enter  Sir  Anthony  Denny. 

Well,  sir,  what  follows  ? 

Den.  Sir,  I  have  brought  my  lord  the  archbidiop. 
As  you  commanded  me. 

A.  Hen.  Ha  !  Canterbuiy  f 

Den.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Hen.  ^is  true  :  Where  is  he,  Denny  f 

Den.  He  attends  your  highness'  pleasure. 

K.  Hen.  Bring  him  to  us. 

[Exit  Denny. 

ZjOV.  This  is  about  that  which  the  bishop  spake ; 
I  am  happily  come  hither.  [Aside. 

Re-enter  Denny,  with  Cranmer. 

K.  Hen.  Avoid  the  gallery. 

[Lovell  seems  to  stay. 
Ha ! — I  have  said. — Be  gone. 
What !—  [Exeunt  Lovell  and  Denny. 

Cran.  I  am  fearful : — Wherefore  frowns  hcthus.^ 
'Tis  his  aspect  of  terror.     All's  not  well. 

K.Hen.  How  now,  my  lord  f  You  do  desire  to 
know 
Wherefore  I  sent  for  you. 

Cran.  It  is  my  duty, 

To  attend  your  highness'  pleasure. 

K.  Hen.  'Pray  you,  arise. 

My  good  and  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury. 
Come,  you  and  I  must  walk  a  turn  together ; 
I  have  news  to  tell  you :  Come,  come,  give  hm 

your  hand. 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  I  grieve  at  what  I  speak. 
And  am  right  sorry  to  repeat  what  follows: 
1  have,  and  most  unwillingly,  of  late 
Heard  many  g^evous,  I  do  say,  my  lord. 
Grievous  complaints  of  you;  which,  being  coo* 

sider'd. 
Have  mov'd  us  and  our  council,  that  you  shall 
This  morning  come  before  us ;  where,  I  know. 
You  cannot  with  such  freedom  purge  yourself, 
But  that,  till  further  trial,  in  those  charged 
Which  will  require  your  answer,  you  must  take 
Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 
To  make  your  bouse  our  Tower :  You  a  brother 

of  us,< 
It  fits  we  thus  proceed,  or  else  no  witness 
Would  come  against  you. 

Cran.  1  humbly  thank  your  highness ; 

And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occasion 
Most  throughly  to  be  winnow'd,  where  my  chaff 
And  com  shall  fly  asunder :  for,  I  know, 
There's  none  stands  under  more  calumnious  toi^es. 
Than  I  myself,  poor  man. 

K.  Hen.  Stand  up,  good  Canterbuiy ; 

Thy  truth,  and  thy  integrity,  is  rooted 
Fn  us,  thy  friend :  Give  me  thy  hand,  stand  up ; 
Pr'ythee,  let's  walk.     Now,  by  my  holy-damc, 
What  manner  of  man  are  you  ?  My  lord,  1  look'd 
You  would  have  giveji  me  your  petition,  tfiat 
I  should  have  ta'cn  some  pains  to  bring  together 
Yourself  and  your  accusers;  and  to  have  heard  you 
Witliout  indurance,  further. 

Cran.  Most  dread  liege. 

The  good  I  stand  on  is  my  truth,  and  honesty ; 
If  they  shall  fail,  I,  with  mine  enemies. 
Will  triumph  o'er  my  person ;  which  I  weigh*  not, 

(3)  Summoned.        (4)  One  of  the  council. 
(5)  Value. 
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Dciug  at  those  Tirtnes  racant     I  fiear  noChii^ 
V^liat  can  be  aakl  against  me. 

K.  Hen.  Kncm  jaa  doC  ho«r 

Voor  stale  stands  Tthe  worid,  with  the  whole  worid  ? 
Voor  enemies 

Are  manr,  and  not  small ;  their  practices 
Most  bear  the  same  proportioo :  and  not  ereH 
The  justice  and  the  tmtb  o^the  questicn  carries 
The  doe  o*the  veidict  with  it :  At  what  ease 
M^fat  corrupt  minds  procure  knaves  as  corropt 
To  swear  against  vou  f  such  thin^  ha*  e  been  aone. 
Yon  are  polentlr  'opposed ;  and  with  a  malice 
Of  as  great  size!     \Veen2  jou  of  better  luck^ 
I  mean,  in  peijur*d  witnesA,  than  your  master, 
^Inae  mim»ier  rou  are,  whiles  here  he  liv*d 
t'pon  this  naughty  earth  ?  Go  to,  go  to ; 
YoQ  take  a  precipice  for  no  leap  of  darker. 
And  woo  your  own  destruction. 

Cran.  God,  and  your  majesty, 

Protect  mine  innocence,  or  I  &U  into 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me ! 

K.  Hen.  Be  of  good  cheer ; 

They  shall  no  more  prerail,  than  we  give  way  to. 
Keep  comfort  to  you ;  and  this  morning  see 
YoQ  do  appear  before  them ;  if  they  shall  chance, 
In  charging  you  with  matters,  to  commit  you. 
The  best  persuasions  to  the  contrary 
Fail  not  to  use,  and  with  what  rehemency 
The  occasion  shall  instruct  you :   if  entreaties 
Will  render  you  no  renaedy,  this  rii^ 
Deliver  them,  and  your  appeal  to  us 
There  make  before  them.— Look,  the  good  roan 

weeps! 
He*s  honest,  on  mine  honour.  God^s  blest  mother! 
I  swear,  he  b  true-hearted ;  and  a  soul 
None  better  in  my  kingdom. — Get  tou  |pone. 
And  do  as  I  have  bid  yoo. —         [Exit  Cranmer. 

He  has  strangled 
His  language  in  his  tears. 

Enter  an  old  Lady. 

Gent  [  Jflthin.]  Come  back ;  What  mean  you  ? 

Lady.  V\\  not  come  back:   the  tidii^  that  I 
bring 
Will  make  ray  boldness  manners. — Now,  good 

angels 
Fly  o'er  thy  royal  head,  and  shade  Ay  person 
Under  their  blessed  wings! 

K.  Hen.  Now,  br  thy  looks 

I  guesd  thy  message.     Is  the  queen  ^eliver'd  ? 
Say,  av ;  and  of  a  boy. 

LaJu.  Ay,  ay,  my  liege ; 

And  of  a  lovely  boy :  The  God  of  heaven 
Both  now  and  ever  bless  her ! — *lis  a  girl, 
Promises  boys  hereafter.     Sir,  your  queen 
Desires  your  visitation,  and  to  be 
Acquainted  with  this  stranger;  *tis  as  like  you. 
As  chemr  is  to  cberrv. 

K.  Hm.  '       Lovell,— 

Enter  LovclL 

Lov.  Sir. 

K.  Hen.   Give  her  a  hundred  marks.     Til  to 
the  queen.  [Erit  King. 

Lady.    A  hundred  marks!    By  thi:»  light,  I'll 
have  more. 
An  ordinary  groom  is  for  such  payment. 
I  will  have'more,  or  scold  It  out  of  him. 
Said  I  for  this,  the  girl  is  like  to  him  f 
I  will  have  more,  or  else  unsay't ;  and  now 
While  it  is  hot.  Til  put  it  to  the  issue.       [Exeunt. 


(1)  Always. 


(2)  Think. 


SCE.YE  n.—Lohby  be/ort  the  cinmea-rhmmher. 
Elnier  Cranmer;  Servonts,  Door-keqHrs^  J^x. 
attending. 

Cran.  I  hope,  I  am  noC  too  late;  and  y«t  liie 
gentleman. 
That  was  sent  to  me  from  the  council,  pnjM  bk 
To  make  great  haste.     AU  iast?   what  tutmat 

this.'— Hoa! 
^Iw  waits  there .' — Sore,  joo  know  me .' 

D.  Keep.  Yea,  iny  lord ; 

But  ret  I  cannot  help  yon. 
CVojt.  Why? 

Z>.  Kap.  Yoar  grace  must  wait,  tiU  joa  becalTd 
for. 

Enter  Doctor  Batts. 

Cran,  Sol 

Butts.  This  is  a  piece  of  malice.     I  am  glad, 
I  came  this  war  so  oappily :  The  king 
Shall  understand  it  presendy.  [Exit  Botts^ 

Cran.  [Aside.]  Tis  Butts, 

The  king^s  physician ;  As  he  past  along. 
How  earnestly  he  cast  his  eyes  upon  me ! 
Pray  heaven,  he  sound  not  my  disgrace!    For 

certain. 

This  is  of  purpose  laid,  by  some  that  hate  me, 
(God  turn  their  hearts!  I  nerer  sought  their  malice,)- 
Toquench  mine  honour :  they  would  shame  to  make 

me 
Wait  else  at  door;  a  feUow-coonsellor, 
Among  boys,  grooms,  and  lackeys.  But  dieir  plea- 
sures 
Must  be  fulfilled,  and  I  attend  with  patience. 

Enter  at  a  window  abote^  the  Kio^  and  Botla. 

Butts,  ril  show  vour  grace  the  strar^rest  s^t, — 

K.  Hen.  What*8  that.  Butts  ? 

Butts.  I  think,  your  highness  saw  this  many  a  day. 

K.  Hen.  Body  o*me,  where  is  it  ? 

Butts.  '  There,  my  lord: 

The  high  promodon  of  his  grace  of  Canterbaiy ; 
\\\xi  fa^ds  his  state  at  door,  *mongst  pursutraDts. 
Pages,  and  footboys. 

K.  Hen.  Ha!  *Tb he,  indeed : 

Is  this  the  honour  they  do  one  another.' 
*Ti:$  well,  thtfre^s  one  above  them  yet  I  had  thought, 
Thev  had  parted  so  much  honesty  among  them, 
(At  least,  good  manners,)  as  not  thus  to  sufler 
\  man  of  his  place,  and  so  near  our  (avour. 
To  dance  attendance  on  their  lordships*  ideasiires, 
And  at  the  door  too,  like  a  post  with  packets. 
By  holy  Mary,  Butts,  there*s  knaveir : 
L<'t  them  alone,  and  draw  the  curtain  close ; 
We  shall  hear  more  anon. —  [ExtWKL 

THE  COU>CIL-CHAMBER. 
Enter  the  Lord  Chancellor,  the  Duke  of  Soflblk, 
Earl  of  Surrey,  Lord  Chamberlain,  Gardiner, 
and  Cromwell.'  The  Chancellor  places  himself 
at  the  upper  end  of  the  table  on  the  left  hand;  a 
seat  bans:  left  void  above  hint,  as  for  the  Aritk' 
bishop  of  Canterbury'.  The  rest  seat  themsehet 
in  order  on  each  side.  Cromwell  at  the  lower- 
end^  as  secretary. 

Chan.  Speak  to  the  business,  master  secrctaiy  ^ 
Why  are  we  met  in  council .' 

Critm.  Please  roar  honoors^ 

The  chief  cause  concerns  his  grace  d  Canterbury^ 

(iar.  Has  he  had  knowledge  of  it* 

Crom.  Yes. 

A'or.  Who  waits  theia  ? 

D.  Keep.  Without,  ray  noble  lords  f 

Gar.  Y«^ 
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D.  Keem,  Mj  lord  archbubop; 

And  ha«  aone  half  an  hour,  to  know  jour  pleasurea. 

OI«n.  Let  him  come  in. 

D.  Ku^.  Your  grace  maj  enter  now. 

rCranmer  apjtroachts  the  council'tabU. 

Cktn.  My  good  lord  archbishop,  I  am  verj  tony 
To  «it  here  at  this  preient,  and  behold 
That  chair  atand  einpt^:  But  we  all  are  men, 
In  our  own  natures  uail;  and  capable 
Of  oar  flesh,  few  are  angels :  out  of  which  frailty, 
And  want  of  wisdom,  you,  that  best  should  teach  us, 
Hate  misdeniean*d  yourself,  and  not  a  little. 
Toward  the  king  first,  then  his  laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  realm,  by  your  teaching,  and  your  chap- 
lains, ^ 
g 'or  to  we  are  infbmi*d,)  with  new  opinions, 
vers,  and  danserous ;  which  are  heresies, 
And,  not  refoim  d,  may  prove  pernicious. 

Gar.  Which  reformation  must  be  sudden  too. 
My  noble  lords :  for  those,  that  tame  wild  horses, 
not  them  not  in  their  hands  to  make  them  gentle^ 
But  slop  their  mouths  with  stubborn  bits,  and  spur 


Til!  thej  obey  the  manace.    If  we  snfler 

(Out  of  our  eaiinpss,  and  childish  pity 

To  one  nan^  honour)  this  contagious  sickness. 

Farewell  all  physic :  And  what  follows  then  ? 

Coanaaotions,  uproars,  with  a  general  taint 

Of  the  whole  state :  as,  of  late  days,  our  neighbours, 

The  upper  Gennany,  can  dearl;^  witness, 

Yet  fresnly  pitied  in  our  memories. 

Cran.  My  |;ood  kxds,  hitherto,  in  all  the  prqgiegs 
Bodi  of  my  life  and  office,  I  hare  labour*d, 
And  with  no  little  study,  that  my  teaching, 
And  the  strong  coorw  of  my  authoritv, 
Might  go  ooe  way,  and  safely ;  and  the  end 
Wei  eTcr,  to  do  well :  nor  is  there  living 

il  apeak  it  with  a  single  heart,!  my  lords,) 
i  man  diat  more  detests,  more  stirs  against. 
Both  in  his  private  conscience,  and  his  place, 
Defacen  of  a  public  peace,  than  I  do. 
Ptay  Heaven,  the  kufg  may  never  find  a  heart 
With  less  allegiance  in  it  I  Men,  that  make 
Envy,  and  cnuked  malice,  nourishment. 
Bare  bile  the  best    I  do  beseech  your  lordships. 
That,  in  this  case  of  justice,  my  accusers, 
Be  what  they  will,  may  stand  forth  face  to  foce. 
And  freely  uige  against  me. 

Sk/.  Nay,  my  lord. 

Tint  cannot  be ;  you  are  a  counsellor. 
And,  by  that  virtue,  no  man  dare  accuse  you. 
Gar.  My  lord,  because  we  have  business  of  more 


We  will  be  short  with  yon.  'Tb  his  highness*  plea- 
sure. 
And  Qor  consent,  for  better  trial  of  you, 
Piom  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tower ; 
Where,  being  but  a  private  man  again. 
Yon  shall  know  many  dare  accuse  you  boldly, 
More  than,  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for. 
Crwn.  Ah,  my  good  lord  of  Winchester,  I  thank 

You  are  always  my  good  friend ;  if  your  will  pass, 
I  shall  both  find  vour  brdship  judge  and  juror, 
You  are  so  merciful :  I  see  your  end, 
*Tis  my  undoing :  Love,  and  meekness,  lord. 
Become  a  chnrcnman  better  than  ambition ; 
Win  straying  souls  with  modesty  again. 
Cast  none  awa^.    That  I  shall  clear  m^lf, 
Lay  nil  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience, 
I  make  as  little  doubt,  as  tou  do  conscience 
In  doing  daily  wrongs.    I  could  say  more, 


CI)«Insii 
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But  reverence  to  your  calling  makes  me  mone«t. 

Gar.  My  lord,  my  lord,  you  ai^  a  !>ectary. 
That's  the  plain  truth ;  your  painted  ^o*i  discovenK 
To  men  that  undeistand^ou,  words  and  weakn<':$«. 

Crom.  My  terd  of  Winchester,  you  are  a  little. 
By  your  goM  favour,  too  sharp ;  men  so  noble. 
However  faulty,  yet  should  find  respect 
For  what  they  have  been :  *tis  a  cruelty, 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Gar.  Good  master  secretary, 

I  C17  your  honour  mercy ;  you  may,  worst 
Of  all  this  table,  say  so. 

Crom.  Why,  mr  lord? 

Gar.  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  mvourer 
Of  this  new  sect.^  ye  are  not  sound. 

Crom.  Not  sound  ? 

Gar.  Not  sound,  I  say. 

Crom.  'Would  vou  were  half  so  honest ; 

Men's  pnyers  then  would  seek  you,  not  their  fears. 

Gar.  I  shall  remember  this  bold  language. 

Crom.  Da 

Remember  your  bold  life  toa 

Chan.  This  is  too  much; 

Forbear,  for  shame,  my  lords. 

Gar.  I  have  done. 

CVom.  And  I. 

Chan,  Then  thus  for  you,  my  lord, — It  stands 
agreed, 
I  take  it,  by  all  voices,  that  forthwith 
You  be  convey^'d  to  the  Tower  a  prisoner ; 
There  to  remain,  till  the  king's  further  pleasure 
Be  known  unto  us :  Are  you  all  agreed,  lords? 

AIL  We  w. 

Cran.  Is  there  no  other  way  of  mercy. 

But  I  must  needs  to  the  Tower,  my  loras  f 

Gar.  What  othei 

Would  yon  expect?  You  are  strangely  trouble- 


Leti 


I  o'the  guard  be  ready  there. 


JSnlerOtmrdL 

Cran.  Forme? 

Must  I  go  like  •  traitor  thither  ? 

Cr€ur.  Receive  him. 

And  see  him  safe  ithe  Tower. 

Onofi.  Stay,  good  my  lords, 

I  have  a  little  ret  to  say.    Look  there,  my  lords ; 
By  rirtoe  of  tnat  ring,  I  take  my  cause 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it 
To  a  most  noble  judge,  the  king  my  master. 

Cham.  This  is  the  king's  ring. 

Sur.  'Tis  no  counterfeit. 

Suf.  Tis  the  right  ring,  by  heaven :  I  told  ve  all. 
When  we  first  put  this  £ungerous  stone  a  rolling, 
'Twould  fell  upon  ounelvea. 

JVbr.  Do  you  think,  my  lords 

The  king  will  sufler  but  the  little  finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vex'd  ? 

Cham.  *Tis  now  too  certain. 

How  much  more  is  his  life  in  value  with  him. 
'Would  I  were  feiriy  out  on't 

Crom.  My  mind  gave  roe. 

In  seekiiM^  tales,  and  informations. 
Against  mis  man  (whose  honesty  the  devil 
And  his  disciples  only  envy  at,) 
Ye  blew  the  fire  that  buns  ye :  Now  have  at  ye. 

EnlerKing.yrowRti^roiilAcvi;  takahiiteat 

Gar.  Dread  sovereign,  how  much  are  we  bound 
to  heaven 
In  daily  thanks,  that  gave  us  such  a  prince ; 
Not  only  good  and  wise,  but  most  feligioos : 
One  that,  in  all  obedience,  makes  the  church 
The  chief  aim  of  his  honour ;  and,  to  strengthen 
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That  holy  duty,  oat  of  dear  respect. 
His  royal  self  in  judgment  comes  to  hear 
The  cause  betwixt  her  and  this  great  odender ! 
K,  Hen    You  were  ever  good  at  suddea  com- 
mendations. 
Bishop  of  Winchester.     But  know,  I  come  not 
To  hear  such  flattery  now,  and  in  my  presence ; 
"Diey  are  too  thin  and  base  to  hide  oflences. 
To  me  you  cannot  reach,  you  play  the  spaniel, 
And  think  with  wagging  of  your  tons^e  to  win  me; 
But,  whatsoever  thmi  tak^st  me  for,  T  am  sure, 
Thou  hast  a  cruel  nature,  and  a  bloody. — 
Good  man,  [7*0  Cranmer.]  sit  down.    Now  let  me 

see  the  proudest 
He,  th^t  dares  most,  but  wag  his  finger  at  thee : 
Br  all  that^s  holv,  he  had  better  starve, 
Tnan  but  once  think  his  place  becomes  thee  not 
Sur.  May  it  please  your  gprace, — 
K.  Hen.  No,  sir,  it  does  not  please  me. 

I  had  thought,  I  had  men  of  some  understanding 
And  wisdom,  of  my  council ;  but  I  find  none. 
Was  it  discretion,  lords,  to  let  this  man, 
This  good  man  (few  of  joa  deserve  that  title,) 
This  honest  man,  wait  like  a  lousy  footboy 
At  chamber-door  ?  and  one  as  great  as  you  are  ? 
IVhy,  what  a  shame  was  this  I  Did  my  commisskm 
Bid  ye  so  far  forget  yourselves .'  I  gave  ye 
P6wer,  as  he  was  a  counsellor,  to  try  him. 
Not  as  a  groom  :  There's  some  of  ye,  I  see. 
More  out  of  malice  than  integrity. 
Would  try  him  to  the  utmost,  had  ve  mean ; 
Which  ye  shall  never  have,  while  ]  live. 

Chan.  Tlius  far, 

My  roost  dread  sovereign,  may  it  like  your  grace 
To  let  my  tongue  excuse  all.     What  was  purposed 
CoQceming  his  imprisonment,  was  rather 
fif 'there  be  faith  in  men)  meant  for  his  trial. 
And  fair  purgation  to  the  world,  than  malice; 
I  am  sure,  in  me. 

K.  Hen.       Well,  well,  ray  lords,  respect  him 
Take  him,  and  use  him  well,  hc*s  worthy  of  it 
I  will  say  thus  much  for  him.  If  a  prince 
May  be  beholden  to  a  subject,  I 
Am,  for  his  love  and  sen* ice,  so  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him ; 
Be  friends,  for  shame,  my  lords. — My  lord  of  Can- 
terbury, 
I  have  a  suit  which  you  must  not  deny  me ; 
That  is,  a  fair  youns;  maid  that  yet  wants  baptism, 
You  must  be  godfather,  and  answer  for  her. 

Cran.  The  greatest  monarch  now  alive  mayglorj- 
In  such  an  honour ;  How  may  I -deserve  it. 
That  am  a  poor  and  humble  subject  to  you  ? 
K.  Hen.  Come,  come,  mv  lord,  you*d  spare  your 
spoons  ;>  you  shall  have 
Two  noble  partners  with  you ;  the  old  duchess  of 

Norfolk, 
And  lady  marquis  Dorset ;  Will  these  please  you  ? 
Once  more,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  I  charge  you. 
Embrace,  and  love  this  man. 

Crar.  With  a  true  heart. 

And  brother-love,  I  do  it. 

Cran.  And  let  Heaven 

Witness,  how  dear  I  hold  this  confirmation. 
K,  Hen.  Good  man,  those  joyfiil  tears  show  thy 
true  heart 
The  common  voice,  I  see,  is  verified 
Of  thee,  which  says  thus,  Do  my  lord  qf  Canter- 
bury 

(1)  It  was  an  ancient  custom  for  sponsorl  to  pre- 
sent spoons  to  their  eod-children. 

f2)  The  bear-garden  on  the  Bank-aide. 
(3)  Roaring. 


A  shrewd  tumy  and  he  is  jfpur  friend  for  erer.— 

Come,  lords,  we  trifle  time  away ;  I  long 

To  have  this  young  one  made  a  Clirisitian. 

As  I  have  made  ye  one,  lords,  one  remain  ; 

So  I  grow  stronger,  you  more  honour  gain.   [Ext, 

SCEJ^E  JIL^The  Palace  Yard.  J^oue  and  tu- 
mult within.    Enter  Porte-  and  his  Man, 

Port.  You'll  leave  your  noise  anon,  ye  rascals : 
Do  you  take  the  court  for  Paris  garden  ^  ye  rude 
slaves,  leave  your  gaping.* 

[IVithin.]  Good  master  porter,  I  belong  to  the 
lattler. 

Port.  Belonflo  the  gallows,  and  be  hanged,  yoa 
rogue :  Is  this  a  place  to  roar  in  ? — Fetch  roe  a 
doxen  crab-tree  staves,  and  strong  ones ;  these  are 
but  switches  to  them. — I'll  scratch  your  heads: 
Vou  must  be  seeing  christenings  >  Do  you  look  for 
ale  and  cakes  here,  you  rude  rascals .' 

Man.  Pray,  sir,  be  patient ;  'tis  as  much  impos- 
sible 
(Unless  we  sweep  them  from  the  door  with  cannonsj 
To  scatter  them,  as  'tis  to  make  them  sleep 
On  May  day  morning;  which  will  never  be 
We  may  as  well  push  against  Paul's,  as  stir  thoiL 

Port.  How  got  they  in,  and  be  hang'd .' 

Man.  Alas,  I  know  not;  How  gets  the  tide  in? 
As  much  as  one  sound  cudgel  of  four  foot 
(You  see  the  poor  remainder)  could  distribute, 
1  made  no  spare,  sir. 

Port.  You  did  nothing,  sir. 

Man.  T  am  not  Samson,  nor  sir  Guy,  nor  Col- 
brand,-*  to  mow  them  down  before  roe :  but,  if  I 
!«pared  any,  that  had  a  head  to  hit,  eitiier  young  or 
old,  he  or  she,  cuckold  or  cuckold-maker,  let  me 
never  hope  to  see  a  chine  again ;  and  that  I  woold 
not  for  a  cow,  God  save  her. 

[fnthin.'j  Do  you  hear,  master  porter.^ 

Port.  I  snail  be  with  you  presenUy,  good  nmsler 
puppy. — Keep  the  door  close,  sirrah. 

Man.  What  would  you  have  me  do.* 

Port.  Wliat  should  you  do,  but  knock  them  down 
by  the  dozens .'  Is  this  Moorfields  to  muster  in  ?  or 
have  we  some  strange  Indian  with  the  great  tool 
come  to  court,  the  women  so  besiege  us  ?  Bless  me, 
what  a  fiy  of  fornication  is  at  door!  On  my  Chris- 
tian conscience,  this  one  christening  will  beget  A 
thousand ;  here  will  be  father,  god&th^r,  And  Wl 
together. 

j^fan.  The  spoons  will  be  the  bigger,  «ir.  There 
is  a  fellow  somewhat  near  the  door,  be  should  be  a 
brazier  bv  his  face,  for,  o'my  conscience,  twenty  of 
the  dog-days  now  reign  in's  nose ;  all  that  stand 
about  him  are  under  the  line,  the^  need  no  other 
p«>nance :  That  fire-drake  did  I  hit  three  times  c 
the  head,  and  three  tinies  was  his  nose  dischaii^ 

against  me ;  he  stands  there,  like  a  mortar  piece,  I 

blow  us.  There  was  a  haberdasher's  wife  of  smalF^  ^ 
wit  near  him,  that  railed  upon  me  till  her  pink'c^^"^ 
porringer'  fell  oflf  her  head,  for  kindling  such  a  Liiin^Mi  ' 
bustion  in  the  state.  I  miss'd  the  meteor^  once,  an^  -^e^ 
hit  that  woman,  who  cried  out,  Ctubs!  when  ^ 

might  sec  frotn  far  some  fortv  truncheoneers  dra^       '* 
t(j  her  succour,  which  were  tne  hope  of  tlie  Sti 
where  she  was  quartered.     TTjey  fell  on  ;  1 1 

good  my  place ;  at  length  they  came  to  the  br 

staff  with  me,  I  defied  them  still ;  when  sudden— ^a^^ 
a  file  of  boys  behind  them,  loose  shot,  deliver^^^^ 
such  a  shower  of  pebbles,  that  I  was  fein  to  ( 


(4)  Guy  of  Warwick,  nor  Cdbrand  the  1 
giant. 

(5)  Rnk'd  cap.  (6)  The  brazier. 
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mine  honour  in,  ana  let  them  wui  the  work  :   Tbt 
devil  was  amongst  them,  I  thinks  purely. 

Port.  These  are  the  voutha  tlint  plunder  a(  m. 
play-houM,  and  l^t  for  bitten  bppl^j ;  thnt  nu  au- 
dience, but  the  Tribulation  of  Ti:>Mrf  r-hiU,  or  ihe 
limbs  of  Limchouae,  their  dear  brtftherfi,  are  ablo  to 
endure.  I  have  some  of  them  in  limits  ptdrum^^ 
and  there  they  are  like  to  dance  tlicsc  three  duvf ; 
besides  the  running  banquet  of  two  beadlc&,3  that 
it  to  come. 

Enter  Vu  Lord  ChambeHaio, 

Cham.  Mercy  o*me,  what  a  rrmtiirude  are  h^r« ' 
They  grow  still  too,  from  all  part?  ihcy  am  coming* 
As  if  we  kept  a  fair  here !  Wnert^  are  the?*  porier*. 
These  lazy  Knaves  ? — Ye  have  made  a  &ne  hiuid, 

fellows, 
There*s  a  trim  rabble  let  in :  Are  aH  thtic 
Your  faithful  friends  o*the  suburb^t  ^  Wc  ^liall  hav^ 
Great  store  of  room,  no  doubt,  k.ft  hr  tk:  ladie^ 
When  they  pass  back  from  the  rbri^tcnin^. 

Port  An*t  ple&jp  your  honour, 

We  are  but  men ;  and  what  so  m&ny  may  cki, 
Not  being  torn  a-pieces,  we  have  d«w : 
An  army  cannot  rule  them. 

Cham.  As  I  lir^ 

If  the  king  blame  me  for*t,  Pll  lay  yc  all 
By  the  heels,  and  suddenly ;  and  on  your  headj) 
Clap  round  fines,  for  neglect :  You  ai«  Ioej  bnavet ; 
Ana  here  ye  lie  baiting  of  bumbardit'  when 
Ye  should  do  service.     Hark,  tlif^  mitnpeljs  sffiind : 
Thcv  arc  come  already  from  tht  rhristi^iiini^ : 
Go,  break  among  the  press,  and  ^nd  a  way  out 
To  let  the  troop  pass  fairly;  or  111  find 
A  Marshalsea,  shall  hold  you  play  thp^c?  two  months. 

Port.  Make  way  there  for  the  princess. 

Man.  You  great  fellow,  stand  close  up^  or  Til 
make  your  hei^  ache. 

Port.  You  i^the  camblet,  get  up  o*tbe  mil;  Til 
pick^  you  o*er  the  pales  else.  [Emm/. 

SCEJVE  JV.—The  Palaee.i  Enter  trutitfteii, 
sounding;  then  fioo  Aldermtn,  Lord  Mttyor, 
Crorter,  Cranmer,  Duke  qf  Norfolk,  yeith  hu 
marehaPs  staffs  Duke  of  Sufibllt,  ^u?&  JVhb/tinen 
bearinjf  great  slanding-boujLn,  Jbr  Me  chruten- 
ing  gQh;  then  four  Jfoblemav  hiring  a  fan 
opyy  under  tahich  the  Duchetaof  iVurfJlk,  ^uJ- 
mofA«r,  hearing  the  ChUd,  rir/d^  huhiied  in  n 
mantle,  ^c.  Train  borne  by  a  Lady ;  the}iful- 
lomt  the  Marchioness  of  DotxU  iiie  other  eoJ- 
wtolherj  and  Ladies.  The  troop  pass  i^nce  ahout 
the  stage,  and  Garter  speaks. 
Ctart  Heaven,  from  thy  end1e»  gpodne««,  »rtid 

pronperous  life,  long,  and  ever  hftiipyt  to  the  hig^; 

«Dd  mighty  princess  of  England,  Fiizatn^tk 

Flourish.    Enter  King,  and  Train, 

Gran.  {KneeUng.]  And  to  your  royal  gmcc,  and 
the  gooa  cpieen, 
^/Lj  noble  partners,  and  myself^  fam  pray  -.-^ 
<A.U  comfort,  joy,  in  this  most  graciom  lady, 
(^fefttren  ever  laid  up  to  make  pan^jits  h^ppy, 
ibiar  hourly  fall  mxm  ye! 

XL  Hen.        Thank  you,  good  lord  archbishop ; 
^That  is  her  name  ? 

Crtsn.  Elixabeth. 

K.  Hen.  Stand  ijp»  lord. — 

{The  King  kUuM  the  ehU± 

fl)  Flaoe  of  confinement 
r2)  A  dttiert  of  whipping. 

(3)  Black  leather  vessels  to  hold  benr 

(4)  Pilch.  (5)  At  Grceuwkk 


With  this  kiss  fake  mj  blessing :  God  protect  thee ! 
Into  whose  hands  I  g^ve  thy  Ufe. 
Cran.  Amen. 

K.  Hen.  Mj  noble  gossips,  ye  have  been  too 
prodigal: 
I  thank  ve  heartily ;  so  shall  this  lacfy. 
When  she  has  so  much  English. 

Cran.  Let  me  speak,  sir. 

For  Heaven  now  bids  me ;  and  the  words  i  utter 
Let  none  think  flattery,  for  thevMl  find  them  truth. 
This  royal  infant  (Heaven  still  move  about  her !) 
Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  promises 
Upon  this  land  a  thousand  thousand  blessings, 
W  hich  time  shall  bring  to  ripeness :  She  shall  be 
f  But  few  now  living  can  behold  that  goodness,) 
A  pattern  to  all  princes  living  with  her. 
And  all  that  shall  succeed :  aheba  was  never 
More  covetous  of  wisdom,  and  fair  virtue. 
Than  this  pure  soul  shall  be :  all  princely  ^ces, 
That  moula  up  such  a  mighty  piece  as  this  is,         , 
With  all  the  virtues  that  attend^the  good. 
Shall  still  be  doubled  on  her:  truth  snail  nurse  her, 
Holy  and  heavenly  thoughts  still  counsel  her : 
She  shall  be  lovM,  and  fearM :  Her  own  shall  bless 

her; 
Her  foes  shake  like  a  field  of  beaten  com. 
And  hang  their  heads  with  sorrow :  Good  grows 

with  her: 
[n  her  days,  eveiy  man  shall  eat  in  safety 
Under  his  own  vine,  what  he  plants ;  and  sing 
The  merry  songs  of  peace  to  all  his  neighbours  : 
God  shall  be  truly  known ;  and  those  about  her 
From  her  shall  read  the  perfect  ways  of  honour. 
And  by  those  claim  their  greatness,  not  by  blood. 
[Noi«  shall  this  peace  sleep  with  her:  But  as  when 
The  bird  of  wonder  dies,  the  maiden  phoenix. 
Her  ashes  new  create  another  heir. 
As  great  in  admiration  as  herself; 
So  shall  she  leave  her  blessedness  to  one, 
(When  heaven  shall  call  her  from  this  cloud  of 

darkness,) 
Who,  from  the  sacred  ashes  of  her  honour. 
Shall  star-like  rise,  as  great  in  fame  as  she  was, 
And  80  stand  fix*d :  Peace,  plen^,  love,  truth,  ter- 
ror. 
That  were  the  servants  to  this  chosen  infant. 
Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  him ; 
Wherever  the  bright  sun  of  heaven  shall  shine, 
His  honour  and  the  greatness  of  his  name 
Shall  be,  and  make  new  nations :  He  shall  flourish. 
And,  like  a  mountain  cedar,  reach  his  branches 
To  all   the   plains  about  him: — Our  children's 

chilaren 
Shall  see  this,  and  bless  Heaven. 
K.  Hen.  Thou  speakest  wonders. 

Crtm.  She  shall  be,  to  the  happiness  of  Elngland, 
An  aged  princess ;  many  days  shall  see  her, 
\nd  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it 
^  Would  I  had  known  no  more !  but  she  must  die. 
She  must,  the  saints  must  have  her ;  yet  a  virgin, 
A  most  unspotted  lily  shall  she  pass 
To  the  pound,  and  all  the  world  shall  mourn  her 

K.  Hen.  O  lord  archbishop. 
Thou  hast  made  me  now  a  man ;  never,  before 
This  happy  child,  did  I  get  any  thing : 
This  oracle  of  comfort  has  so  pleased  me. 
That,  when  I  am  in  heaven,  I  shall  desire 
To  see  what  this  child  does,  and  praise  my  Maker.— 
[  thank  ye  all, — To  you,  my  good  lord  mayor. 
And  your  good  brethren,  I  am  much  beholden ; 

(6)  This  and  the  following  seventeen  lines  were 
probably  written  by  B.  Jonsoo,  after  the  accession 
of  king  James. 
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I  hmvt  receiy*d  rnnch  honoor  bj  joar  presence ; 
And  jh  ihaU  find  me  thankful    Lead  the  way, 

kwd*;— 
Ye  must  all  see  the  queen,  and  she  most  thank  ye, 
l^he  will  be  sick  else.    This  day,  no  man  think 
He  has  busineas  at  his  house ;  for  alfahall  stay. 
This  little  one  shall  make  it  holiday.        [Exeunt 


EPILOGUE. 

*nS  ten  to  one,  this  play  can  never  please 

All  that  are  here :  Some  come  to  take  their  ease, 

And  sleep  an  act  or  two;  but  those,  we  fear, 

We  have  friffhted  with  oar  trumpets;  so,  'tis  clear. 

They'll  say, 'tis  naught :  others,  to  hear  the  city 

Abus'd  extremely,  uid  to  ci^, — thaPt  unity ! 

Which  we  have  not  done  neither :  that,  I  fear, 

All  the  expected  ^ood  we  are  like  to  hear 

For  this  play  at  tms  time,  is  only  in 

The  meicifal  oonstmction  of  good  women; 


For  such  a  one  we  shofw'd  them :  If  ther  smile, 
And  say,  'twill  do,  1  know,  within  a  while 
All  the  best  men  are  ours;  for  'tis  ill  hap, 
If  they  hold,  when  their  ladies  bid  them  dap. 


The  play  of  Heniy  die  Eighth  is  one  of  those 
which  still  keeps  possessran  of  the  sta^  by  the 
splendor  of  its  pageantiy.  The  coronation,  about 
forty  years  ago,  durew  the  people  together  in  multi- 
tudes for  a  great  part  of  tne  winter.  Yet  pomp  is 
not  the  only  merit  of  this  plav.  The  meek  sorrows, 
and  virtuous  distress,  of  Katharine,  nave  fiimished 
some  scenes,  which  may  be  justly  numbered  amonr 
the  greatest  efibrts  of  tn^edy.  But  the  genius  of 
Shakspeare  comes  in  anagoes  out  with  ^tharine. 
Eveiy  other  part  my  be  oMily  conceived  and  easily 
written. 

JOHNSON. 
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TROIL.US  AND  CRESSIDA. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


kl^' 


fon  conwuxndtrt. 


Priam,  King  of  Troy. 

Hector,      ^ 

Troaus, 

I^ria,  \hiatont, 

Deipbobas, 

Heknua, 

iEneaflf 

Aotenor, 

Calchas,  a  Trojan  priutf  taking  part  vnih  the 

Grttks. 
Pandanis,  vncU  to  Crtstida, 
Mai^reloa,  a  bastard  son  qf  Priam, 

AeBmemnoQ,  the  Orecian  generaL 
Aknelaus,  his  brother, 
AchUles,      ~ 

l/ljases, 
Nestor, 
Diomedea, 
Patroclus, 


'■Grecutn  cotnxnandtrs. 


Thersitea,  a  deformed  and  seurrUous  Grecian. 
Alexaifder,  servant  tq  Cressida. 
Serpant  to  Troilus ;  Seroani  to  Pans ;  Servant  to 
Diomedes* 


Helen,  vf{fe  to  Mtndaus. 
Andromache,  i0(/e  to  Hector. 
Cassandra,  daughter  to  Priam  ;  a  prophetess. 
Cressida,  daughter  to  Calchas. 


Trojan  and  Greek  Soldiers^  and  Attendants. 
Scene,  Troy,  andthe  Grecian  Camp  htfort  it 


PROLOGUE. 

Xn  Trof ,  there  lies  the  scene.    From  isles  of 

Greece 
The  princes  orgulous,!  their  high  blood  chaTd, 
Have  to  the  port  of  Athens  sent  their  ships. 
Fraught  with  the  ministers  and  instruments 
Of  cruel  war :  Sixty  and  nine,  that  wore 
Their  crownets  r^gal*  from  the  Athenian  bay 
Put  Ibrth  toward  Bii^gia :  and  their  vow  is  made. 
To  ransack  Troy ;  wimin  whose  strong  immures 
The  ravishM  Helen,  Menelaus*  queen. 
With  wanton  Paris  sleeps ;  And  that*8the  quarrel. 
To  Tenedos  they  come ; 
And  the  deep-drawing  barks  do  there  disgorge 
Their  warlike  freughtage  :3  Now  on  Dardan  plains 
Tt»  fresh  and  yet  unbruised  Greeks  do  pitch 
Their  brave  pavilions  :  Priam*s  six-gated  ci^, 
Dardan,  and  Tymbria,  Uias,  Chetas,  Trojan, 
And  Antenorides,  with  massy  staples. 
And  corresponsive  and  fulfilling  bolts, 
Sperr*  up  the  sons  of  Troy. 
Now  expectation,  tickling  skittish  spirits. 
On  one  and  other  side,  Trojan  and  Greek, 
Sets  all  on  hazard : — And  hither  am  I  come 
A  prologue  arm*d, — but  not  in  confidence 
Of  autl]^s  pen,  or  actor's  voice ;  but  suited 
In  like  conditions  as  our  argument, — 
To  tell  yon,  fair  beholders,  that  our  plav 
Leaps  o*er  the  vaunt^  and  firstlings  of  those  broils, 
'Ginning  in  the  middle ;  starting  thence  away 
To  what  may  be  digested  in  a  play, 
like,  or  find  fiiult ;  do  as  your  pleasures  are ; 
Now,  good,  or  bad,  .'tis  but  the  chance  of  war. 


f !)  Proud,  disdainful.     (%  Freight 
(4)  A  vaunt,  what  went  before. 


(3)  Shut 


ACT  I. 

SCEJfE  /.—Troy.  Before  Fnnm'n  palace.   En- 
ter  Troilus  arrned^  and  Pbndarus. 

Troihts. 

CALL  here  my  varlet,*  PlI  unarm  again : 
Why  should  I  war  without  the  walls  of  Troy, 
That  find  such  cruel  battle  here  within .' 
Each  Trojan,  that  is  master  of  his  heart. 
Let  him  to  field ;  Troilus,  alas !  hath  none. 

Pan.  Will  this  geei^  ne'er  be  mended .' 

Tro.  The  Greeks  are  strong,  and  skilful  to  their 
strength, 
Fierce  to  their  skill,  and  to  their  fierceness  valiant ; 
But  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear. 
Tamer  than  sleep,  fonder^  than  ignorance ; 
Less  valiant  than  the  vir|^n  in  the  night, 
And  skill-less  as  unpractis'd  infimcy. 

Pan.  Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this :  for 
my  part,  Pll  not  meddle  nor  make  no  further.  He, 
that  will  have  a  cake  out  of  the  wheat,  must  tarry 
the  grinding. 

Tro.  Have  I  not  tarried .' 

Pan.  Ay,  the  grinding ;  but  you  must  tarry  the 
bolting. 

Tro.  Have  I  not  tarried  } 

Pan.  Ajf  the  bolting ;  but  yoa  must  tarry  the 
leavenii^. 

Tro.  Still  have  I  tarried. 

Pan.  Ay,  to  the  leavenin^^:  but  here's  yet  in  the 
word — hereafter,  the  kneading,  the  making  of  the 
cake,  the  heating  of  the  oven,  and  the  baking ;  nay, 


(5)  A  Mfvant  to  a  knight 
(7)  Weaker. 


(6)  Habit 
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yoQ  matt  ttaj  the  codUng  too,  or  70a  may  cbanoe 
to  bum  jour  lips. 

Tro,  Patience  heneU^  what  goddeMe*erahe  be, 
00th  lesaer  blenchi  at  aofferaoce  than  I  da 
At  Priam^s  royal  table  do  I  nt ; 
And  when  fair  Creasid  conies  into  mj  thought!, — 

So^  traitor!— when  ihe  conies! ^When  is  she 

thence? 

Pan.  Well,  she  looked  yesternight  fairer  than 
erer  I  saw  her  look,  or  any  woman  else. 
*  Tro.  I  was  about  to  tell  thee,— When  my  heart. 
As  wedged  with  a  sigh,  woold  rive^  in  twain ; 
Lest  Hector  or  my  fiither  should  perceive  me, 
I  have  (as  when  me  son  doth  light  a  stoim,) 
BoiyM  this  sigh  in  wrinkle  of  a  smile : 
But  sorrow,  tmit  is  couch'd  in  seeming  gladness, 
Is  like  that  mirth  fiite  turns  to  sudden  sadness. 

Pan.  An  her  hair  were  not  somewhat  darker  than 
Helenas,  (well,  go  to,)  there  were  no  more  compari- 
son between  the  women,— But,  for  my  part,  sne  is 
my  kinswoman ;  I  would  not,  as  they  term  it,  praise 
her, — ^But  I  woold  somebody  had  heard  b^  talk 
yesterday,  as  I  did.  I  will  not  dispraise  yonr 
sister  Cassandra's  wit ;  but— 

Tro.  O  Pandarus !  I  tell  thee,  Pkndaras— 
When  I  do  tell  thee.  There  my  hopes  lie  drown'd, 
*  Reply  not  in  how  many  fathoms  deep 
Tbev  lie  indrench*d.    I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 
In  Cressid's  love :  Thou  answer'st.  She  is  &ir; 
Pour*st  in  the  open  ulcer  of  nay  heart 
Her  eyes,  her  mur,  her  cheek,  her  gait,  her  voice ; 
Handiest  in  tiiy  discourse,  O,  that  her  hand. 
In  whose  comparison  all  whites  are  ink. 
Writing  their  own  reproach ;  to  whose  soft  seizure 
The  cygnet*s  down  is  harsh,  and  spirit  oT  sense 
Hard  as  the  pabn  oT  ploughmen !    This  thou  telPst 

me. 
As  trae  thou  tell*st  me,  when  I  say — ^I  love  her; 
But,  saying  thus,  instead  of  oil  and  balm. 
Thou  lay*8t  in  eveir  gash  that  love  hath  given  me 
The  knife  that  made  it 

Pan.  I  speak  no  more  than  truth. 

Tro.  Thou  dost  not  speak  so  much. 

Pan.  *Faith,  1*11  not  meddle  in*t  Let  her  be 
as  she  is :  if  she  be  fair,  'tis  better  for  her ;  an  she 
be  not,  she  has  the  mends  in  her  own  hands. 

Tro.  Good  Pandarus!  How  now,  Pandarus? 

Pan.  I  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travail ;  ill- 
thought  on  of  her,  and  ill-tboorbt  on  of  you :  gone 
between  and  between,  but  smdl  thanks  for  my  la- 
boor. 

2Vo.What,artthouangiy,Ptendarus?  what, with 
me? 

Pan.  Because  she  is  kin  to  me,  therefore,  she's 
not  so  fair  as  Helen :  an  she  were  not  kin  to  me, 
she  woold  be  as  fair  on  Friday,  as  Helen  is  on  Sun- 
day. But  what  care  I?  I  care  not,  an  she  were  a 
black-a-moor ;  'tis  all  one  to  me. 

Tro.  Say  I,  she  is  not  fair? 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  whether  you  do  or  na  She's 
a  fool  to  stay  behind  her  &tber;  let  her  to  the 
Greeks;  and  so  I'll  tell  her  the  next  time  I  see 
her:  for  my  part,  I'll  meddle  nor  make  no  more  in 
the  matter. 

Tro.  Pandarus, — 

Pan.  NotL 

Tro.  Sweet  Pkndarasr- 

Pan.  Prev  you,  speak  no  more  to  me ;  I  will 
leave  all  as  I  found  it,  and  there  an  end. 

{Exit  Pandarus.   An  Alarum. 

Tro,  Peace,  you  ungracious  clamours!  peace, 
mde  sounds! 

\         (1)  Shrink.         (2)SpUt         (3)  Suits. 


Foob  on  both  sides !  Helen  must  needs  be  fiur. 
When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus. 
I  cannot  ^gfat  upon  this  aipiroent ; 
It  is  too  starv'd  a  subject  tor  my  sword. 
But  Pandarus— O  cods,  how  do  you  plague  me ! 
I  cannot  come  to  Cressid,  but  by  Paodar; 
And  he's  as  tetehy  to  be  woo'd  to  woo. 
As  she  is  stubbom-chaste  against  all  suit 
Tell  me,  Apollo,  for  thy  Daphne's  love. 
What  Cressid  is,  what  Pandar,  and  what  we  ? 
Her  bed  is  India ;  there  she  lies,  a  peari : 
Between  our  Ilium,  and  where  she  resides. 
Let  it  be  call'd  the  wild  and  wandering  flood ; 
OurseU^  the  merehant;  and  this  sailing  Pandar, 
Our  doubtful  hope,  our  convoy,  and  our  bark. 

AhBrvm.    Enter  Mneu. 

ASne.  How  now,  prince  Troilus?  wherefore' not 

afield? 
Tro.  Because  not  there;  This  woman's  answer 
sorts,* 
For  womanish  it  is  to  be  from  thence. 
What  news,  J^neas,  from  the  field  to-day? 
JEne.  That  Pkris  is  returned  home,  and  hurt 
7Vt».  By  whom,  £neas? 
JEne.  Troilus,  by  Menelans. 

Tro.  Let  Paris  bleed:  'Tis  but  a  scar  to  scorn ; 
Paris  is  gor'd  with  Menelaus*  hom.        [Alantai. 
JEne.  Hark !  what  good  sport  isoot  of  town  to* 

day! 
Tro.  Better  at  home,  if  wmid  J  mighi^  were 
may. — 
But,  to  the  sport  abroad ;— Are  yon  bound  thither? 
Mne.  In  all  swift  haste. 
7Vo.  Come,  go  v^e  then  together.  [£m. 

SCE^E  IL— The  same.  AOrteL   Enter  Ck»- 
sida  and  Alexander. 

Crti,  Who  were  those  went  by? 

Alex,  Queen  Hecuba,  and  Helen. 

Cree,  And  whither  go  they? 

Alex.  Up  to  the  eastern  tower, 

Whoae  heifcht  commands  as  subject  all  the  vale. 
To  see  the  oattle.    Hector,  whose  patience 
Is,  as  a  virtue,  fix'd,  to-dav  was  mov'd : 
He  chid  Andromache,  ana  struck  his  armouret; 
And,  like  as  there  were  husbandly  in  war, 
Befbre  the  sun  rose,  be  was  haness'd  light. 
And  to  the  field  goes  he ;  where  eveiy  flower 
Did,  as  a  prophet,  weep  what  it  foresaw 
In  Hectoi^s  wrath. 

Ores.  What  was  his  cause  of  anger  ? 

Alex,  The  noise  goes,  this :  There  is  among  the 
Greeks 
A  lord  of  Trojan  blood,  nephew  to  Hector; 
They  call  him,  Ajax. 

Cra.  Good ;  And  what  of  him  ? 

Alex.  Ther  say  he  is  a  very  manner  ie,4 
And  stands  alone. 

Oes.  So  do  all  men;  unless  they  are  drunk,  sick, 
or  have  no  legs. 

Alex.  This  man,  lady,  hath  robbed  many  beasts 
of  their  particular  adoitions;*  he  is  as  valiant  as 
the  lion,  churlish  as  the  bear,  slow  as  the  elephant : 
a  man  into  whom  nature  hath  so  crowded  humours, 
that  his  valour  is  crushed^  into  follv,  his  folly  sauced 
with  discretion :  there  is  no  man  bath  a  virtue  that 
he  hath  not  a  glimpse  of;  nor  any  man  an  attaint, 
but  he  carries  some  stain  of  it :  he  is  mrlancholy 
without  cause,  and  mernr  against  the  hair :'  He 
hath  the  joints  of  every  thii^ :  but  every  thing  so 


(4)  By  himself. 
(6)  Mingled. 


t 


[5)  Charactert. 
7)  Gram. 
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gut  oT  joint,  that  be  is  a  gouh'  Briareus,  many 
Hands  and  no  lue ;  or  purblind  Argus,  all  eyes  and 
ooagbt 

Ores.  But  how  should  this  roan,  that  makes  me 
mile,  make  Hector  angry? 

^iex.  They  say,  he  yesterday  coped  Hector  in 
die  battle,  and  struck  him  down  :  tne  disdain  and 
•haroe  whereof  hath  ever  since  kept  Hector  fasting 
and  waking. 

£iUer  Pandarua. 

Cret.  Who  comes  here? 

Alex.  Madam,  your  uncle  Pandanu. 

Cres,  Hector*s  a  gallant  man. 

Jtlex.  As  may  be  in  the  world,  lady. 

Pan.  What's  that?  what's  that? 

Ores.  Good  morrow,  uncle  Pandanis. 

Pan.  Good  morrow,  cousin  Creiisid  :  Wliat  do 
joa  talk  of? — Good  morrow,  Alexander. — How  do 
you,  cousin?  When  were  you  at  Ilium? 

Ctts.  This  morning,  uncle. 

Pan.  What  were  you  talking  of,  when  I  came  ? 
Was  Hector  armed,  and  rooe,  ere  ye  came  to  Ilium  ? 
Helen  wa^  not  up,  was  Me  ? 

Cret.  Hector  was  gone ;  but  Helen  was  not  up. 

Pan.  E'en  so ;  Hector  was  stirring  early. 

Cret.  That  were  we  talking  o(f  and  of  hu  anger. 

Pan.  Was  he  angiy  ? 

Crts.  So  he  says  nere. 

Pan.  True,  he  was  so ;  I  know  the  cause  too ; 
heHl  lay  about  him  to-day,  I  can  tell  them  that : 
wad  there  is  Troilus  will  not  come  far  behind  him ; 
aet  them  take  heed  of  Troilus ;  I  can  tell  them  that 
too. 

Cret.  What,  is  he  angrr  too? 

Pan.  Who,  Troilus  ?  Troilus  is  the  better  man 
of  the  twa 

Cres.  O,  Jupiter  I  there's  no  comparison. 

Pan.  What,  not  between  Troilus  and  Hector 
Do  jpu  know  a  man  if  you  see  him  ? 

Cret.  Ay ;  if  ever  I  saw  him  before,  and  knew 
him. 

Pan.  Well,  I  say,  Troilus  is  Troilus. 

Cret.  Then  you  say  as  I  say ;  for,  I  am  sure,  he 
it  not  Hector. 

Pan.  No,  nor  Hector  is  not  Troilus,  in  some 


!9.  'TIS  just  to  each  of  them ;  he  is  himself. 

Pan.  Himself?  Alas,  poor  Troilus !  I  would,  he 
were, 

Cret.  So  he  is. 

Pan. 'Condition,  I  had  gone  barefoot  to  India. 

Cret.  He  is  not  Hector. 

Pan.  Himself?  no,  he's  not  himself.— 'Would 
•a  were  himself!  Well,  thegods  are  above ;  Time 
mutt  friend,  or  end:  Well,  Troilus,  well, — I  would, 
my  heart  were  in  her  body ! — ^No,  Hector  is  not  a 
better  man  than  Troilus. 

Cret.  Excuse  me. 

Pan.  He  is  elder. 

Cret.  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan.  The  other's  not  come  to't ;  you  shall  tell 
me  another  tale,  when  the  other's  come  to't  Hec- 
tor fhall  not  have  his  wit  this  year. 

Cret.  He  shall  not  need  it,  if  he  have  his  own. 

Pan.  Nor  his  qualities ; 

Cret.  No  matter. 

Pan.  Nor  his  beauty. 

Cret.  Twould  not  become  him,  his  own's  better. 

Pan.  You  have  no  iudgment,  niece :  Helen  her* 
•elf  swore  the  other  day,  that  Troilus,  for  a  brown 
^Toar,  (for  so  'tis,  1  must  confess,) — Not  brown 


(1)  Bow.    (2)  ThieC    (3)  A  proverbial  faying. 
TOL.  IL 


Cret.  No,  but  brown. 

Pan.  'Faith,  to  say  truth,  brown  and  not  brown. 
Cret.  To  say  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 
Pan.  She  prais'd  his  complexion  above  Pluk. 
Cret.  Why,  Paris,  hath  cobur  enough. 
Pan.  So  he  has. 

Cret.  Then,  Troilus  should  have  too  much :  if 
she  praised  him  above,  his  complexion  is  higher 
than  his ;  he  having  colour  enough,  and  the  other 
higher,  is  too  flaming  a  praise  for  a  good  complex- 
ion. 1  had  as  lief,  Helen's  golden  tongue  had  com- 
mended  Troilus  for  a  copper  nose. 

Pan.  I  swear  to  you,  I  think  Helen  loves  him 
better  than  Paris. 
Cret.  Then  she's  a  meny  Greek,  indeed. 
Pan.  Nay,  I  am  sure  she  does.    She  came  to  him 
the  other  day  into  a  compassed'  window, — and, you 
know,  be  has  not  past  three  or  four  hairs  on  his  chin. 
Cres.  Indeed,  a  tapster's  arithmetic  may  soon 
bring  his  particulars  therein  to  a  total. 

Pan.  \Vhy,  he  is  verv  young :  and  yet  will  he, 
within  three  pound,  lift  as  much  as  his  brother 
Hector. 
Cret.  Is  he  so  young  a  man,  and  so  old  a  lifler.'S 
Pan.  But,  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  him ; 
— she  came,  and  puts  me  her  white  hand  to  his 

cloven  chin, 

Cret.  Juno  have  mercy  ! — How  came  it  cloven  ? 
Pan.  Why,  you  know,  'tis  dimpled :  I  think,  his 
smiling  becdrnes  him  better  than  any  man  in  all 
Phrvgia. 
Cret.  O,  he  smiles  valiantly. 
Pan.  Does  he  not  ? 

Cret.  O  yes,  an  'twere  a  clond  in  antnmn. 
Pan.  Why,  go  to  then : — But  to  prove  to  you 

that  Helen  loves  Troilus, 

Cret.  Troilus  will  stand  to  the  proof,  if  you'll 
prove  it  so. 

Pan.  Troilus?  why,  he  esteems  her  no  more 
than  I  esteem  an  addle  egg. 

Cres.  If  Tou  love  an  addle  egg  as  well  as  you 
love  an  idle  head,  you  would  eat  chickens  i'the  shell. 
Pan.  I  cannot  choose  but  laugh,  to  think  how 
she  tickled  his  chin  ; — Indeed,  sl^  has  a  marvel- 
lous white  hand,  I  must  needs  confess. 
Cret.  Without  the  rack. 
Pan.  And  she  takes  upon  her  to  spy  a  white  hair 
on  his  chin. 
Cret.  Alas,  poor  chin !  many  a  wart  is  richer. 
Pan.  But,  tnere  was  such  laughing ;— Queen 
Hecuba  laughed,  that  her  eyes  ran  o'er. 
Cret.  With  mill-stones.'  ' 
Pan.  And  Cassandra  laughed. 
Cret.  But  there  was  a  more  temperate  fire  under 
the  pot  of  her  eyes ; — Did  her  eyes  run  o'er  too? 
Pan.  And  Hector  laughed. 
Cret.  At  what  was  all  this  laughing  ? 
Pan.  Marry,  at  the  white  hair  that  Helen  spied 
on  Troilus'  chin. 

Cret.  A  n't  had  been  a  green  hair,  I  should  have 
laughed  toa 

Pan.  They  laughed  not  so  much  at  the  hair,  as 
at  his  prettv  answer. 

Cres.  W  hat  was  his  answer? 
Pan.  Quoth  she.  Here's  but  one  andji/hf  hair$ 
on  your  chin,  and  one  of  them  it  white. 
Cres.  This  is  her  question. 
Pan.   That's  true;  make  no  question  of  that 
One  and  J\fty  hairt,  quoth  be,  and  one  tehite . 
Thai  U)kUe  hair  it  my  father^  eind  all  the  rest  are 
hit  tont.  Jupiter  f  quoth  she,  which  of  these  hairt 
it  Paris  m^  husband^     The  forked  one,  quoth 
he ;  pluck  it  out,  and  rive  it  him.    But,  there  waa 
such  laughing !  and  Helen  so  blushed,  and  Pans 
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flo  chafed,  ftiid  all  the  rest  w  laogbed,  Oat  it  pMMd.1 

Cret,  SoletitDovr;  tor  it  has  been  a  great  while 
going  by. 

Pan.  Well,  Goofliii,  I  told  70a  a  thing  yesterday; 
think  on't 

Ores,  So  I  do. 

Pan.  I'll  be  awom,  ^tis  trae ;  he  will  weep  yoa, 
an  *twere?  a  man  bom  in  April. 

Oes.  And  I'll  spring  up  in  his  tears,  an  'twere 
a  nettle  against  May.  [A  Retreat  mntnded. 

Pan.  Hark,  they  are  coming  from  the  field : 
Shall  we  stand  up  here,  and  see  them,  as  they  pass 
toward  Ilium?  goodniece,do;  sweet  nieceCressida. 

Crea.  At  your  pleasure. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place;  here 
we  may  see  most  bravely :  I'll  tell  you  them  all  by 
their  names,  as  they  pass  by ;  but  marie  Troilus 
abore  the  rest 

JEneas  posset  owr  <Ae  jfoge. 

Ores.  Speak  not  so  loud. 

Pan.  Tiiat's  £neas;  Is  not  that  a  brave  man  ? 
he'soneofthefiowersoifTroy,Icantellyoo;  But 
mark  Troilus ;  you  shall  see  anoo. 

Cret.  Who's  that/ 

Antenor  paue$  over. 

Pan.  That's  Antenor;  he  has  a  shrewd  wit,  I 
can  tell  you ;  and  he's  a  man  good  enough :  he's 
one  o'the  soundest  judgments  in  Troy,  whosoever, 
and  a  proper  man  of  person :— When  conies  Troi* 
lus  ? — V\\  show  you  Troilus  anon ;  if  he  see  me, 
you  shall  see  him  nod  at  me. 

Cres.  'Will  he  give  you  the  nod.^ 

Pan.  You  shall  see. 

Ores.  If  he  do,  the  rich  shall  have  more. 

Hector /Nuses  over. 

Pan.  That's  Hector,  that,  that,  look  you,  that ; 
There's  a  fellow !— Go  thy  way.  Hector;— There's 
a  brave  man,  niece. — O  brave  Hector ! — Look,  how 
he  looks !  there's  a  countenance :  Is't  not  a  brave 
man? 

Cre$.  O,  a  breve  man ! 

Pan.  Is  'a  not  ?  It  does  a  man's  heart  good — 
Look  you  what  hacks  are  on  his  helmet :  l(x>k  you 
ponder,  do  you  see  ?  look  you  there !  There's  no 
testing :  there's  laying  on ;  take't  off  who  will,  as 
th^  say :  there  be  hacks ! 

Ores.  Be  those  with  swords? 

Pftris  passes  over. 

Pan.  Swords  ?  anv  thing,  he  cares  not :  an  the 
devil  come  to  him,  it's  all  one :  By  god's  lid  it  does 
one's  heart  good : — Yonder  conies  Paris,  yonder 
comes  Paris :  look  ye  vender,  niece ;  Is't  not  a  gal- 
lant man  too,  is't  not .' — ^Why,  this  is  brave  now. — 
Who  said,  be  came  hurt  home  to-day  ?  he's  not 
hurt :  why  tlus  will  do  Helen's  heart  good  now. 
Ha !  'would  I  could  see  Troilus  now ! — ^you  shall 
see  Troilus  anon. 

Cra.  Who's  that? 

Helenus  passes  over. 

Pan.  That's  Helenus ; — I  marvel,  where  Troilus 
IS :— That's  Helenus ;— I  think  he  went  not  forth  to- 
clay :— That's  Helenus. 

O^.  Can  Helenus  fight,  uncle  ? 

Pan.  Helenus?  no ;—ores,  he'll  fight  indifferent 
well  :~I  marvel,  where  Troilus  is  I—Hark ;  do  you 

n)  Went  beyond  bounds.         (2)  As  if  'twere. 

(3)  A  term  in  the  game  at  cards  called  Noddy. 

(4)  Helmet. 


not  hear  the  people  ciy,  Troilus  ?— Helenus  n  t 
priest 
Cres.  What  sneaking  feUow  comes  yonder? 

Ti^usjMUset  over. 

Pan.  Where?  yonder?  that's Deiphobns :  Tis 
Troilus!  there's^  man,  niece! — ^Hem!  brave  Troi- 
lus !  the  prince  of  chivalry ! 

Cres.  Peace,  for  shame,  peace ! 

Pan.  Mark  him ;  note  him ; — O  brave  Troflns!— 
look  well  upon  him,  niece ;  look  jrou,  how  his  sword 
is  bloodied,  and  his  helm*  more  hack'd  than  Hec> 
tor's;  And  how  he  looks,  and  bow  he  goes! — 0 
admirable  youth !  he  ne'er  saw  three  and  twenty. 
Go  thy  way,  Troilus,  go  thy  way ;  had  I  a  sister 
were  a  Graoe^  or  a  <^u^hter  a  goddess,  he  should 
take  his  choice.  O  admirable  man !  Buris  f — Pkris 
is  dirt  to  him;  and,  I  warrant,  Helen,  to  change, 
would  give  an  eye  to  boot 

Farces  pass  over  Ihe  slage, 

Cres.  Here  come  more. 

Pan.  Asses,  fools,  dolto !  chaff  and  bran,  chaff 
and  bran !  porridge  after  meat !  I  could  lire  and 
die  i'the  eyes  of  Troilus.  Ne'er  k)ok,  ne'er  look ; 
the  eagles  mre  gone ;  crows  and  daws,  crows  and 
daws !  I  had  rather  be  such  aman  as  Troilus,  than 
Agamemnon  and  all  Greece. 

Cres.  There  is  among  the  Greeks,  Achilles;  a 
better  man  than  Troilus. 

Pan.  Achilles  ?  a  drayman,  a  porter,  a  very  camel. 

Cres.  Well,  well. 

Pan.  Well,  well  .'—Why,  have  yon  any  discre- 
tion ?  have  you  any  eyes^  Do  yon  know  what  a 
man  is  ?  Is  not  birth,  beauty,  good  shape,  discourse, 
manhood,  leamii^,  gentleness,  virtue,  youth,  libe- 
rality, and  such  like,  the  spice  and  salt  that  season 
a  man? 

Cres.  Ay,  a  minced  man :  and  then  to  be  baked 
with  no  date*  in  the  pie,— for  then  the  man's  date 
is  out 

Pan.  You  are  such  a  vroman !  one  knows  not  at 
what  ward^  you  Ue. 

Cres.  Upon  mv  back,  to  defend  my  belly ;  upon 
my  wit,  to  defena  my  wiles.;  upon  my  secrecy,  to 
defend  mine  hones^;  ray  mask,  to  defend  mv 
beauty ;  and  you,  to  defend  all  these :  and  at  all 
these  wards  I  lie,  at  a  thousand  watches. 

Pan.  Say  one  of  your  watches. 

Cres.  Nay,  I'll  watch  you  for  that;  and  that's 
one  of  the  chiefest  of  them  too :  if  I  cannot  ward 
what  I  would  not  have  hit,  I  can  watch  you  for 
telling  how  I  took  the  blow ;  unless  it  swell  past 
hiding,  and  then  it  is  past  watching. 

Paji.  You  are  such  another ! 

Enter  Troilus'  Boy, 

Boy.  Sir,  my  lord  would  instantly  speak  with  you 

Pan.  Where? 

Boy.  At  your  own  house;  there  he  unarms  him. 

Pan.  Good  boy,  tell  him  I  come :  [Exit  Boy.]  I 
doubt,  he  be  hurt. — Fare  ye  well,  good  niece. 

Cres.  Adieu,  uncle. 

Pan.  I'll  be  with  you,  niece,  by  and  by. 

Cres.  To  bring,  uncle, 

Pan.  Ay,  a  token  from  Troilus. 

Crss.  By  the  same  token— you  are  a  bawd. — 
[Elxit  Pandams. 
Wordsi,  vows,  griefs,  tears,  and  love's  full  sacrifice, 
He  offers  in  another's  enterpriM : 

(5)  Dates  were  an  ingredient  in  cmdent  pastry 
of  almost  eveiy  kind. 

(6)  Guard. 
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•  Bat  more  in  Troilofl  thoannd  fold  I  see 
Than  in  the  slan  of  Pbndai's  praise  maj  be ; 
Yet  hold  1  o£     Women  are  angels,  wooii^ : 
Things  won  are  done,  joy's  soul  lies  in  the  doing : 
That  she  belovM  knows  nought,  that  knows  not 

this,— 
Men  prize  the  thing  ungain*d  more  than  it  is : 
That  she  was  never  yet,  that  ever  knew 
Lore  got  so  sweet,  as  when  desire  did  sue : 
Tberdbre  this  maxim  out  of  love  1  teach, — 
Achievement  is  command ;  ungainM,  beseech : 
Then  though  my  heart's  content  firm  love  doth  bear. 
Nothing  oTthat  shall  from  mine  eyes  appear.  [Ex. 

SCEJ^E  III— The  Grecian  camp.  Btfort 
Agamemnon's  tent.  Trumpets.  Enter  Aga- 
rnemnoQ,  Nestor,  Ulysses,  Menelaos,  and  otharM. 

Agant.  Princes, 
What  grief  hath  set  the  iaundice  on  your  cheeks? 
The  ample  proposition,  that  hope  makes 
In  all  dtfigns  begun  on  earth  below, 
Fails  in  the  promised  largeness :  checks  and  disasters 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  highest  rear'd ; 
As  knots,  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  sap. 
Infect  the  sound  pine,  and  divert  his  grain 
Tortive  and  errant^  from  his  course  of  growth. 
Nor,  princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us. 
That  we  come  short  of  our  suppose  so  far. 
That  after  seven  years'  si^e,yet  Troy  walls  stand; 
Sith3  every  action  that  hatn  ^ne  beK>re, 
Whereof  we  have  record,  trial  did  draw 
Bias  and  thwart,  not  answering  the  aim. 
And  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  thought 
That  gave't  surmised  shape.  Why  then,  you  princes, 
Do  you  with  cheeks  abasn'd  behold  our  works ; 
Ana  think  them  shames,  which  are,  indeed,  nought 

else 
But  the  protrective  trials  of  ^reat  Jove, 
To  find  persistive  constancy  in  men  ? 
The  fineness  oK  which  metal  is  not  found 
In  fortune's  love :  for  then,  the  bold  and  coward. 
The  wise  and  fool,  the  artist  and  unread. 
The  hard  and  soA,  seem  all  afllra'd*  and  kin : 
But,  in  the  wind  and  tempest  of  her  frown. 
Distinction,  with  a  broad  and  powerful  fan. 
Puffing  at  all,  winnows  the  light  away ; 
And  what  hath  mass,  or  matter,  by  itself 
Lies,  rich  in  virtue,  and  unminglcd. 

Ae«/.  With  due  observance  of  thy  godlike  seat,^ 
Great  Agamemnon,  Nestor  shall  apply 
Tliy  latest  words.     In  the  reproof  of  chance 
Lies  the  true  proof  of  men  :  The  sea  being  smooth. 
How  many  shallow  bauble  boats  dare  sail 
Upon  her  patient  breast,  making  their  way 
With  those  of  nobler  bulk ! 
Bat  let  the  ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 
The  gentle  Thetis,^  and,  anon,  behold 
Thestrong-ribb'd  bark  through  liquid  mountainscut, 
Boanding  between  the  two  moist  ejements, 
Like  Perseus'  horse :  Where's  then  the  saucy  boat, 
Whose  weak  untimber'd  sides  but  even  now 
Co-rival'd  greatness  ?  either  to  harbour  fled. 
Or  made  a  toast  for  Neptune.     Even  so 
Doth  valour's  show,  and  valour's  worth,  divide. 
In  storms  of  fortune :  For,  in  her  ray  and  brightness. 
Hie  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize,^ 
Than  by  the  tiger:  but  wficn  the  splitting  wind 
Makes  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oaks, 

(1)  Twisted  and  rambling. 

(2)  Since.  (3)  Joined  by  affinity. 

(4)  The  throne.     (5)  The  daughter  of  Noptune. 

(6)  rhe  gad-fly  that  stings  cattle. 

(7)  Expiation. 


And,  flies  fled  under  shade.  Why,  then,  the  thing 

of  courage, 
As  rous'd  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  sympathiie. 
And  with  an  accent  tun'd  in  self-same  key, 
Returns  to  chiding  fortune. 

Ulyu.  Agamemnon, — 

Thou  great  commander,  nerve  and  bone  of  Greece, 
Heart  of  our  numbers,  soul  and  only  spirit, 
In  whom  the  tempers  and  the  minds  of  all 
Should  be  shut  up, — hear  what  Ulysses  speaks. 
Besides  the  applause  and  approbation 
The  which, — most  mighty  for  thy  place  and  sway,— 
[7^0  Agamemnon. 
And  thoa  most  reverend  for  thy  stretch'd-out  liie,— 

[To  Nestor. 
I  give  to  both  your  speeches,— which  were  such. 
As  Agamemnon  and  the  hand  of  Greece 
Should  hold  up  high  in  brass ;  and  nich  again. 
As  venerable  Nestor,  hatch'd  in  silver, 
Should  with  a  bond  of  air  (strong  as  the  axletree 
On  which  heaven  rides,)  knit  all  the  Greektsh  ean 
To  his  experienc'd  tongue, — yet  let  it  please  both, — 
Thou  greiat, — and  wise, — to  hear  Ulysses  speak. 
Agam.  Speak,  prince  of  Ithaca;  and  be^of  lest 

expect^ 
That  matter  needless,  of  importless  burden. 
Divide  thy  lira;  than  we  are  confident, 
When  rank  Thersites  opes  his  mastift'  jaws. 
We  shall  hear  music,  wit,  and  oracle. 

Ulyss.  Troy,  yet  upon  his  basis,  had  been  down. 
And  the  great  Hector's  sword  had  lack'd  a  master. 
But  for  these  instances. 
The  specialty  of  rule^  hath  been  neglected : 
And,  look,  how  many  Grecian  tents  do  stand 
Hollow  upon  this  plain,  so  many  hollow  Actions. 
Wlien  that  the  general  is  not  like  the  hive. 
To  whom  the  foragers  shall  all  repair. 
What  honey  is  expected  }  Degree  being  vizarded,' 
The  unwoithiest  shows  as  fiurly  in  the  mask. 
The  heavens   themselves,  the   planets,  and  this 

centre. 
Observe  d^ree,  priority,  and  place, 
In!tisture,>(>  course,  proportion,  season,  form, 
Ofllice,  and  custom,  in  all  line  of  order : 
And  therefore  is  the  glorious  planet,  Sol, 
In  noble  eminence  enthron'd  and  spher'd 
Amidst  the  other ;  whose  roed'cinable  eye 
Corrects  the  ill  aspects  of  planets  evil, 
And  posts,  like  the  commandment  of  a  king, 
Sans*^   check,  to  good  and  bad:   But  when  the 

planets. 
In  evil  mixture  to  disorder  wander, 
What  plagues,  and  what  portents  ^  what  mutiny  ? 
What  raging  of  the  sea  ?  shaking  of  earth  i 
Commotion  in  the  winds  ?  frights,  changes,  horrors. 
Divert  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate'^ 
The  unity  and  married  calm  of  states 
Quite  from  their  fixture ;  O,  when  degree  is  shak'd. 
Which  is  the  ladder  of  all  high  designs. 
The  enterprise  is  sick !    How  could  communities, 
Degrees  in  schools,  and  brotherhoodsi'  in  cities. 
Peaceful  commerce  from  dividable'^  chores. 
The  prirat^nitive  and  due  of  birth. 
Prerogative  of  age,  cnnvns,  sceptres,  laurels. 
But  by  degree,  stand  in  authentic  place  } 
Take  but  Begree  away,  untune  that  string. 
And,  hark,  what  discord  follows!  each  thing  meets 
In  mcre>^  oppugnancy :  The  bounded  waters 

(8)  RighU  of  authority.  (9)  Masked. 

(10)  Constancy.  (11)  Without. 

(12)  Force  up  by  the  roots. 

(13)  Corporations,  companies.        (14)  Divided. 
(15)  Absolute. 
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Should  lift  their  bosonu  higher  than  the  ahores, 

And  make  a  sop  of  all  this  idid  ^lobe : 

Strength  sboula  be  lord  of  imbecility, 

And  tne  rude  son  should  strike  bis  &tber  dead : 

Force  should  be  right :  or,  rather,  right  and  wrong 

(Between  whose  endless  jar  justice  resides,) 

Should  lose  their  names,  and  so  should  justice  too. 

Then  eveiy  thing  includes  itself  in  power, 

Power  into  will,  will  into  appetite ; 

And  appetite,  an  universal  wolf. 

So  doubly  seconded  with  will  and  power, 

Must  make  perforce  an  universal  prey, 

And,  last,  eat  up  himself.    Great  AgamemnoD, 

This  chaos,  when  degree  is  auflbcate, 

Follows  the  choking. 

And  this  neglection  of  degree  it  is. 

That  bj  a  pace  goes  backward,  with  a  puipoae 

It  hath  to  climb.     The  general's  disdainM 

Bj^  him  one  step  below ;  he,  by  the  next ; 

That  next,  by  him  beneath:  so  eveiy  step, 

Exampled  b^  the  first  pace  that  is  sick 

Of  his  superior,  grows  to  an  envious  fever 

Of  pale  and  blowiless  emulation : 

Ana  'tis  this  fever  thbt  keeps  Troy  on  foot, 

Not  her  own  sinews.    To  end  a  tale  of  length, 

Troy  in  our  weakness  stands,  not  in  her  strength. 

S'est.  Most  wisely  hath  Ulysses  here  discover*d 
The  fever  whereof  all  our  potver^  \b  sick. 

Jigam.  The  nature  of  the  sickness  found,  Ulysses, 
What  is  the  remedy? 

UbfSi.    The  great  Achilles,— whom  opinion 
crowns 
The  rinew  and  the  forehand  of  our  host,-— 
Having  his  ear  full  of  his  aiiy  fiime. 
Grows  dainty  of  his  worth,  and  in  his  tent 
Lies  mocking  our  designs :  With  him,  Patrodin, 
Upon  a  laiy  bed  the  livelong  day 
Breaks  scurril  jests ; 
And  with  ridiculous  and  awkv^rd  action 
(Which,  slaufiderer,  he  imitation  calls,) 
He  pageants^  us.    Sometime,  great  Agamemnon, 
Thy  topless'  deputation  he  puts  on ; 
And,  like  a  strutting  player, — whose  conceit 
Lies  in  his  hamstring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  sound 
*Twixt  his  stretched  footing,  and  the  scaffoldage,^— 
Such  to-be-pitied  and  o'er-wrested^  seeming 
He  acts  thy  greatness  in :  and  when  he  speaks, 
'TIS  like  achime  a  mending;  with  terms  unsquar'd,^ 
Which,  from  the  tongue  of  roaring  Typhon  dropp'd. 
Would  seem  hyperboles.     At  this  fiisty  stuff, 
The  lai|;e  Achilles,  on  his  press*d  bed  lolling. 
From  his  deep  chest  laughs  out  a  loud  applause ; 
Cries — KxceUent ! — His  Agamemnon  hut. — 
Aot0  play  me  Nestor  ,*— A^,  and  stroke  thy  beard. 
As  fie,  being  *drest  to  some  oration. 
That's  done ; — as  near  as  the  extremest  ends 
Of  parallels ;  as  like  as  Vulcan  and  his  wife : 
Yet  good  AchiUes  still  cries.  Excellent! 
'7Yt  ^esior  right !  Jfow  play  him  me,  Palroclus, 
Arming  to  answer  in  a  night  alarm. 
And  then,  forsooth,  the  faint  defects  of  age 
Must  be  the  scene  of  mirth ;  to  cough,  and  spit. 
And  with  a  palsy>fumbling  on  his  gorget. 
Shake  in  and  out  the  rivet : — and  at  this  sport. 
Sir  Valour  dies ;  cries,  O .' — enough,  Pairochu;— 
Or  give  me  ribs  of  steel !  J  shall  split  all 
In  pleasure  of  my  spleen.    And  in  this  Ashioo, 
All  our  abilities,  gifts,  natures,  shapes, 
Sevrrals  and  generals  of  grace  exact. 
Achievement^  plots,  orders,  preventiooa, 

(1)  Army,  force. 

(2)  In  modem  language,  takes  vs  ^ 


Excitemeoti  to  the  field,  or  speech  for  trace,       w 
Success,  or  loss,  what  is,  or  is  not,  serves 
As  stnflT  for  these  two  to  make  paradoxes. 

JVeft  And  in  the  imitatran  of  these  twain 
(Whom,  as  Uljjrsies  says,  opinion  crowns 
With  an  imperial  voice,)  many  are  infect 
Ajax  is  grown  self-will'd ;  and  bears  his  head 
In  such  a  rein,  in  full  as  proud  a  place 
As  broad  Achilles :  keeps  his  tent  like  him ; 
Makes  factious  feasts ;  rails  on  our  state  of  war, 
Bold  as  an  oracle :  and  sets  Thersites 
(A  slave,  whose  gall  coins  slanders  like  a  mint,) 
To  match  us  in  comparisons  with  dirt ; 
To  weaken  and  discredit  our  exposure. 
How  rank  soever  rounded  in  witn  danger. 

Ulyss.  They  tax  our  policy,  and  call  it  cowardice ; 
Cknint  wisdom  as  no  member  of  the  war ; 
Forestall  prescience,  and  esteem  no  act 
But  that  of  hand :  the  still  and  mental  parts,^- 
That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  shall  strike. 
When  fitness  calls  them  on;  and  know,  by  measore 
Of  their  observant  toil,  the  enemies'  weight,— 
Why,  this  hath  not  a  finecr's  dignity : 
Thev  call  this — ^bed-wortc,  mappery,  closet>war: 
So  that  the  ram,  that  batters  down  the  wall. 
For  the  great  swine  and  rudeness  of  his  poine. 
They  place  before  his  hand  that  made  the  engine; 
Or  those,  that  with  the  fineness  of  their  souls 
By  reason  guide  his  execution. 

JVeff.  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilles'  horse 
Makes  many  Thetis'  sons.  [Trumpet  sounds, 

AgaoL  What  trumpet  f  look,  Menelans. 

£n<er  JEneas. 

Jnen.  From  Troy. 

Agam.  What  wonld  you  'fora  our  tent  ? 

Mnt.  Is  this 

Great  Agamemnon's  tent,  I  pray.' 

Am*-  Even  this. 

JEne.  May  one,  that  is  a  herald,  and  a  prince, 
Do  a  feir  message  to  his  kingly  ears  f 

Agam.  With  surety  stroi^r  than  Achilles'  am 
'Fore  all  die  Greekish  heads,  which  with  one  voice 
Call  Agamemnon  head  and  general. 

ASne.  Fair  leave,  and  laige  securitr.  How  may 
A  stranger  to  those  roost  imperial  looks 
Know  mem  from  ^es  of  other  mortals  f 

Agam.  How  ? 

^ne.  Av;       * 
I  ask,  that  I  mi^t  waken  reverence. 
And  bid  the  cheek  be  ready  with  a  blush 
Modest  as  morning  when  she  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Fhcebus  : 
Which  is  that  |od  in  office,  guiding  men? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agamemnon  ? 

Agam.  This  Trojanscoms  us;  or  the  men  of  Tioy 
Are  ceremonious  courtiers. 

^n«.  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair,  unaim'd. 
As  bending  angels ;  that's  their  fame  in  peace  : 
But  when  they  would  seem  soldiers,  they  have  ealls. 
Good  arms,  strong  joints,  true  swords;  and,^e's 

accord, 
Nothing  so  full  of  heart.    But  peace,  ^nees. 
Peace,  Trojan ;  lay  thy  fin^r  on  thy  lips ! 
The  worthiness  of  praise  distains  his  worth. 
If  that  the  prais'd  himself  bring  the  praise  far^: 
But  what  the  repining  enemy  commends. 
That  breath  feme  follows;  that  praise,  sde  pni«, 
transcends. 

Ag^*"^  Sir,  you  of  Troy,  call  you  jTOurselfiEneai^ 

^ns.  Ay,  Greek,  that  is  my  name. 

(3)  Supreme.     (4)  The  galleries  of  the  theatre. 
(5)  Beyond  the  tnith.  (6)  Unadaptad. 
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•^hrom.  What's  your  affair,  I  pray  you  ? 

JEne.  Sir,  pardon ;  *tis  for  Agamemnon't  ears. 

Agam,  He  bears  nought  privately,  that  comes 
from  Troy. 

JEnt.  Nor  1  from  Trc^  come  not  to  whisper  him : 
I  bring  a  trumpet  to  awake  his  ear ; 
To  set  his  sense  on  the  attentive  bent, 
And  then  to  speak. 

Agam.  Speak  frankly'  as  the  Wind ; 

It  is  not  Agamemnon*s  sleeping  hour : 
That  thou  shalt  know,  Trojan,  he  is  awake. 
He  tells  thee  so  himself. 

w£Jn£.  Trumpet,  blow  loud. 

Send  thy  brass  voice  throutrh  all  these  laiy  tents; — 
And  every  Greek  of  mettle,  let  him  know. 
What  Troy  means  fairly,  shall  be  spoke  aloud. 

[Tr%impet  sounds. 
We  have,  great  Agamemnon,  here  in  Troy 
A  prince  callM  Hector  (Priam  is  his  father,) 
Who  in  this  dull  and  long-continued  truce 
la  rusty  grown  ;  he  bade  me  take  a  trumpet. 
And  to  this  purpose  sp^k.    Kings,  princes,  lords ! 
If  there  be  one,  among  the  fair'st  of  Greece, 
That  holds  his  honour  hi^er  than  his  ease  ; 
That  seeks  his  praise  more  than  he  fears  his  peril ; 
That  knows  his  valour,  and  knows  not  his  fear ; 
That  loves  his  mistress  more  than  in  confession 
(With  truant  vows  to  her  own  lira  he  loves,) 
And  dare  avow  her  beauty  and  her  worth. 
In  other  arms  than  hers, — to  him  this  challenge. 
Hector,  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Greeks, 
Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  best  to  do  it. 
He  hath  a  lady,  wiser,  fairer,  truer. 
Than  ever  Greek  did  compass  in  his  arms ; 
And  will  to-morrow  with  his  trumpet  call. 
Mid-way  between  your  tents  and  walls  of  Troy, 
To  rouse  a  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love  : 
If  any  come.  Hector  shall  honour  him ; 
If  none,  he'll  say  in  Troy,  when  he  retires. 
The  Grecian  dames  are  sun-bum'd,  and  not  worth 
The  splinter  of  a  lance.     Even  so  much. 

Agam.  This  shall  be  told  our  lovers,  lord  .£neas ; 
If  none  of  them  have  soul  in  such  a  kind. 
We  left  them  all  at  home :  But  we  are  soldiers ; 
And  may  that  soldier  a  mere  recreant  prove, 
That  means  not,  hath  not,  or  is  not  in  love ! 
If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be. 
That  one  meets  Hector ;  if  none  else,  I  am  he. 

JVWl  Tell  him  of  Nestor,  one  that  was  a  man 
When  Hector's  grandsire  suck'd :  he  is  old  now  ; 
But,  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  host 
One  noble  man,  that  hath  one  spark  of  fire 
To  answer  for  his  love.  Tell  him  from  me, — 
I'll  hide  my  silver  beard  in  a  gold  beaver. 
And  in  my  vantbrace^  put  this  wither'd  brawn ; 
And,  roeetir^  him,  will  tell  him.  That  my  lady 
Was  fairer  than  his  grandame,  and  as  chaste 
As  may  be  in  the  world  :  His  youth  in  flood, 
PU  prove  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  blood. 

^ne.  Now  heavens  forbid  such  scarcity  of  youth! 

Ulyu,  Amen. 

Agam.  Fair  lord  .£neas,  let  me  touch  your  hand ; 
To  our  pavilion  shall  I  lead  you,  sir. 
Achilles  shall  have  word  of  this  intent; 
So  shall  each  lord  of  Greece,  frcMn  tent  to  tent : 
Yourself  shall  feast  with  us  before  you  go. 
And  find  the  welcome  of  a  noble  foe. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Ulysses  and  Nestor. 

Vhfts.  Nestor, 

J>retL  What  says  Ulysses  f 

Uhfss,  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain. 


(1)  Freely. 
(3)  Difficulty. 


(2)  An  armour  for  the  arm. 
(4)  Size,  measure. 


Be  you  my  time  to  bring  it  to  some  shape. 

Jrest.  Whatis't? 

Ulyss.  This  'tis : 
Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots :  The  seeded  pride 
That  hath  to  this  maturity  blown  up 
In  rank  Achilles,  must  or  now  be  cropp'd, 
Or,  shedding,  breed  a  nursery  of  like  evil, 
To  overbulk  us  all. 

J^Test.  Well,  and  how.? 

Ulyss.  This  challenge  that  the  gallant  Hector 
sends. 
However  it  is  spread  in  general  name, 
Relates  inpurpose  only  to  Achilles. 

JWs^  Tne  purpose  is  perspicuous  even  as  sub- 
stance. 
Whose  grossness  little  characters  sum  up  : 
And,  in  the  publication,  make  no  strain,^ 
But  that  Achilles,  were  his  brain  as  barren 
As  banks  of  Libya, — though,  Apollo  knows, 
'Tis  dry  enough, — will  witn  great  speed  of  judg- 
ment. 

Ay,  with  celerit}',  find  Hector's  purpose 
Pointing  on  him. 

Ulyss.  And  wake  him  to  the  answer,  think  you  ? 

JVest  Yes, 

It  is  most  meet ;  Whom  may  you  else  oppose. 
That  can  from  Hector  bring  those  honours  off. 
If  not  Achilles  ?  Though't  be  a  sportful  combat. 
Vet  in  the  trial  much  opinion  dwells ; 
For  here  the  Trojans  taste  our  dear'st  repute 
With  their  fin'st  palate :  And  trust  to  me,  Ulysses, 
Our  imputation  snail  be  oddly  pois'd 
In  this  wild  action :  for  the  success. 
Although  particular,  shall  give  a  scantling^ 
Of  rocd  or  bad  unto  the  general ; 
And  in  such  indexes,  although  small  pricks* 
To  their  subsequent  volumes,  there  is  seen 
The  baby  figure  of  the  giant  mass 
Of  things  to  come  at  lai^e.     It  is  suppos'd, 
He,  that  meets  Hector,  issues  from  our  choice : 
And  choice,  being  mutual  act  of  all  our  souls, 
Makes  merit  her  election ;  and  doth  boil. 
As  'twere  from  forth  us  all,  a  man  distill'd 
Out  of  our  virtues ;  Who  miscarrying. 
What  heart  receives  from    hence  a  conquering 

part. 
To  steel  a  strong  opinion  to  themselves  ? 
Which  entertain'd,  limbs  are  his  instruments, 
In  no  less  working,  than  are  swords  and  bows 
Directive  by  the  limbs. 

Ulyss.  Give  pardon  to  my  speech ; — 
Therefore  'tis  meet,  Achilles  meet  not  Hector. 
Let  us,  like  merchants,  show  our  foulest  wares, 
And  think,  perchance,  they'll  sell ;  if  not, 
The  lustre  of  the  better  shall  exceed, 
By  showing  the  worse  first     Do  not  consent. 
That  ever  Hector  and  Achilles  meet ; 
For  both  our  honour  and  our  shame,  in  this, 
Are  dc^g'd  with  two  stranj^e  followers. 

JVui.  1  see  them  not  with  my  old  eyes;  whit 
are  they  ? 

Ulyss.   What  gloiy  our  Achilles  shares  frooi 
Hector, 
Were  he  not  proud,  we  all  should  share  with  him: 
But  he  alreacly  is  too  insolent ; 
And  we  were  better  parch  in  Afric  sun, 
Than  in  the  pride  and  salt  scorn  of  his  eyes. 
Should  he  'scape  Hector  fair :  if  he  were  foii'd. 
Why,  then  we  did  our  main  opinion^  crush 
In  taint  of  our  best  man.     No,  make  a  lottery ; 
And,  by  device,  let  blockish  Ajax  draw 

(5)  Small  points  compared  with  the  yoluinea. 

(6)  Estimatioo  or  character. 
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Actn. 


The  iortl  to  %ht  with  Hector :  Among  ourselves, 

Give  him  allowance  for  the  better  man, 

For  that  will  physic  the  great  Myrmidon, 

Who  broils  in  loud  applause ;  and  make  him  fall 

His  crest,  that  prouder  than  blue  Iris  bends. 

If  the  dull  brainless  Ajai  come  safe  ofi^ 

We*ll  dress  him  up  in  voices :  If  he  fail, 

Yet  go  we  under  our  opinion^  still 

That  we  have  better  men.     But,  hit  or  miss, 

Owur  project's  life  this  shape  of  sense  assumes, — 

Ajai,  employM,  plucks  down  Achilles*  plumes. 

J^Test.  Ulysses, 
Now  I  befin  to  relish  thy  advice ; 
And  I  will  give  a  taste  a  it  forthwith 
To  Agamemnon :  go  we  to  him  straight 
Two  curs  shall  tame  each  other ;  Pride  alone 
Must  tarre>  the  mastid^  on,  as  'twere  their  bone. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 

SCEA*£  L— Another  pari  of  the  Grecian  tamp. 
Enter  Ajax  and  Thersites. 

Ajax.  Thersites, 

Ther.  Agamemnon— how  if  he  had  boils }  full, 
all  over,  generally  ? 

j9;ax.  Thersites, 

Ther.  And  those  boils  did  run  ? — Say  so, — did 
Dot  the  general  run  then  ?  were  not  that  a  botchy 
sore? 

Aiax.  Dog, 

Ther.  Then  would  come  some  matter  from  hun ; 
I  see  none  now. 

Aiax.  Thou  bitch-wolPs son, canst  thou  not  hear: 
Feel  then.  [Strikeahim 

Ther.  The  plague  of  Greece  upon  thee,  thou 
mongrel  beef-witted  lord ! 

Aiax.  Speak  then,  thou  unsalted  leaven,  speak : 
I  will  beat  thee  into  handsomeness. 

Ther.  I  shall  sooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and  holi- 
ness :  but,  I  think,  thy  horse  will  sooner  con  an 
oration,  than  thou  learn  a  prayer  without  book. 
Thou  canst  strike,  canst  thou .'  a  red  murrain  o*lhy 
jade's  tricks ! 

Ai<^  Toads-stool,  learn  me  the  proclamation. 

Ther.  Dost  thou  think,  I  have  no  sense,  thou 
strikest  me  thus  } 

Ajo^'  The  proclamaticHi, — 

Ther.  Thou  art  proclaimed  a  fool,  I  think. 

Ajax.  Do  not,  porcupine,  do  not ;  my  fingers  itch. 

Ther.  I  would,  thou  didst  itch  from  head  to  foot, 
and  I  had  the  scratching  of  thee ;  I  would  make 
thee  the  loathsomcst  scab  in  Greece.  When  thou 
art  forth  in  the  incursions,  thou  strikest  as  slow  as 
another. 

Ajax.  I  say,  the  proclamation, 

Ther.  Thou  grumblest  and  railest  everv  hour  on 
Achilles :  and  thou  art  as  full  of  envy  at  his  great- 
ness, as  Cerberus  is  at  Proserpina's  beauty,  ay,  that 
diou  barkcst  at  him. 

Ajax.  Mistress  Thersites ! 

Ther.  Thou  shouldest  strike  him. 

Aiax.  Cobloaf! 

Ther.  He  would  pun^  thee  into  shivers  with  hi: 
6st,  as  a  sailor  breaks  a  biscuit 

Ajax.  You  whoreson  cur!  [Bealing  him 

Ther.  Do,  do. 


(1)  Lot  (2)  Character.        (3)  Provoke. 

?4)  Pound. 

(5)  Ass,  a  cant  term  for  a  foolish^fellow. 


Ajax.  Thou  stool  for  a  witch ! 

Ther.  Ay,do,do;  thousodden-wittedlord!  thou 
hast  no  more  brain  than  I  have  in  mine  elbows;  an 
assin^;o^  may  tutor  thee :  Thou  scurvy  valiant  ass, 
thou  art  here  put  to  thrash  Trojans ;  and  thou  art 
bought  and  sold  among  those  of  any  wit,  like  a 
Bartorian  slave.  If  thou  usc^'  to  beat  me,  I  will 
begin  at  thy  heel,  and  tell  what  thou  art  by  inches 
thou  thing  of  no  bowels,  thou ! 

Ajax.  You  dog ! 

Ther.  You  scurvy  lord ! 

Ajax.  You  cur!  ^  [Beating  him. 

Ther.  Mars  his  idiot !  do,  rudeness ;  do,  camel ; 
do,  do. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

Achil.  Why,  how  now,  Ajax  f  wherefore  do  yon 
thus.^ 
How  now,  Thersites.'  what's  the  matter,  man? 

Ther.  You  see  him  there,  do  you? 

Achil.  Ay ;  what's  the  matter  ? 

Ther.  Nav,  look  upon  him. 

Achil.  So* I  do;  What's  the  matter? 

Ther.  Nay,  but  regard  him  well. 

Achil.  Well,  why  1  do  so. 

Ther.  But  yet  vou  look  not  well  upon  him :  for, 
whosoever  you  take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 

Achil.  I  know  that,  fool. 

Ther.  Av,  but  that  fool  knows  not  himselt 

Aiax.  Therefore  I  beat  thee. 

7%er.  Lo,  lo,  lo,  lo,  what  modicums  </  wit  be 
utters !  his  evasions  have  ears  thus  long.  I  have 
bobbed  his  brain,  more  than  he  has  beat  my  booes: 
I  will  buy  nine  sparrows  for  a  penny,  and  his  pia 
mater^  is  not  womi  the  ninth  part  </  a  spurow. 
This  lord,  Achilles,  Ajax, — who  wears  his  wit  in 
his  belly,  and  his  guts  in  his  head, — I'll  tell  you 
what  1  say  of  him. 

Achil.  What? 

2'Aer.  I  say,  this  Ajax 

J  Ajax  offers  to  strike  him,  Achilles  interposes. 
chiL  ^ay,  good  Ajax. 

Ther.  Has  not  so  much  wit 

Achil.  Nay,  I  must  hold  you. 

Ther.  As  will  stop  the  eye  of  Helen's  needle, 
for  whom  he  comes  to  fight 

Achil.  Peace,  fool ! 

Ther.  I  would  have  peace  and  quietness,  but 
the  fool  will  not :  he  tliere;  that  he;  look  you  there. 

Ajax.  O  thou  damned  cur !  I  shall 

Achil.  Will  you  set  your  wit  to  a  fool's? 

Ther.  No,  I  warrant  you ;  for  a  fool's  will  shame  it 

Pair.  Good  words,  Thersites. 

Achil.  What's  the  quarrel  ? 

Ajax.  I  bade  the  vile  owl,  go  learn  me  the  tenet 
of  the  proclamation,  and  he  rails  upon  me. 

l^her.  I  serve  thee  not 

Ajax.  Well,  go  to,  go  ta 

Ther.  I  serve  here  voluntaiy.' 

Achil.  Your  last  service  was  sufferance^  'twas 
Tiot  voluntary ;  no  man  is  beaten  voluntaiy ;  Aiax 
was  here  the  voluntary,  and  you  as  under  an  im- 
press. 

l^her.  Even  so  ? — a  great  deal  of  your  wit  too^ 
lies  in  your  sinews,  or  else  there  be  liars,  Hectoi' 
shall  have  a  great  catch,  if  he  knock  out  either  of 
your  brains ;  a'  were  as  good  crack  a  fusty  nut  with 
no  kernel. 

Achil.  What,  with  me  too,  Thersites? 

Ther.  There's  Ulysses,  and  old  Nestor, — whose 

(6)  Continue. 

(7)  The  membrane  that  protects  the  brain. 

(8)  Voluntarily. 
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wit  was  mouldy  ere  jour  rrandsires  had  nails  on 
thcLT  toes, — ^jroke  you  like  draught  oxen,  and  make 
YOU  plough  up  the  wars. 

AchO.  What,  what? 

Ther.  Yes,  good  sooth ;  To,  Achilles !  to,  Ajax!  to! 

j9;ax.  I  shall  cut  out  your  tongue. 

Tlur.  *Tis  no  matter ;  I  shall  speak  as  much  as 
Ihou  afterwards. 

Pair.  No  more  words,  Thersites ;  peace. 

Ther.  I  will  hold  my  peace  when  Achilles*  brachi 
bids  me,  shall  I  ? 

AchiL  There's  for  you,  Patroclus. 

Ther.  I  will  see  you  hanged,  like  clotpoles,  ere 
I  come  any  more  to  your  tents ;  I  will  keep  where 
there  is  wit  stirring,  and  leave  the  faction  of  fools. 

[Exit. 

Pair.  A  good  riddance. 

AchiL  Many,  this,  sir,  is  proclaimed  through  all 
our.liost: 
That  Hector,  by  the  first  hour  of  the  sun. 
Will,  with  a  trumpet,  'twixt  our  tents  and  Troy, 
To-morrow  momine  call  some  knight  to  arms, 
Tliat  hath  a  stomach ;  and  such  a  one,  that  dare 
Blaintain — I  know  not  what ;  *tis  trash :  Farewell. 

A^ax.  Farewell.    Who  sliall  answer  him  f 

AchiL  I  know  not,  it  is  put  to  lottery ;  otherwise. 
He  knew  his  man. 

Ajax,  O,  meaning  yoa : — Pll  go  learn  more  of  it 

[Exeunt. 

SCE^E  II.— Troy.    A  room  in  Priam's  palace. 
Enter  Priam,  Hector,  Troilus,  Paris,  and  He- 


PrL  After  so  many  hours,  lives,  speeches  spent, 
Thus  oDce  again  savs  Nestor  from  the  Greeks ; 
DeHoer  Helm,  onfall  damage  else — 
At  hcnaur,  1ms  of  time,  travel,  expense. 
Wounds,  Jriends,  and  what  else  dear  that  is  con- 

sum^d 
In  hot  digestion  of  Viis  cormorant  war, — 
Shall  be  struck  off: — Hector,  what  say  vou  to*t.'  * 

HeeL  Though  no  man  lesser  fears  the  Greeks 
than  I, 
As  iar  as  toacheth  my  particular,  yet. 
Dread  Priam, 

There  is  no  lady  of  more  softer  bowels. 
More  spungy  to  suck  in  the  sense  of  fear, 
More  ready  to  cry  out —  Wiw  knows  what  follows? 
Than  Hector  is :  The  wound  of  peace  is  sure^. 
Surety  secure ;  but  modest  doubt  is  called 
The  beacon  of  the  wise,  the  tent  that  searches 
To  the  bottom  of  the  worst    Let  Helen  go : 
Since  the  first  sword  was  drawn  about  this  auestioo, 
Every  tithe  soul,  'monest  many  thousand  dismes,^ 
Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen ;  I  mean,  of  ours : 
If  we  have  lost  so  many  tenths  of  ouis, 
To  enard  a  thing  not  ours ;  not  worth  to  us. 
Had  it  our  name,  the  value  of  one  ten ; 
What  merit's  in  that  reason,  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up  ? 

Tro.  Fie,  fie,  my  brother ! 

Weigh  yoo  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  king. 
So  great  as  our  dread  father,  in  a  scale 
Of  commoQ  ounces.'  will  you  with  counters  sum 
Tile  past-proportion  of  his  infinite  ? 
And  Duckle-in  a  waist  most  fathomless. 
With  spans  and  inches  so  diminutive 
As  fears  and  reasons  ?  fie,  for  godly  shame ! 

HeL  No  marvel,  though  you  bite  so  sharp  at 
reasons, 
Yoa  are  so  empty  of  them.    Should  not  our  &ther 

(1)  Bitch,  hound.  (2)  Tenths. 

(3)  Caation.         (4)  Shrink,  or  fly  oC 


Bear  the  great  sway  of  his  affairs  with  reasons. 
Because  your  speech  hath  none,  that  tells  him  so .' 

Tro.  I  ou  are  for  dreams  and  slumbers,  brother 
priest. 
You  fur  your  gloves  with  reason.    Here  are  your 

reasons: 
You  know,  an  enemy  intends  ^ou  harm ; 
You  know,  a  sword  employM  is  perilous. 
And  reason  flies  the  object  of  all  harm : 
Who  marvels  then,  when  Helenus  beholds 
A  Grecian  and  his  sword,  if  he  do  set 
The  very  wings  of  reason  to  his  heels ; 
And  fly  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove, 
Or  like  a  star  dis-orbM  f — Nay,  if  we  talk  of  reason. 
Let's  shut  our  gates,  and  sleep:  Manhood  and 

honour 
Should  have  hare  hearts,  would  they  but  fat  their 

thoughts 
With  this  cramm'd  reason :  reason  and  respect* 
Make  livers  pale,  and  lustihood  deiect 

Hect  Brother,  she  is  not  worth  what  she  doth  cost 
The  holding. 

Tro.  What  is  aught,  but  as  His  valued  ? 

Hect.  But  value  dwells  not  in  particular  will ; 
It  holds  his  estimate  and  dignity 
As  well  wherein  'tis  precious  of  itself 
As  in  the  prizer :  'tis  mad  idolatry, 
To  make  the  service  greater  than  the  god ; 
And  the  will  dotes,  thai  is'attributive 
To  what  infectiously  itself  affects, 
Without  some  imap  of  the  aflRected  merit 

Tro.  I  take  to-day  a  wife,  and  my  election 
Is  led  on  in  the  conduct  of  my  will ; 
My  will  enkindled  by  mine  eyes  and  ears, 
Two  traded  pilots  'twixt  the  dangerous  shores 
Of  will  and  judgment :  How  may  I  avoid. 
Although  my  wfli  distaste  what  it  elected. 
The  wife  I  chose  ?  there  can  be  no  evasion 
To  blench^  from  this,  and  to  stand  firm  by  honour: 
We  tura  not  back  the  silks  upon  the  merchant. 
When  we  have  sdl'd  them;  nor  the  ronainder 

viands 
We  do  not  throw  in  unrespective  sieve,* 
Because  we  now  are  full.    It  was  thought  meet, 
Paris  should  do  some  vengeance  on  the  Greeks : 
Your  breath  with  full  consent  bellied  his  sails ; 
The  seas  and  winds  (old  wranelers)  took  a  truce. 
And  did  him  service:  he  touch'd  the  ports  desir'd; 
And,  for  an  old  aunt,^  whom  the  Greeks  held  cap- 
tive. 
He  brought  a  Grecian  queen,  whose  youth  and 

freshness 
Wrinkles  Apollo's,  and  makes  pale  the  morning. 
Why  keep  we  her  f  the  Grecians  keep  our  aunt : 
Is  she  worth  keeping .'  why,  she  is  a  pearl, 
Whose  price  hatn  launch'd  above  a  thousand  ships. 
And  tura'd  crown'd  kings  to  merchants. 
If  you'll  avouch,  'twas  wisdom  Paris  went 
(As  yoo  must  needs,  for  you  all  cry'd — Go,  gt»,) 
If  you'll  confess,  he  brought  home  noble  prixe 
(As  you  must  needs,  for  you  all  clapp'd  your  h 
And  cry'd — Inestimable .')  why  do  you  now 
The  issue  of  your  proper  wiscloms  rate ; 
And  do  a  deed  that  fortune  never  did, 
~  Kgar  the  estimation  which  you  prii'd 
Richer  than  sea  and  land .'  O  theft  most  base ; 
That  we  have  stolen  what  we  do  fear  to  keep ! 
But,  thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thine  so  stolen. 
That  in  their  country  did  them  that  diserace. 
We  fear  to  warrant  in  our  native  place  1 

Cas.  [Within,]  Cry,  Trojam,  cry  I 

Pru  y  What  noise .'  what  shriek  is  this  ? 

(5)  Basket         (6)  Priam's  sister,  Hesione. 
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Tro.  *Tis  our  mad  sister,  I  do  know  ber  voice. 
Cas.  [JVithin,]  Cry,  Trojans .' 
JJect.  It  is  Cassandra. 

Enter  Cassandra,  raving. 

Cas.  Cr}',  Trojans,  cry !  lend  me  ten  thousand 
eyes. 
And  I  willliU  them  with  prophetic  tears. 
Heci.  Peace,  sister,  peace. 
Cas.  Virpns  and  tjoys,  mid-age  and  wrinkled 
elders. 
Soft  infancy,  that  nothing  canst  but  ciy, 
Add  to  my  clamours  !  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mass  of  moan  to  come. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry  !  practise  your  eyes  with  tears ; 
Troy  must  not  be,  nor  goodly  Ilion  stand; 
Our  fire-brand  brother,  Paris,  bums  us  all. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry  !  a  Helen,  and  a  wo : 
Cry,  ciy  !  Troy  bums,  or  else  let  Helen  go.  [Exit. 

Hect.  Now,  youthful  Troilus,  do  not  these  high 
strains 
Of  divination  in  our  sister  work 
Some  touches  of  remorse  ?  or  is  your  blood 
So  madly  hot,  that  no  discourse  of  reason, 
Nor  fear  of  bad  success  in  a  bad  cause,  * 

Can  qualify  the  same  f 

Tro.  Why,  brother  Hector, 

We  may  not  think  the  justness  of  each  act 
Such  and  no  other  than  event  doth  form  it ; 
Nor  once  deject  the  courage  of  our  minds. 
Because  Cassandra^s  mad :  her  brain-sick  raptures 
Cannot  distaste!  the  goodness  of  a  quarrel. 
Which  hath  our  several  honours  all  engaged 
To  make  it  gracious.2    For  my  private  part, 
I  am  no  more  touchM  than  allPnam^s  sons : 
And  Jove  forbid,  there  should  be  done  amongst  us 
Such  things  as  might  offend  the  weakest  spleen 
To  fight  for  and  maintain  ! 

Par.  Else  might  the  world  convince*  of  levity 
As  well  my  undertakings,  as  your  counsels : 
But  I  attest  the  gods,  your  full  consent 
Gave  wings  to  my  propension,  and  cut  off 
All  fears  attending  on  so  dire  a  project 
For  what,  alas,  can  these  my  single  arms  ? 
What  propugnatiou^  is  in  one  man*s  valour. 
To  stand  the  push  and  enmitv  of  those 
This  quarrel  would  excite  ?  Yet,  I  protest. 
Were  I  alone  to  pass  the  difficulties, 
And  had  as  ample  power  as  I  have  will, 
Paris  should  ne^er  retract  what  he  hath  done, 
Nor  faint  in  the  pursuit 

Pri.  Paris,  you  speak 

Like  one  besotted  on  your  sweet  delights  : 
You  have  the  honey  still,  but  these  the  gall ; 
So  to  be  valiant,  is  no  praise  at  all. 

Par.  Sir,  I  propose  not  merely  to  myself 
The  pleasures  such  a  beauty  brings  with  it; 
But  1  would  have  the  soil  of  her  fair  rape 
Wip'd  off,  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  treason  were  it  to  the  ransackM  queen, 
Di^race  to  your  great  worths,  and  shame  to  me. 
Now  to  deliver  her  })ossession  up, 
On  terms  of  base  compulsion  ?  Can  it  be. 
That  so  degenerate  a  strain  as  this 
Should  once  set  footing  in  your  generous  bosoms? 
There's  not  the  meanest  spirit  on  our  party. 
Without  a  heart  to  dare,  or  sword  to  draw, 
When  Helen  is  defended ;  nor  none  so  noble, 
Whose  life  were  ill  bestowM,  or  death  unfam*d, 
\^  here  Helen  is  the  subject :  then,  I  say, 

(1)  Corrupt,  change  to  a  worse  state. 

(2)  To  set  it  off.  (3)  Convict 
C4j  Defence.            (5)  Commented. 


W^ell  may  we  fight  for  her,  whom,  we  know  wui. 
The  world's  large  spaces  cannot  parallel. 

Hect.  Paris,  and  Troilus, you  have  both  said  well: 
And  on  the  cause  and  question  now  in  hand 
Have  gloiM,* — but  superficially  ;  not  much 
Unlike  young  men,  whom  Aristotle  thought 
Unfit  to' hear  moral  philosophy  : 
The  reasons,  you  allege,  do  more  conduce 
To  the  hot  passion  of  distemper'd  blood, 
Than  to  make  up  a  free  determination 
'Twixt  right  and  wrong;  For  pleasure  and  revei^ 
Have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voice 
Of  any  troe  decision.     Nature  craves, 
All  dues  be  rendered  to  their  OHners ;  Now 
What  nearer  debt  in  all  humanity. 
Than  wife  is  to  the  husband  ?  if  this  law 
Of  nature  be  corrupted  through  affection ; 
And  that  great  minds,  of^  partial  indulgence 
To  their  l^numbed  wills,  resist  the  same ; 
There  is  a  law  in  each  well-order'd  nation. 
To  curb  those  raging  appetites  that  are 
Most  disobedient  and  reiractoty. 
If  Helen  then  be  wife  to  Sparta's  king, — 
As  it  is  known  she  is, — these  moral  laws 
Of  nature,  and  of  nations,  speak  aloud 
To  have  her  back  retum'd  :  Thus  to  persist 
In  doing  wrong,  extenuates  not  wrong, 
But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.    Hector's  opinioo 
Is  this,  in  way  of  truth :  yet,  ne'erthelcss, 
My  sprightly  brethren,  I  propend^  to  you 
In  resolution  to  keep  Helen  still ; 
For  'tis  a  cause  that  hath  no  mean  dependence 
Upon  our  joint  and  several  dignities. 

Tro.  Wh^,  there  you  touch'd  the  life  of  ow 
design: 
Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  affected 
Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  spleens, 
I  would  not  wish  a  drop  of  Trojan  blocd 
Spent  more  in  her  defence.     But,  worthy  Hector, 
Sne  is  a  theme  of  honour  and  renown ; 
A  spur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds ; 
Whose  present  courage  may  beat  down  our  foes, 
And  fame,  in  time  to  come,  canonire  us : 
For,  I  presume,  brave  Hector  would  not  lose 
So  rich  advantage  of  a  promis'd  glory, 
As  smiles  upon  the  forehead  of  this  action. 
For  the  wide  world's  revenue. 

Hect.  I  am  yours, 

You  valiant  offspring  of  great  Priamus. — 
1  have  a  roisting^  challenge  sent  amongst 
The  dull  and  factious  nobles  of  the  Greeks, 
Will  strike  amazement  to  their  drowsy  spirits  . 
I  was  advertis'd,  their  great  general  slept. 
Whilst  emulation^  in  the  armv  crept ; 
This,  I  presume,  will  wake  him.  [Exeunt 

SCEJ^E  IIl^The  Grecian  camp.  Before  kcM- 
les'  tent.    Enter  Thersites. 
Ther.  How  now,  Thersites .'  what,  lost  in  the 
labyrinth  of  thy  fury  ^  Shall  the  elephant  Ajax  oar- 
r  It  thus  ^  he'beats  me,  and  I  rail  at  him :  O  wor- 
ly  satisfaction  !  'would,  it  were  otherwise ;  that  I 
could  beat  him,  whilst  he  railed  at  me :  'Sfoot,  I'H 
leam  to  conjure  and  raise  devils,  but  I'll  see  some 
issue  of  my  spiteful  execrations.     Then  there's 
Achilles, — a  rare  engineer.     If  Troy  be  not  taken 
till  these  two  undermine  it,  the  walls  will  stand 
till  they  fall  of  themselves.     O  thou  great  thunder- 
darter  of  Olympus,  forget  that  thou  art  Jove  the 
king  of  gods ;  and.  Mercury,  lose  all  the  serpen- 

(6)  Through. 

(7)  Incline  to,  as  a  question  of  honour. 
(8;  Blustering.  (9)  Envy. 
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ime  craft  of  thj  cadueeus  ,*l  if  ve  take  not  that  little 
Jhttle  ie^  than  little  wit  from  them  that  they  have ! 
which  short-armed  ignorance  itself  knows  is  so 
abundant  scarce,  it  will  not  in  circumvention  de- 
lirer  a  fly  from  a  spider,  without  drawing  their 
maasy  irons,  and  cutting  the  web.  After  this,  the 
▼oigeance  on  the  whole  camu  I  or,  rather,  the  bone- 
ache  .'  for  that,  methinks,  is  the  curse  dependent  on 
those  that  war  for  a  placket  I  have  said  my  prayers ; 
and  devil,  envy,  say  Amen. — What,  ho .'  my  lord 
Achilles! 

Enter  Patroclus. 

Pair.  Who's  there  f  Thersites  ?  Good  Theraites, 
come  in  and  rail. 

7%er.  If  I  could  have  remembered  a  gilt  coun- 
lufeit,  thou  wouldest  not  have  slipped  out  of  my 
contemplation  :  but  it  is  no  matter ;  Thyself  upon 
ftyself .'  The  common  curse  of  mankina,  folly  and 
Knorance,  be  thine  in  great  revenue  !  heaven  bless 
uiee  from  a  tutor,  and  discipline  come  not  near 
lee  I  Let  thy  blood^  be  thy  direction  till  thy  death ! 
Ih^i  if  she,  that  lays  thee  out,  says — thou  art  a  fair 
cone,  ni  be  sworn  and  sworn  upon't,  she  never 
rhrouded  any  but  lazars.^  Amen. — Where's  Achil- 
les.' 

Fatr.  Wbat,  art  thou  devout.'  wast  thoa  in 
•?ayer  ? 

Ther.  Ay ;  The  heavens  hear  me ! 

Enter  Achilles. 

Achil.  Who's  there.' 

Patr.  Thersites,  my  lord. 

AchiL  Where,  where?— Art  thou  come.'  Why, 
my  cheese,  my  digestion,  why  hast  thou  not  served 
thyself  in  to  mv  table  so  many  meals  ?  Come ;  what's 
Agamemnon.^ 

Ther.  Thy  commander,  Achilles; — Then  tell 
me,  Patroclu:i,  what's  Achilles .' 

Patr.  Thy  lord,  Thersites;  Then  tell  me,  I  pray 
thee,  what's  thyself.' 

Ther.  Thy  knower,  Patroclus ;  Then  tell  roe, 
Patroclus,  what  art  »hou .' 

Patr.  Thou  mayest  (ell,  that  knowest. 

Acha.  O,  tell,  tell. 

Ther.  I'll  decline  the  whole  question.  Agamem- 
non commands  Achilles ;  Achilles  is  my  lord ;  1  am 
Patroclus'  knower ;  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

Patr.  You  rascal ! 

IVier.  Peace,  fool ;  1  have  not  done. 

Achil.  He  is  a  privil^ed  man. — Proceed,  Tber- 
titea. 

T%er.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool ;  Achilles  is  a  fool; 
Thersites  is  a  fool ;  and,  as  aforesaid,  Patroclus  is 
a  fool. 

Achil.  Derive  this ;  come. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  offer  to  command 
Achilles ;  Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  c(»nmanded  of 
Agamemnon ;  Thersites  is  a  fool  to  serve  such  a 
fool ;  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool  positive. 

Patr.  Whvamlafool.' 

Ther.  Make  that  demand  of  the  prover. — It  suf- 
6eet  me,  thou  art    Look  you,  who  comes  here .' 

Enier  Agamenmon,  Ulysses,  Nestor,  Diomedes,  and 
Ajax. 
AchU.    Patroclus,  I'll  speak  with  nobody;— 
Come  in  with  me,  Thersitas.  [Exit. 

(1)  The  wand  of  Mercuiy,  which  is  wreathed 
with  serpents. 

(2)  Passions,  natural  propensities 
^3)  leprous  persons. 

\A)  Envious.  (5)  Tetter,  scab. 

TOL.  II. 


lur.  Here  is  such  patchery,  such  jugs;l>ng»  and 
I  knavery  .'  all  the  argument  is,  a  cuckold,  and 


Ther. 
such  I  _ 

a  whore ;  A  good  auarrel,  to  draw  emulous^  fac* 
tions,  and  bleed  to  aeath  upon.  Now  the  dry  fer- 
pigcr"  on  the  subject !  and  war,  and  lecher}',  cca* 
found  all !  [Exit. 

Agam.  Where  is  Achilles .' 

Patr.  Within  his  tent ;  but  ill-dispos'd,  ray  lord. 

Agam.  Let  it  be  known  to  him,  that  we  are  here. 
He  shent^  our  messengers ;  and  we  lay  by 
Our  appertainments,?  visiting  of  him : 
Let  him  be  told  so;  lest,  perchance,  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  question  of  oui*  place. 
Or  know  not  what  we  are. 

Patr.  I  shall  say  so  to  him. 

[Eccit, 

Ulyss.  We  saw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  tent ; 
He  h  not  sick. 

Ajax.  Yes,  lion-sick,  sick  of  proud  heart :  you 
may  call  it  melancholy,  if  vou  will  favour  the  roan; 
but,  by  my  head,  'tis  pride :  But  why,  why .'  let 
him  show  us  a  cause. — A  word,  my  lord. 

[  Takes  Agamemnon  cuide, 

JV*e»<.  Wbat  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  at  him.' 

Ulyis.  Achilles  hath  inveigled  his  fool  from  him. 

J^est.  Who.'  Thersites.' 

Utyss.  He. 

JSTest.  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter,  if  he  hare 
lost  his  ai^ument^ 

Ulyss.  No,  you  see,  he  is  his  argument,  that  has 
his  ailment;  Achilles. 

JSTesi.  All  the  belter;  their  fraction  is  more  our 
wish,  than  their  faction :  But  it  was  a  strong  com- 
posure, a  fool  could  disunite. 

Ulyss.  The  amity,  that  wisdom  knits  not,  folly 
may  easily  untie.     Here  comes  Patroclus. 

Re-enter  P&troclus. 

JV*es/.  No  Achilles  with  him. 

Ulyss.  The  elephant  hath  joints,  but  none  for 
courtesy :  his  l^;s  are  legs  for  necessity,  not  for 
flexure. 

Patr.  Achilles  bids  me  say — ^he  is  much  sonj. 
If  any  thing  more  than  your  sport  and  pleasure 
Did  move  your  greatness,  and  this  noble  state, 
To  call  upon  him ;  he  hopes,  it  is  no  other. 
But,  for  your  health  and  your  digestion's  sake. 
An  after-dinner's  breath.^ 

Agam.  Hear  you,  Patroclus ; — 

We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  these  answers : 
But  his  evasion,  wing'd  thus  swift  with  scorn. 
Cannot  outfly  our  apprehensions. 
Much  attribute  he  hath  ;  and  much  the  reason 
Why  we  ascribe  it  to  him:  yet  all  his  virtues, — 
Not  virtuously  on  his  own  part  beheld, — 
Do,  in  our  eyes,  begin  to  lose  their  gloss ; 
Yea,  like  fair  fruit  in  an  unwholesome  dish, 
Are  like  to  rot  untasted.     Go  and  tell  him. 
We  come  to  speak  with  him :  And  you  shall  not  sin, 
If  you  do  say— wc  think  him  over-proud. 
And  under-honest ;  in  self-assumption  greater. 
Than  in  the  note  of  judgment ;  and  worthier  than 

himself 
Here  tend'o  the  savage  strangeness^^  he  puts  on ; 
Disguise  the  holy  strength  of  their  conmiand. 
And  underwrite'^  in  an  observing  kind 
His  humorous  predominance ;  ^ea,  watch 
Hls  pettish  lunes,!'  his  ebbs,  his  flows,  as  if 

(6)  Rebuked,  rated. 

(7)  Appendage  of  rank  or  dignity. 

(8)  Subject  (9)  Exercise. 
(10)  Attend.             (11)  Shyness 

(12)  Subscribe,  obey.      (13)  Fits  of  lunacy 
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rbe  passa^  &nd  wliaie  carnage  of  this  actioo 
Rode  on  hi6  tide.    Go,  tell  him  this;  and  add, 
That,  if  he  overhold  bis  price  so  much, 
WeMI  none  of  him ;  but  let  him,  like  an  engine 
Not  portable,  lie  under  this  report — 
Bring  action  hither,  this  cannot  go  to  w v : 
A  stirring  dwarf  we  do  allowance^  give 
Before  a  sleeping  giant : — Tell  him  so. 

Pair.  I  shall ;  fund  bring  his  answer  presently. 

[Exit 

Agam.  In  second  voice  weMl  not  be  satisfied. 
We  come  to  speak  with  hiuL — Ulysses,  enter. 

[Exit  Ulyves. 

Aiax.  What  is  he  more  than  another  ? 

Affom.  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is. 

Aiax.  Is  he  so  Aiuch }  Do  you  not  think,  he 
diinks  himself  a  better  man  than  I  am  ? 

A^am.  No  question. 

Ajax.  Will  you  subscribe  his  thought,  and  say — 
be  is  .^ 

Agam.  No,  noble  Ajax ;  you  are  as  strong,  as 
raliant,  as  wise,  no  leas  noble,  much  more  gentle, 
and  altogether  more  tractable. 

Ajax.Yt'hy  should  a  man  be  proud  f  How  doth 
pride  grow  .'  I  know  not  what  pride  is. 

Agam.  Your  mind*s  the  clearer,  Ajax,  and  vour 
virtues  the  fairer.  He  that  is  proud,  eats  up  him- 
self: pride  is  his  own  glass,  his  own  trumpet,  his 
own  cnronicle ;  and  w^tever  praises  itself  but  in 
the  deed,  devours  the  deed  in  tne  praise. 

Aiax.  I  do  hate  a  proud  man,  as  I  hate  the  < 
gendering  of  toads. 

JVe«/.  And  yet  he  loves  himself:  Is  it  not  strange? 

[Aside. 

Re-enter  Ulysses. 

Ulyss.  Achilles  will  not  to  the  field  to-morrow. 

Agam.  What*s  his  excuse  ? 

UJyss.  He  doth  rely  on  none ; 

But  carries  on  the  stream  of  his  dispose, 
Without  observance  or  respect  of  any. 
In  will  peculiar  and  in  self-admission. 

Agam.  Why  will  he  not,  upon  our  fair  request, 
Untent  his  person,  and  share  the  air  with  us  f 

Ulyss.  Things  small  as  nothing,  for  request^s 
sake  only. 
He  makes  important :  Possessed  he  is  with  greatness ; 
And  speaks  not  to  himself,  but  with  a  pnde 
That  quarrels  at  self-breath :  imaginM  worth 
Holds  in  his  blood  such  swoln  and  hot  discourse. 
That,  *twixt  his  mental  and  his  active  parts, 
^^ingdomM  Achilles  in  commotion  rages. 
And  batters  do*vn  himself:  What  sh^ld  I  say.' 
He  is  so  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death  tokens  of  it 
Ciy — JVo  recovery. 

Agam.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him. — 

Dear  lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  tent : 
*Tis  said,  he  holds  vou  well ;  and  will  be  led, 
At  your  request,  a  little  from  himself. 

Ulvss.  O  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  so ! 
WeMI  consecrate  the  steju  that  Ajax  makes 
When  they  go  from  Achilles :  Shall  the  proud  lord. 
That  bastes  his  arrogance  with  his  own  seam ;' 
And  never  suffers  matter  of  the  world 
Enter  his  thoughts, — save  such  as  do  revolve 
And  ruminate  nimself, — shall  he  be  worshipped 
Of  that  we  hold  an  idol  more  than  he  ? 
No,  this  thrice-worthy  and  right  valiant  lord 
Must  not  so  stale  his  palm,  nobly  acquir*d ; 
Nor,  by  my  will,  assubjugate  his  merit, 
\s  amply  titled  as  Achilles  is, 
0y  going  to  Achilles : 


(1)  Approbation. 


(2)  Fat 


That  were  to  enlard  his  fat-already  pride ; 
And  add  more  coals  to  Cancer,'  when  he  bunu 
With  entertaining  great  Hyperion.' 
This  lord  go  to  lum !  Jupiter  forbid ; 
And  say  in  thunder — Achilles^  go  to  him. 

J>rest.  O,  this  is  well ;  he  rubs  the  vein  of  him. 

[Aside, 

Dio.  And  how  his  silence  drinks  up  this  applause ! 

[Aside. 

Ajax.  If  I  go  to  him,  with  my  armM  fist  TU 
pash^  him 
Over  the  foce. 

A^am.  O,  no,  you  shall  not  ga 

Ajax.  An  he  be  proud  with  me,  ril  pbeeze*  hb 
pride: 
Let  me  go  to  him. 

Ulyss.  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our 
quarreL  y 

Ajax.  A  paltry,  insolent  fellow, 

JSTest  How  he  describes 

Himself!  [Aside. 

Ajax.    Can  be  not  be  sociable  f  • 

Ulyss.  The  raven 

Chides  blackness.  [Aside. 

Ajax.  I  will  let  his  humours  blood. 

Agam.  He*ll  be  physician,  that  should  be  the 
patient  [Aside. 

Ajax.  An  all  men 
Were  o*  my  mind, — 

Ulyu.  Wit  would  be  out  of  hshaaa. 

[Aside. 

Ajax.  He  should  not  bear  it  so. 
He  should  eat  swords  first :  Shall  pride  carry  it.' 

J^esi.  An  'twould,  you'd  carry  half        [Aside. 

Ulyss.  He'd  have  ten  sharea. 

[Aside. 

Ajax.  I'll  knead  him,  I  will  make  him  supple  :— 

JSTest.  He's  not  yet  thorough  warm :  forced  him 
with  praises  : 
Pour  in,  pour  in ;  his  ambition  is  dry.  [^^side. 

Ulyss.  My  lord,  you  feed  too  much  on  tJiis  dit- 
like.  [TV)  Agamemnon. 

J\''est.  O  noble  general,  do  not  do  sa 

Dio.  You  must  prepare  to  fi^ht  without  Achillea* 

Ulyss.  \Miy,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  does  himk 
harm. 
Here  is  a  man — But  'tis  before  his  face ; 
I  will  be  silent 

J^esL  Wherefore  should  yoo  so? 

He  is  not  emulous,^  as  Achilles  is. 

Ulyss.  Know  the  whole  world,  he  is  as  valiant 

Ajax.  A  whoreson  dog,  that  shall  paltei*  tha^ 
with  us ! 

would,  he  were  a  Trojan ! 

JSTest.  What  a  vic« 

Were  it  in  Ajax  now 

Ulyss.  If  he  were  proad.' 

Dio.  Or  covetous  of  praise.' 

Uhfss.  Ay,  or  suriy  boroe  ^ 

Dio.  Or  strange,  or  self-affected .' 

Ulyss.  Thank  the  heavens,  lord,  thoQ  art  o^ 
sweet  composure ; 
Praise  him  that  got  thee,  she  that  gave  thee  mck    ^ 
Fam'd  be  thv  tutor,  and  thy  «irts  of  nature 
Thrice-fam'a,  beyond  all  erudition  : 
But  he  that  disciplin'd  thy  arms  to  fight. 
Let  Mars  divide  eternity  in  twain. 
And  give  him  half:  ana,  for  thy  vigour, 

(3)  The  sign  in  the  zodiac  into  which  Am  9^^ 
enters  June  21.     *  And  Cancer  reddens  with 
solar  blaze.'  TMOiit<MK« 

(4)  Strike.        (5)  Comb  or  cony. 
I     (6)  StufiL         (7)  Envious.        (8)  Trifle. 
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Bull-bearine  Milo  his  addition^  yield 

To  sinewy  4jai.    I  will  not  praise  thy  wisdom, 

Which,  lik^  boum,3  a  pale,  a  shore,  confines 

Thy  spacious  and  dflated  parts :  Here*s  Nestor, — 

Instructed  by  the  antiquary  times, 

He  must,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wise : — 

fiot  pardon,  father  Nestor,  were  your  days 

As  green  as  Ajax*,  and  your  brain  so  temper*d, 

YoQ  should  not  have  the  eminence  of  him. 

But  be  as  Ajai. 

^ax.  Shall  I  call  you  father  ? 

JVw/.  Ay,  my  good  son. 

Z>to.  Be  rul*d  by  him,  lord  Aiax. 

Uiyss,  There  is  no  tarrying  here;  the  hart 
Achilles 
Keeps  thicket.  Please  it  our  ereat  general 
To  call  together  all  his  state  oi  war; 
Fresh  kings  are  come  to  Troy :  To-morrow, 
We  must  with  all  our  main  of  power  stand  fast; 
And  here*s  a  lord,-— come  knights  from  east  to  west, 
And  cull  their  flower,  Ajax  shall  cope  the  best 

Agam.  Go  we  to  council.     Let  Achilles  sleep : 

Light  boats  sail  swift,  though  greater  hulks  draw 

deep.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 

SCEJ^E  /.—Troy.    A  room  tn  Fviam^a  palace. 
Enter  Panda  rus  and  a  Servant 

Pan.  Friend !  you !  pray  you,  a  word:  Do  not 
you  follow  the  young  lord  Paris  f 

Serv,  Ay,  sir,  when  he  goes  belbre  me. 

Pan,  You  do  depend  upon  him,  I  mean. 

Serv.  Sir,  I  do  clepend  upon  the  lord. 

Pan.  You  do  depend  upon  a  noble  gentleman ; 
1  must  needs  praise  nim. 

Serv.  The  lord  be  praised  ! 

Pan.  You  know  me,  do  you  not  ^ 

Serv.  *Faith,  sir,  superficially. 

Pan.  Friend,  know  me  better;  I  am  the  lord 
Pkndarus. 

Serv.  I  hope,  I  shall  know  your  honour  better. 

Pem.  I  do  desire  it 

Serv.  You  are  in  the  state  of  grace. 

[Music  unthin. 

Pan.  Grace !  not  so,  friend ;  honour  and  lordship 
are  mj  titles : — What  music  is  this  ? 

Serv.  I  do  but  partly  know,  sir ;  it  is  music  in 
parts. 

Pan.  Know  you  the  musicians  ? 

Serv.  Wholly,  sir. 

Pan.  Who  play  they  to .? 

Serv.  To  the  hearers,  sir. 

Pan.  At  whose  pleasure,  friend  ? 

Serv.  At  mine,  sir,  and  theirs  that  love  music. 

Pan.  Conunand,  I  mean,  friend. 

Serv.  Who  shall  I  command,  sir  ? 

Pan.  Friend,  we  understand  not  one  another ;  I 
am  too  courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning :  At  whose 
request  do  these  men  play  f 

Serv.  That's  to't,  indeed,  sir :  Many,  sir,  at  the 
request  of  Paris  my  lord,  who  is  there  in  person : 
with  him,  the  mortal  Venus,  the  heart-blood  of 
beauty,  love's  invisible  soul, 

Pan.  Who,  my  cousin  Cressida  ? 

Serv.  No,  sir,  Helen ;  Could  you  not  find  out 
thai  by  her  attributes  f 

Pan.  It  should  seem,  fdlow,  that  thou  hast  not 
mom  the  lady  Cressida.    I  come  to  speak  with 

fl)  TillciL      (2)  Stream,  rivulet       3)  Boils. 


P&ris  from  the  prince  Troilus :  I  will  make  a  coo> 
plimental  assault  upon  him,  for  my  business  seeths.* 
Serv.  Sodden  businou !  there's  a  stewed  pluase, 
indeed .' 

Enter  Paris  and  Helen,  attended. 

Pan.  Fair  be  toprou,  my  lord,  and  to  all  this  fair 
company !  fair  desires,  in  all  fair  measure,  fairly 
guide  them !  especially  to  vou,  fair  queen !  fair 
uougf^ts  be  your  feir  pillow  f 

Helen.  Dear  lord,  you  are  full  of  fair  words. 

Peat.  You  speak  your  fair  pleasure,  sweet  queen.— 
Fair  prince,  here  is  good  broken  music. 

Par.  You  have  broke  it,  cousin :  and,  bv  my 
life,  you  shall  make  it  whole  again ;  you  shall  piece 
it  out  with  a  piece  of  your  peribrroance : — Nell,  he 
is  full  of  harmony. 

Pan.  Truly,  lady,  na 

Helen.  O,  sir, 

Pan.  Rude,  in  sooth ;  in  good  sooth,  veiy  rude. 

Par.  Well  said,  my  lord !  well,  you  say  so  in  fits.^ 

Pan.  I  have  business  to  my  lora,  dear  queen : — 
My  lord,  will  you  vouchsafe  me  a  word .' 

Helen.  Nay,  this  shall  not  hedge  us  out :  we'll 
hear  you  sine,  certainly. 

Pan.  Well,  sweet  queen,  vou  are  pleasant  with 
me. — But  (marry)  thus,  my  lord, — My  dear  lord, 
and  most  esteemed  friend,  your  brother  Troilus — 

Helen.  My  lord  Pandarus;  honey-siveet  lord, — 

Pan.  Go  to,  sweet  queen,  go  to :— commends 
himself  most  affectionately  to  you. 

Helen.  You  shall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody ; 
If  you  do,  our  melancholy  upon  your  head ! 

Pan.  Sweet  queen,  sweet  queen ;  that's  a  sweet 
queen,  i'faith. 

Helen.  And  to  make  a  tweet  lady  sad,  is  a  sour 
offence. 

Ptui.  Nay,  that  shall  not  serve  your  turn ;  that 
shall  it  not,  in  truth,  la.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  such 
words ;  no,  no. — And,  my  lord,  he  desires  you,  that, 
if  the  king  call  for  him  at  supper,  you  will  make 
his  excuse. 

Helen.  My  lord  Pandarus, 

Pan.  What  says  my  sweet  queen, — ^my  veiy  very 
sweet  queen  f 

Par.  What  exploit's  in  hand  ?  where  sups  he 
to  ni^ht  f 

f/elen.  Nay,  but  my  lord, 

Pan.  What  says  my  sweet  queen  ? — My  cousin 
will  fall  out  with  you.  You  must  not  know  where 
he  sups. 

Par.  I'll  lay  my  life,  with  my  disposer  Cressida. 

Pan.  No,  no,  no  such  matter,  you  are  wide  ;* 
come,  your  disposer  is  sick. 

Par.  Well,  I'll  make  excuse.  • 

Pan.  Ay,  good  my  lord.  Why  should  you  say — 
Cressida  ?  no,  your  poor  disposer's  sick. 

Par.  I  spy. 

Pan.  You  spy !  what  do  you  spy  f — Come,  give 
me  an  instrument. — Now,  sweet  queen. 

Helen.  Why,  this  is  kindly  done. 

Pan.  My  niece  is  horribly  in  love  with  a  thing 
you  hate,  sweet  queen. 

Helen.  She  shall  have  it,  my  lord,  if  it  be  not 
my  lord  Paris. 

Pan.  He !  no,  she'll  none  of  him ;  they  two  are 
twain. 

Helen.  Falling  in,  after  falling  out,  may  make 
them  throe. 

Pan.  Come,  come.  111  hear  no  more  of  Htm 
I'll  sing  you  a  song  now. 

(4)  Parts  of  a  song. 

(5)  Wide  of  your  mark* 
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ffikn.  Ajt  w,  pr'jrthee  now.    Bf  1117  trolfa, 
nreet  lord,  thou  bast  a  fine  forehead. 
Pan.  At,  you  maj,  70a  hmj. 
Hden.  Let  thy  soajr  be  love :  this  lore  will  un- 
o  as  all.    O  Cupid,  Cupid,  Cupid ! 
Pan.  Love !  ay,  that  it  shall,  I'&ith. 
Par,  Aj,  g;Dod  now,  love,  love,  nothing  but  lore. 
Pan.  In  good  troth.  It  b^^ns  so : 

Love,  Ume,  nothing  buthve^tUUmorel 

For,  ohj  lovers  bow 

Shoots  buck  and  doe ; 

The  shafl  conjbundif 

•Vb<  that  it  VHmnds 
Bui  tuklet  stiU  the  sore. 
These  lovers  cry— Oh f  oh!  t^ey  die! 

Yet  that  which  seems  the  wmmd  to  kiU, 
Doth  tumoh!  oh!  to  ha!  ha!  he! 

So  dying  love  lives  stiU : 
Oh!  <3i!  a  while,  but  ha!  ha!  ha! 
Oh!  oh!  groans  out /or  ha!  ha!  ha! 

Her  ho! 

Helen.  In  lore,  i*iaith,  to  th^  reiy  tip  of  the  nose. 

Par.  He  eats  nothing  but  dores,  lore ;  and  that 
Dreeds  hot  blood,  and  hot  blood  begets  hot  thoughts, 
and  hot  thoughts  beget  hot  deeds,  and  hot  de^  is 
lore. 

Pan.  Is  this  the  generation  of  lore  ?  hot  blood, 
not  thoughts,  and  hot  deeds  ? — Why,  they  are  vipers : 
b  lore  a  eeneration  of  ripers  ?  Sweet  loid,  who*s 
a-field  ttHQay? 

Par.  Hector,  Deiphobos.  Helenas,  Antenor,  and 
all  the  gallantly  of  Troy :  I  would  &in  hare  armed 
to-night,  but  my  Nell  woold  not  hare  it  so.  How 
chance  my  brother  Troilus  went  not  ? 

Helen.  He  hangs  the  lip  at  something; — ^you 
know  all,  lord  Pbndanis. 

Pan.  Not  I,  honey-sweet  queen. — I  long  to  hear 
how  they  sped  to^y.—- Youll  remember  your 
brother's  excuse. 

Par.  To  a  hair. 

Pan.  Farewell,  sweet  queen. 

Hden.  Commend  me  to  your  niece. 

Pan,  I  will,  sweet  queen.  [Exit, 

lA  retreai  sounded. 

Par.  They  are  come  from  field :  let  us  to  Pri- 

am^s  hall, 

To  crtet  the  warriors.  Sweet  Helen,  I  must  woo  you 

f  o  nelp  onann  oar  Hector :  his  stubborn  buckles. 

With  these  yoor  white  enchanting  fingers  touchM, 

ball  more  obey,  than  to  the  edge  of  steel, 
It  fixve  of  Greekish  sinews;  yoo  shall  do  more 
Than  all  the  island  kings,  disarm  great  Hector. 

Helm.  *TwiU  make  us  prood  to  be  his  serrant, 
Pwut 
f  ea,  what  he  shall  receire  of  a  in  doty, 
Gire  at  more  pakn  in  beauty  than  we  harei 
Vea,  orerahioes  ourself. 

Par.  Sweet,  abore  thought  I  \on  thee.    [Exe. 

iSCEJ^  n.-'Ths  same.    Puidanis*  orchard. 
EnJUr  Psndanis  and  a  Servant,  meeftn^. 

Pan.  How  now?  whereas  thy  master?  at  my 
oottsin  Cresaida*s  ? 

Sero.  No^  sir }  he  stays  for  yoa  to  oondoct  him 
(hither. 

Enter  Troilos. 

PaoL  O,  here  he  comes. — ^How  now,  bow  now? 
TVoL  Simh,  walk  oC  [Exii  Servant. 

E Shafts  of  a  carnage. 
Tlie  allusion  is  to  bowling;  what  is  now 
(he  jack  wu  foraierly  teimed  the  mistress. 


Pan.  Hove  yoo  seen  my  cousin  ? 

Tro.  No,  Pkndaros :  I  stalk  about  her  door, 
Like  a  strange  soul  upon  the  S^gian  banks 
Staying  for  waAaiee.    O,  be  thou  my  Charoo, 
Ana  give  me  swift  transportance  to  those  fields, 
Where  I  may  wallow  in  the  lily  beds 
Propos*d  for  the  deserver !  O  centle  Pandanis, 
From  Cupid's  shoulder  pluck  bis  painted  wings, 
And  fly  with  me  to  Cressid ! 

Pan.  Walk  here  i*tbe  orchanL  IMl  brinf  her 
straight  [ExH  Panoaras. 

Tro.  I  am  giddy;  expectation  whirls  me  round. 
The  imaginaiy  relish  is  so  sweet 
That  it  enchants  my  sense ;  What  will  it  be. 
When  that  the  watxy  palate  tastes  indeed 
Love's  thrice-reputra  nectar?  death,  I  fear  me ; 
Swooning  destructicn ;  or  some  joy  too  fine, 
Too  subue-potent,  tun*d  too  sharp  in  sweetness, 
For  the  capacity  of  my  ruder  powers : 
I  fear  it  much ;  and  I  do  fear  besides. 
That  I  shall  lose  distinction  in  my  joys ; 
As  doth  a  battle,  when  they  chaige  00  heaps 
The  enemy  flying. 

iZe-en/er  Pisndaras. 
Pan,  She's  making  her  ready,  she'll  come  streigfat 
you  must  be  witty  now.  She  does  so  blush,  ana 
fetches  her  wind  so  short,  as  if  she  were  frayed 
with  a  sprite :  I'll  fetch  her.  It  is  the  prettiest 
villain :— -she  fetches  her  breath  as  short  as  a  new- 
ta'en  sparrow.  [Exit  Pandarus. 

Tro.  Even  sach  a  passkxi  doth  embrace  niy 


My  b^art  beats  thicker  than  a  fereroos  poise ; 
And  all  my  powers  do  their  bestowing  lose. 
Like  vassalage  at  unawares  eocount'ring 
The  eye  of  majesty. 

Elnier  Pendaros  and  Cressida. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  what  need  you  blush  ?  shame's 
a  babv. — Here  she  is  now  :  swear  the  oaths  now  to 
her,  tnat  joa  have  sworn  to  me. — ^What,  are  yoo 
gone  again  ?  you  must  be  watched  ere  yoo  be  made 
tame,  must  you?  Come  your  ways,  come  four 
ways ;  an  you  draw  backward,  we'll  put  yoo  I'tba 
fills,' — ^Why  do  vou  not  speak  to  her  .'—Come,  draw 
this  cnrtain,  ana  let's  see  your  picture.  Alas  the 
day,  how  loath  you  are  to  oflend  day-light !  an 
Uwcre  dark,  you'd  close  sooner.  So,  so ;  rub  oiv 
and  kiss  the  mistreas.2  How  now?  a  kiss  in  fee- 
farm?  build  there, carpenter;  the  air  is  sweet  NaT 
you  shall  fight  your  hearts  out,  ere  I  part  yoo.  The 
falcon  as  tte  tercel,'  for  all  the  dodu  i'the  river 
go  to,  go  ta 

Tro.  You  hare  bereft  me  of  all  words,  lady. 

Pan.  Words  pay  no  debts,  gire  her  deeds :  bat 
she'll  bereare  you  of  the  deeds  too,  if  she  call  yoor 
actirity  in  question.  What,  billing  again  ?  Here's 
— In  witness  whereqf  the  parties  inierchangeat^y— 
Come  in,  come  in ;  I'll  (^  get  a  fire.     [Exit  An. 

Ores.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord? 

l^ro.  O  Cressida,  how  often  hare  I  wid»ed  me 
thus? 

Ores.  Wished,  my  lord.'— The  gods  grant!— O 
my  lord ! 

Tro.  What  should  they  grant  ?  what  makes  this 
pretty  abruption  ?  What  too  curious  dreg  espies  my 
sweet  lady  m  the  fountain  of  our  love? 

Ores.  More  dregs  than  water,  if  my  fears  hare 
eyes. 

Tro.  Fears  make  derils  cfaerubins ;  they  never 
see  truly. 

(3)  The  tercel  it  the  mek  and  the  felcon  die# 
male  hawk. 
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Ores.  Blind  fear,  that  seeing  reason  leads,  finds 
Mtfer  footing  than  blind  reason  stumbling  without 
fear .  To  fear  the  worst,  oft  cures  the  worst 

Tro.  O,  let  my  lady  apprehend  no  fear :  in  all 
Cupid*s  pageant  there  is  presented  no  monster. 

Ures.  TioT  nothing  monstrous  neither  ? 

Tro.  Nothing,  but  our  undertakings ;  when  we 
vow  to  weep  seas,  live  in  fire,  eat  rocks,  tame  tigers ; 
thinking  it  narder  for  our  mistress  to  devise  imposi- 
tion enough,  than  for  us  to  undergo  any  difficulty 
imposed,  lliis  is  the  monstniosity  in  love,  lady, — 
that  the  will  is  infinite,  and  the  execution  confined; 
that  the  desire  is  boundless,  and  the  act  a  slave  to 
limit 

Cres.  They  say,  all  lovers  swear  more  perform- 
ance than  they  are  able,  and  yet  reserve  an  abilit)' 
that  they  never  perform ;  vowing  more  than  the  per- 
fection of  ten,  and  discharging  less  than  the  tenth 
|iartof  one.  They  that  have  the  voice  of  lions,  and 
the  act  of  hares,  are  they  not  monsters  ? 

Tro.  Are  there  such  f  such  are  not  we :  Praise 
ut  as  we  are  tasted,  allow  us  as  we  prove  ;  our  head 
shall  go  bare,  till  merit  crown  it :  no  perfection  in 
reversipn  shall  have  a  r-aise  in  present :  we  will  not 
name  desert,  before  his  birth  ;  and,  being  bom,hii» 
addition^  shall  be  humble.  Few  words  to  fair  faith : 
Troiius  shall  be  such  to  Cressid,  as  what  envy  can 
say  worst,  shall  be  a  mock  for  his  truth ;  and  what 
truth  can  speak  truest,  not  truer  than  Troiius. 

Orts.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord  ? 

Re-enter  Pandarus. 

Pan,  What,  blushing  still  ?  have  you  not  done 
talking  yet  ? 

Cres.  Well,  uncle,  what  folly  I  commit,  I  dedi- 
cate to  you. 

Pan.  I  thank  you  for  that ;  if  my  lord  get  a  bo^ 
of  you,  you'll  give  him  me :  Be  true  to  my  lord :  if 
be'fiinch,  chide  me  for  it 

Tro.  You  know  now  your  hostages ;  your  uncle's 
word,  and  my  firm  faith. 

Pan.  Nay,  Pll  give  my  word  for  her  too ;  our 
kindred,  though  tl^y  be  long  ere  they  are  wooed, 
they  are  constant,  being  won :  they  are  burs,  I  can 
telljoo  :  thevMl  stick  where  they  are  throivn. 

Cres.  Boldness  comes  to  me  now,  and  brings  me 
heart:— 
Prince  Troiius,  I  have  lov*d  you  night  and  day 
For  many  weary  months. 

Tro.  vVhy  was  my  Cressid  then  so  hard  to  win 

Cres.  Hard  to  seem  won ;  but  I  was  won,  my  lord. 
With  the  first  glance  that  ever — Pardon  roe; — 
If  I  confess  much,  you  will  play  the  tyrant 
I  love  you  now ;  but  not,  till  now,  so  much 
Bat  I  might  master  it : — in  faith,  I  lie ; 
My  thouzhts  were  like  unbridled  children,  grown 
Too  headstroi^  for  their  mother :  See,  we  fools ! 
Why  have  I  blabb'd  ?  who  shall  be  true  to  us, 
Wh«i  we  are  so  unsecret  to  ourselves  f 
Bat,  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  I  woo'd  you  not ; 
And  yet,  good  faith,  I  wish'd  myself  a  man ; 
Or  that  we  women  had  men's  privilege 
Of  speaking  first    Sweet,  bid  me  hold  my  tongue ; 
For,  in  this  rapture,  I  shall  surely  speak 
The  thin|[  I  shall  repent     See,  see,  your  silence. 
Canning  m  dumbness,  from  my  weakness  draws 
My  very  soul  of  counsel :  Stop  my  mouth. 

Tro.  And  shall,  albeit  sweet  music  issues  thence. 

Pan.  Pretty,  i'faith. 

Cres.  My  lord,  I  do  beseech  you,  pardon  me ; 
Twas  not  my  purpose,  thus  to  beg  a  kiss : 

(1)  Titles.  (2)  Ever. 

(3)  Met  with  and  equalled. 


I  am  ashamed  ; — O  heavens !  what  have  I  done  ?^ 
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

Tro,  Your  leave,  sweet  Cressid  ? 

Pan.  Leave !  an  you  take  leave  till  to-morrovr 
morning, 

Cres.  Pray  you,  content  you. 

Tro.  What  ofiends  you,  lady  ? 

Cres.  Sir,  mine  own  company. 

Tro.  You  cannot  ahan 

Yourself. 

Cres.      Let  me  go  and  tiy  : 
I  have  a  kind  of  self  resides  with  you ; 
But  an  unkind  self,  that  itself  will  leave. 
To  be  another's  fool.     I  would  be  gone : 
Where  is  my  wit?    I  know  not  what  I  speak. 

Tro.  Well  know  they  what  they  speak,  that 
speak  so  wisely. 

Cres.  Perchance,  my  ford,  I  show  more  craA  than 
love; 
And  fell  so  roundly  to  a  large  confession. 
To  angle  for  your  thoughts :  But  you  are  wise ; 
Or  else  you  love  not ;  For  to  be  wise,  and  love. 
Exceeds  man's  might;  that  dwells  with  gods  above. 

Tro.  O,  that  I  thought  it  could  be  in  a  woman 
(As,  if  it  can,  I  will  presume  in  you,)  i 

To  feed  for  aye^  her  lamp  and  flames  of  love ; 
To  keep  her  constancy  in  plight  and  youth, 
Outliving  beauty's  outwara,  with  a  mind 
That  doth  renew  swifter  than  blood  decays ! 
Or,  that  persuasion  could  but  thus  convince  me,-*— 
That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you 
Might  be  affronted^  with  the  match  and  weight 
Of  such  a  winnow'd  purity  in  love ; 
How  were  I  then  upliAed !  but,  alas, 
I  am  as  true  as  truth's  simplici^. 
And  simpler  than  the  infancy  of  truth. 

Cres.  In  that  I'll  war  with  you. 

Tro.  O  virtuous  fi^t. 

When  right  with  right  wars  who  shall  be  most  right! 
True  swains  in  love  shall,  in  the  world  to  come, 
Approve  theirtruths  by  Troiius:  when  their  rhymes. 
Full  of  protest,  of  oath,  and  big  compare,* 
Want  similes,  truth  tir'd  with  iteration, — 
As  true  as  steel,  as  plentage  to  the  moon. 
As  sun  to  day,  as  turtle  to  her  mate. 
As  iron  to  adamant,  as  earth  to  the  centre,^ 
Yet,  after  all  comparisons  of  truth. 
As  truth's  authentic  author  to  be  cited. 
As  true  as  Troiius  shall  crown  up^  the  verse. 
And  sanctify  the  numbers. 

Cres.  Prophet  may  yoo  be  I 

If  I  be  false,  or  swerve  a  hair  from  truth, 
When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  itself. 
When  water-drops  have  worn  the  stones  of  Trpy, 
And  blind  oblivion  swallow'd  cities  up. 
And  mighty  states  characteriess  are  grated 
To  dusty  nothing ;  yet  let  menoory. 
From  false  to  false,  among  false  maids  in  love. 
Upbraid  my  falsehood !  when  they  have  said— M 

false 
As  air,  as  water,  wind,  or  sandy  earth. 
As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf, 
Pard  to  the  hind,  or  stepdame  to  her  son ; 
Yea,  let  them  say,  to  stick  the  heart  of  &lsehood. 
As  false  as  Cressid. 

Pan.  Go  to,  a  bargain  made :  seal  it,  seal  it ;  1*11 
be  the  witness. — Here  I  hold  your  hand ;  here,  my 
cousin's.  If  ever  you  prove  false  one  to  another,, 
since  I  have  taken  such  pains  to  bring  yoa  to-* 
rether,  let  all  pitiful  goers-between  be  called  tG| 
uie  world's  end  after  my  name,  call  them  all — Pbd-» 
dars ;  let  all  inconstant  men  be  Troiluses,  all  &1m 

(4)  Comparison.    (5)  CoDclude  it. 
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Act  in. 


women  Cretads,  and  all  brokera-between  I^n- 
dan !  taj.  Amen. 

Tro.  Amen. 

CrtM.  Amen. 

Pan.  Amen.  Whereupon  I  will  show  jou  a 
dumber  and  a  bed,  which  bed,  because  it  shall 
not  speak  of  jour  pretty  encounters,  press  it  to 
death :  away. 

And  Cupid  grant  ail  tongue-tied  maidens  here, 

Bed,  chamber,  Pandar,  to  provide  this  eeer ! 

[ElxetaU. 
SCEJfE  IIL—TKt  Grecian  camp.    Erder  Aga- 

memnon,  Ulvsaes,  Diomedes,  Nestor,  Ajax,  Men- 

elaus,  and  Calchas. 

CaL  Now,  princes,  for  the  service  I  have  done 
you. 
The  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud 
To  call  for  recompense.     Appear  it  to  your  mmd, 
That,  through  the  sight  I  bear  in  things,  to  Jove 
I  have  abandoned  Troy,  left  my  possession, 
Incurr*d  a  traitor's  name ;  exposVl  myself^ 
From  certain  and  possess'd  conveniences, 
To  doubtful  fortunes ;  sequest*ring  from  me  all 
That  time,  acquaintance,  custom,  and  condition. 
Made  tame  and  most  familiar  to  my  nature ; 
And  here,  to  do  you  service,  am  become 
As  new  into  the  world,  strange,  unacquainted : 
I  do  beseech  you,  as  in  way  of  taste, 
To  give  me  now  a  little  benefit. 
Out  of  those  many  registered  in  promise. 
Which,  you  say,  five  to  come  in  my  belulf. 

Agam.    What  would*st  thou  of  ua,  Trojan 
make  demand. 

Cal.  You  have  a  Trojan  prisoner,  call*d  Antenor, 
Yesterday  took ;  Troy  holds  him  veiy  dear. 
Oft  have  you  (often  have  you  thanks  therefore,) 
Desir*d  my  Cressid  in  right  great  exchange. 
Whom  Troy  hath  still  denied :  But  this  Antenor, 
I  know,  is  such  a  wrest'  in  their  affairs. 
That  their  negotiations  all  must  slack. 
Wanting  his  manage  ;  and  they  will  almost 
Give  us  a  prince  of  blood,  a  son  of  Priam, 
In  change  of  him  :   let  him  be  sent,  great  princes, 
And  he  shall  buy  my  daughter ;  and  her  presence 
Shall  quite  strike  oft  all  service  I  have  done. 
In  most  accepted  pain. 

Agam.  Let  Diomedes  bear  him, 

And  bring  us  Cressid  hither;  Calchas  shall  have 
What  he  requests  of  us. — Good  Diomed, 
Furnish  vou  fairly  for  this  interchange: 
Withal,  bring  word— if  Hector  will  to-morrow 
Be  answerM  in  his  challenge  :  Ajax  is  ready. 

Dio.  This  shall  I  undertake ;  and  *tis  a  burden 
Which  I  am  proud  to  bear.     [Exe.  Dio.  and  Cal. 
Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus,  btfort  their  tent. 

UhfU.   Achilles   stands  i^the    entrance  of  his 
tAit:— 
Pease  it  our  general  to  pass  strangely^  by  him. 
As  if  he  were  forgot ;  and,  princes  all, 
Lay  negligent  and  loose  regard  upon  him  : 
I  will  come  last :  *Tis  like,  he'll  question  me, 
Why  such  unplausive  eyes  are  bent,  why  tum'd  on 

him: 
If  80, 1  have  derision  med'cinable. 
To  use  between  your  strangeness  and  his  pride. 
Which  his  own  will  shall  have  desire  to  drink ; 
It  may  do  good :  pride  hath  no  other  glass 
To  show  itself,  but  pride;  for  supple  knees 
Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  man's  fees. 

Agam.  We'll  execute  your  purpose,  and  put  on 
A  ftmn  of  strangeness  as  we  pass  along ; — 

(1)  An  inftruroent  for  tuning  harp*,  he. 


.So  do  each  lord  f  and  either  greet  him  not. 

Or  else  disdainfuUv,  which  shall  shake  him  more 

Than  if  not  look'a  on.  1  will  lead  the  way. 

AckU.  What,  comes  the  general  to  speak  with  me? 
Vou  know  mv  mind,  I'll  fi^t  no  more  'gainst  Trojr. 

Agam.   \\'hat  says  Achilles?  would  he  ai^m 
with  us  ? 

JVVff.  Would  von,  my  lord,  aught  with  the 
general } 

AchiL  Ka 

J^est.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Agam.  The  better. 

[Exeunt  Agamemnon  and  Nestor. 

AchiL  Good  day,  good  day. 

Men.  How  do  you  ?  how  do  you  ?    \Kxit  Men. 

AchiL  What,  does  the  cuckold  scorn  me.* 

Ajax.  How  now,  Patroclus  ? 

AchU.  Good  morrow,  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Ha.' 

AchiL  Good  morrow. 

Ajax.  Ay,  and  good  next  day  toa 

[Exit  Ajax. 

AchiL  What  mean  these  fellows.'  Know  they 
not  Achilles .' 

Patr.  They  pass  by  strangely :  they  were  os'd 
to  biend, 
To  send  their  smiles  before  them  to  Achilles; 
To  come  as  humbly,  as  they  us'd  to  creep 
To  holy  altars. 

AchiL  What,  am  I  poor  of  late  f 

'Tis  certain,  greatness,  once  fallen  out  with  fortune. 
Must  fall  out  with  men  too :  What  the  declin'd  is. 
He  shall  as  soon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others. 
As  feel  in  his  own  fall :  for  men,  like  butterflies, 
Show  not  their  mealv  wing^  but  to  the  summer ; 
And  not  a  man,  for  being  simply  man. 
Hath  any'honour;  but  honour  tor  those  honoon 
That  are  without  him,  as  place,  riches,  &vour, 
Pi-izes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit : 
Which  when  they  fall,  as  being  slippeiy  stan^n. 
The  love  that  lean'd  on  them,  as  stipptery  too, 
Do  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 
Die  in  the  fall.     But  'tis  not  so  with  me : 
Fortune  and  I  are  friends ;  1  do  enjoy 
At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  possess. 
Save  these  men's  looks;  who  ao,  nnethinks,  findoo'^L. 
Something  not  worth  in  me  such  rich  beholding 
An  they  have  often  given.     Here  is  Ulysses ; 
I'll  interrupt  his  reading. — 
How  now,  Ulysses  f 

Ulyss.  Now,  great  Thetis*  soo  f 

AchiL  What  are  you  reading? 

Ulyss.  A  strange  fellow  he^H^3« 

W  riles  me,  That  man — how  dearly  ever  parted,-— ,J 
How  much  in  having,  or  without,  or  in, — 
Cannot  make  boast  to  have  that  which  he  hath, 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  owes,  but  by  reflection ; 
As  when  his  virtues  shining  upon  others 
Heat  them,  and  they  retort  that  heat  again 
To  the  first  giver. 

AchiL  This  is  not  strange,  Ulysses. 

The  bf^auty  that  is  borne  here  in  the  face 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  commends  itself 
To  others'  ryes ;  nor  doth  the  eye  itself 
(That  most  pure  spirit  of  sense)  behold  itself^ 
Not  going  from  itself;  but  eye  to  eye  oppos'd 
Salute.0  each  other  with  each  other's  form. 
For  speculation  turns  not  to  itself, 
Till  it  hath  travell'd,  and  is  married  there 
Where  it  may  see  itself:  this  is  not  strai^  at    ^^^ 

Ulyss.  I  do  not  strain  at  the  position. 
It  is  M(mi1iar ;  but  at  the  author's  drift: 


(2)  Shyly. 


(3)  Excellently  cwdowed. 
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Who,  in  his  urcamstance,!  exprewljr  proves— 
TIat  DO  man  is  the  lord  of  any  thing 
(Though  in  and  of  him  there  be  mach  ooosisting,) 
Till  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others : 
Nor  doth  he  of  himself  know  them  for  aught 
Till  he  behold  them  formed  in  the  applause 
Where  they  are  extended ;  which,  hke  an  arch,  re- 
verberates 
The  voice  again ;  or  like  a  gate  of  steel 
Fronting  the  son,  receives  and  renders  back 
His  figure  and  his  heat    I  was  much  rapt  in  this; 
And  apprehended  here  immedlateljr 
The  unknown  Ajaz.  ' 

Heavens,  what  a  man  is  there !  a  very'horse ; 
That  has  he  knows  not  what    Nature,  what  things 

there  are. 
Most  abject  in  r^rd,  and  dear  in  use ! 
What  tmnp  ^ain  most  dear  in  the  esteem. 
And  poor  m  worth !  Now  shall  we  see  to-morrow, 
An  act  that  very  chance  doth  throw  upon  him, 
Ajax  renown*d.    O  heavens,  what  some  men  do, 
while  some  men  leave  to  do ! 
How  some  men  creep  in  skittish  fortune's  hall. 
While  othen  phy  the  idiots  in  herepres! 
How  one  man  eats  into  another's  pnde. 
While  pride  is  festing  in  his  wantonness ! 
To  see  these  Grecian  lords  .'—Why,  even  already 
They  clap  the  lubber  Ajax  on  the  shoulder; 
As  if  his  foot  were  on  brave  Hector's  breast. 
And  great  Tronr  shrinking. 

Adiit  I  do  believe  it:  for  they  passM  by  me, 
As  miseit  do  by  beggars :  neither  gave  to  me 
Good  word^  nor  look :  What,  are  mv  deeds  forgot? 
UljfM9,  Time  hath,  my  lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back, 
Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  oblivion, 
A  great-siied  monster  of  ingratitudes: 
llwse  acnps  are  good  deeds  past :  which  are  de- 

voar'd 
As  fast  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  soon 
As  done :  Perseverance,  dear  my  lord. 
Keeps  honour  bright :  To  have  done,  is  to  hang 
Quite  out  of  iashion,  like  a  trusty  mail 
In  monumental  mockery.    Take  the  instant  way ; 
For  honour  travels  in  a  strait  so  narrow. 
Where  one  but  goes  abreast :  keep  then  th^  path ; 
For  emulsion  hath  a  thousand  sons, 
IW  one  by  one  pursue :  If  you  give  way. 
Or  hedge  aside  from  the  direct  forthright. 
Like  to  an  entered  tide,  they  all  rush  by. 
And  leave  you  hbdraost ; — 
Or,  like  a  gallant  horse  fallen  in  first  rank. 
Lie  dwre  lor  pavement  to  the  abject  rear, 
0*er-nm  and  trampled  on :  Then  what  they  do  in 

present. 
Though  less  than  yours  m  past,  must  o*ertop  yours : 
For  time  is  like  a  fashionable  host. 
That  slightly  shakes  his  parting  guest  by  the  hand ; 
And  with  his  arms  out-stretch'd,  as  he  would  fly, 
Grasps-in  the  comer :  Welcome  ever  smiles. 
And  farewell  goes  out  sighing.    O,  let  not  virtue 

seek 
Reninneration  fi>r  the  thing  it  was ; 
For  beauty.  Wit, 

High  birth,  vigour  of  bone,  desert  in  service. 
Love,  friendship,  charity,  are  subjects  all 
To  envions  and  calumniating  time. 
One  touch  of  nature  makes  me  whole  world  kin, — 
Tliat  all,  with  one  consent,  praise  new-bom  gawds,^ 
Though  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  past; 
And  give  to  dust,  that  is  a  little  gilt, 
BloM  land  than  gilt  o'erKlusted. 

(1)  Detail  of  Argument 

(2)  New-&shioned  toys» 


The  present  eye  pmhes  die  present  object : 
Then  marvel  not,  thou  g^t  and  c6mplete  man 
That  all  the  Greeks  begin  to  worship  Ajax ; 
Since  thii^  in  modon  sooner  catch  toe  eye. 
Than  what  not  stirs.    The  ciy  went  cnce  on  tnee, 
And  still  it  might ;  and  yet  it  may  again. 
If  thou  would*st  not  entomb  thyself  alive. 
And  case  th^  reputation  in  thy  tent ; 
Whose  gbnous  deeds,  but  in  these  fields  of  late. 
Made  emulous  missions'  'moogst  the  gods  them- 
selves. 
And  drave  great  Blais  to  taction. 

AchiL  Of  this  my  privacy 

I  have  strong  rQascns. 

Ulyta.  But  'gainst  your  privacy 

The  reasons  are  more  notent  and  beroiod : 
'Tis  known,  Achilles,  tnat  you  are  in  love 
With  one  of  Priam's  daugbters.^ 

Achil  Ha!  known? 

Ulyu.  Is  that  a  wonder? 
The  providence  that's  in  a  watchfiil  state. 
Knows  almost  eveiy  grain  of  Plutus'  gold ; 
Finds  bottom  in  the  uncomprehensive  deeps ; 
Keeps  place  with  thouj[;fat,  and  almost,  like  tbe  gods. 
Does  thooghtB  unveil  m  their  dumb  cradles^ 
There  is  a  mysteiy  (with  whom  relation 
Durst  never  med(ue)  in  the  soul  of  state ; 
Which  hath  an  operation  more  divme, 
Than  breath,  or  pen,  can  give  expresanre  tr 
All  the  commerce  that  you  have  had  with  t    j. 
As  perfectly  Is  ours,  as  yours,  my  lord; 
And  better  would  it  fit  Achilles  much. 
To  throw  down  Hector,  than  Polyxena : 
But  it  must  grieve  young  I^rrrhus  now  at  home. 
When  ftme  shall  in  our  islands  sound  her  trump ; 
And  all  the  Greekish  girls  shall  tripping  sing, — 
GrtiU  HeetorU  sister  did  AehilUs  win  ; 
But  <mr  great  Ajax  hranehf  htat  down  him. 
Farewell,  my  lord :  I  as  your  lover*  speak ;    , 
The  fool  slides  o'er  tbe  ice  that  yon  should  break. 

r£xtt 

Pair,  To  thu  eflfect,  Achilles,  have  I  mov'd  you : 
A  woman  impudent  and  mannish  grown 
Is  not  more  loath'd  than  an  efleminate  man 
In  time  of  action.    I  stand  condemn'd  for  this ; 
They  think,  my  little  stomach  to  the  war, 
And  your  great  love  to  me,  restrains  you  thus : 
Sweet,  rouse  yourself ;  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid 
Shall  from  your  neck  unloose  his  amorous  ibid. 
And,  like  a  dew-drop  from  the  lion's  mane, 
Be  shook  to  air. 

Ackil  Shall  Ajax  fight  with  Hector  ? 

Pair,  kj ;  and,  periiaps,  reoehre  much  honour 
by  him. 

AchiL  I  see,  my  reputatioo  is  at  slake ; 
My  fimie  is  shrewdly  gor'd. 

Patr,  O,  then  beware ; 

Those  wounds  heal  ill,  diatmen  dogive  themselves: 
Omission  to  do  what  is  necessary 
Seals  a  commission  to  a  blank  of  danger ; 
And  danger,  like  an  ague,  subtly  taints 
Even  then  when  we  sit  idly  in  the  sun. 

AchiL  Go  call  Therntes  hither,  sweet  Patroclns: 
I'll  send  the  fool  to  Ajax,  and  desire  him 
To  invite  the  Trojan  lords  after  the  combat. 
To  see  us  here  uoarm'd :  I  have  a  woman's  longing. 
An  appetite  that  I  am  sick  withal. 
To  see  great  Hector  in  his  weeds  of  peace ; 
To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  visaea. 
Even  to  my  iiill  of  view.    A  labour  sav'd ! 

(3)  The  descent  of  the  deities  to  combat  oo  ss> 
ther  side. 

(4)  Pblyxena.  (5)  Fiieod. 
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AdtPr 


'Eit^Ur  Thenitea. 

Tktr.  Awooder! 

AchU  Whatf 

Tktr,  AJBX  goes  up  and  down  the  field,  asking 
for  himself. 

Achil  How  so? 

Tker.  He  must  fiehtsinrlj  to-morrow  with  Hec- 
tor ;  and  is  so  prophetically  proiid  of  an  heroical 
cudeelHog,  that  he  ra?es  in  saying  nothing. 

AchiL  How  can  that  be  ? 

Ther.  Why,  he  stalks  up  and  down  like  a  pea- 
cock, a  stride  and  a  stand :  ruminates,  like  a  host- 
ess, that  hath  no  arithmetic  but  her  brain  to  set 
down  her  reckoning :  bites  his  lip  with  a  politic  re- 
gard, as  who  should  say — there  were  wit  in  this 
head,  an  ^twould  out ;  and  so  there  is ;  but  it  lies 
as  coldly  in  him  as  fire  in  a  flint,  which  will  not 
show  without  knocking.  The  man's  undone  for 
ever ;  for  if  Hectoi  break  not  his  neck  i*the  com- 
bat, he'll  break  it  himself  in  vain-glory.  He  knows 
not  me:  I  said,  Good^miorrow^  Ajax ;  and  he  re- 
plies, Thanki^  Agamemnon.  Wnat  think  you  of 
this  man,  that  takes  me  for  the  general.'  He  is 
grown  a  very  land-fi^,  languageless,  a  monster. 
A  plasue  of  opinion !  a  man  may  wear  it  on  both 
•ides,  like  a  leather  jeiitin. 

AchiL  Thou  must  be  my  ambassador  to  him, 
Thersites. 

Ther,  Who,  I }  why,  beMl  answer  nobody ;  be 
professes  not  answering ;  speaking  is  for  beggars ; 
be  wears  his  tongue  m  his  aims.  1  will  put  on  his 
presence ;  let  Patroclus  make  demands  to  me,  you 
shall  see  the  pageant  of  Ajax. 

AcluL  Tohim,P&troclu8:  Tell  him,— I  humbly 
desire  the  valiant  Ajax,  to  invite  the  most  valorous 
Hector  to  come  unarmed  to  my  tent ;  and  to  pro- 
cure safe  conduct  for  his  person,  of  the  magnani- 
mous, and  most  illustriotft,  six-or>seven-time8-hon- 
oured  captain-general  of  the  Grecian  aimy,  Aga- 
memnon.   Do  this. 

Fair.  Jove  bless  great  Ajax. 

Thtr.  Humph! 

Fair,  I  come  from  tiie  worthy  Achilles, 

Thtr,  Ha! 

Fair,  Who  most  humbly  desires  you,  to  invite 
Hector  to  his  tent ! 

Ther,  Humph! 

Fair,  And  to  procure  safe  conduct  from  Aga- 


Ther.  Agamemnon? 

Fair.  Ay,  my  lord. 

T}uT,  Ha! 

Fair,  What  say  rou  to't  ? 

Ther,  God  be  wi*  you,  with  all  my  heart 

Fair,  Your  answer,  sir. 

Ther,  If  to-morrow  be  a  fair  day,  by  eleven 
o'clock  it  will  go  one  way  or  other ;  howsoever,  he 
•hall  pay  for  me  ere  he  has  me. 

Fair.  Your  answer,  sir. 

2%«r.  Fare  you  well,  with  all  my  heart 

AdkiL  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  tune,  is  he  ? 

Ther.  No,  but  he's  out  o'tune  thus.  What  mu- 
sic will  be  in  him  when  Hector  has  knocked  out 
his  brains,  I  know  not:  But,  I  am  sure,  none ;  un- 
less the  fiddler  Apollo  get  his  sinews  to  make  cat- 
Ungsi  on. 

AthiL  Come,  thou  shalt  bear  a  letter  to  him 
straight 

71!^.  Let  me  bearanother  to  hishorK;  for  that's 
die  more  capable^  creature. 

AthiL  My  mind  is  troubled,  like  a  fountain 
stirred; 

1)  Lute-strings  made  of  catgut     (2)  Intelligent 


And  I  noyself  see  not  the  bottom  of  it 

\Exew\i  Achilles  mni  Patroclus. 

Ther,  'Would  the  fountain  of  your  mind  were 

clear  again,  that  I  might  water  an  ass  at  it !  I  had 

rather  be  a  tick  in  a  sheep,  than  such  a  valiant 

ignorance.  \Eni. 


ACT  IV. 

SCEJ^TE  I.—Trciy,  A  eireei.  Enter,  at  one  tide^ 
iElneas  and  Servant,  toith  a  torch  ;  ai  the  other, 
PSliis,  Deiphobus,  Antenor,  Diomedes,  and  oth» 
ers,  tpiih  iorches^ 

Far.  See,  ho !  who's  that  theirs  ? 

Dei.  'Tis  the  lord  JEneas. 

JEne.  Is  the  prince  there  in  person  f — 
Had  J  so  good  occasion  to  He  l«ig. 
As  you,  prince  Pa^s,  nothing  but  heavenly  businea 
ShcNild  rob  my  bed-mate  of  my  company. 

Dio.  That's  my  mind  too. — Good  morrow,  lord 
iBneas. 

Far.  A  valiant  Greek,  iEneas ;  take  his  hand . 
Witness  the  process  of  your  speech,  wherein 
Vou  told— how  Diomed,  a  whole  week  by  days, 
Did  haunt  you  in  the  field. 

*^ne.  Health  to  you,  valiant  sir, 

During  all  question*  of  the  gentle  truce  : 
But  when  I  meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  defiance. 
As  heart'can  think,  or  courage  execute. 

Dio,  The  one  and  other  Diomed  embraces. 
Our  bloods  are  nmv  in  calm ;  and,  so  long,  health  t 
But  when  contention  and  occasion  meet, 
By  Jove,  I'll  play  the  hunter  for  thy  life. 
With  all  my  rorce^  pursuit,  and  policy. 

^ne.  And  thou  shalt  hunt  a  lion,  that  will  fiy 
With  his  face  backward. — In  humane  gentleness. 
Welcome  to  Trov !  now,  by  Anchises'  life. 
Welcome,  indeea  I  By  Venus*  hand  I  swear, 
So  man  alive  can  love,  in  such  a  sort. 
The  thing  he  means  to  kill,  more  excellently. 

Dio,  We  S3rmpathize :— Jove,  let  £neas  live, 
If  to  mj  sword  his  fate  be  not  the  glory, 
A  thouinnd  c6mplete  courses  of  the  sun ! 
But,  in  mine  emulous  honour,  let  him  die, 
With  everv  joint  a  wound ;  and  that  to-morrow ! 

JEne.  ^e  know  each  other  well. 

Dio.  We  do;  and  long  to  know  each  other 
worse. 

Far.  This  is  the  most  despiteful  gentle  greeting, 
The  noblest  hateful  love,  that  e'er  f  heard  of.— 
What  business,  lord,  so  early  ? 

^ne.  I  was  sent  for  to  the  king ;  but  why,  1  know 
not 

Far.  His  purpose  meets  you ;  'Twas  to  bring 
this  Greek 
To  Calchas'  bouse ;  and  there  to  render  him, 
For  the  enfreed  Antenor,  the  fair  Cressid : 
Let's  have  your  companv ;  or,  if  yon  plea<^e. 
Haste  there  before  us :  i  constantly  do  think 
(Or,  rather,  call  my  thought  a  certain  knowledge,) 
My  brodier  Troilus  lodges  there  to-night ; 
Rouse  htm,  and  give  him  note  of  our  approach. 
With  the  whole  Quality  wherefore :  I  fear, 
We  shall  be  mocn  unwelcome. 

^ne.  That  I  assure  you ; 

Troilus  had  rather  Troy  were  borne  to  Greece, 
Than  Cressid  borne  from  Troy. 

Far.  There  is  no  help; 

The  bitter  disposition  of  the  time 
Will  have  it  so.    On,  lord;  well  follow  you. 

(3)  Conversation. 
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JEne.  Good  morrow,  all.  \Extt 

Par.  And  tell  me,  noble  Diomed;  *faitii,  tell 
me  true. 
Even  in  the  soul  of  sound  good-fellowship, — 
Who,  in  your  thoughts,  merits  fair  Helen  best. 
Myself,  or  Menelaus  ? 

Dio.  Both  alike : 

He  merits  well  to  have  her,  that  doth  seek  hei 
(Not  making  any  scruple  of  her  soilure,) 
With  such  a  bell  of  pain,  and  world  of  chai^ ; 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,  that  defend  her 
(Not  palating  the  taste  of  her  ditihonour,) 
With  such  a  co$tly  loss  of  wealth  and  friends : 
He,  like  a  puling  cuckold,  would  drink  up 
The  lees  and  dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  piece ; 
Vou,  like  a  lecher,  out  of  whorish  loins 
Are  pleased  to  breed  out  your  inheritors : 
Both  merits  pois*d,  each  weighs  nor  less  nor  more; 
fiut  be  as  he,  the  heavier  for  a  whore. 

Par,  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  countrywoman. 

Dio.  She's  bitter  to  her  couqtiy:   Hear  me, 
Paris, — 
For  every  false  drop  in  her  bawdy  veins 
A  Grecian's  life  hatn  sunk ;  for  every  scruple 
Of  her  contaminated  carrion  weight, 
A  Trojan  hath  been  slain  :  since  she  could  speak. 
She  hath  not  given  so  many  good  words  breath. 
As  for  her  Greeks  and  Trojans  suffered  death. 

Par.  Fair  Diomed,  you  do  as  chapmen  do, 
Dinpraise  the  thine  that  you  desire  to  buy : 
But  we  in  silence  nold  tnis  virtue  well, — 
We'll  not  commend  what  we  intend  to  sell. 
Here  lies  our  way.  [E:uunt. 

SCEJVE  II.— The  tame.   Court  before  the  house 
of  Pandarus.     Erder  Troilus  arid  Crcssida. 

'  Tro.  Dear,  trouble  not  yourself;  the  mom  is  cold. 

Cres.  Then,  sweet  my  lord,  IMl  call  mine  uncle 
down; 
He  shall  unbolt  the  gates. 

Tro.  Trouble  him  not ; 

To  bed,  to  bed  :  Sleep  kill  those  pretty  eyes, 
And  give  as  soft  attacnment  to  thy  senses, 
As  inlants'  empty  of  all  thought .' 

Cres.  Good  morrow  then. 

Tro.  Pr'ythee  now,  to  bed. 

Cres.  Are  you  a- weary  of  roe 

Tro.  O  Cressida !  but  that  the  busy  day, 
Wak'd  by  the  lark,  hath  rous'd  the  ribald'  crows. 
And  dreaming  night  will  hide  our  joys  no  longer, 
I  would  not  from  thee. 

Cres.  Ni^ht  hath  been  too  brief 

Tro.  Beshrew  the  witch:  with  venomous  wights 
she  stays. 
As  tediously  as  hell ;  but  flies  the  grasps  of  love. 
With  wings  more  momentary-switt  than  thought 
You  will  catch  cold,  and  curse  me. 

Cres.  Pr'y  thee,  tarry ; — 

You  men  will  never  tarry. 

0  foolish  Cressid !— I  might  have  still  held  oflf, 
And  then  you  would  have  tarried.     Hark !  there's 

one  up. 
Ptan.  [  Within.]  What,  are  all  the  doors  open  here? 
Tro.  It  is  your  uncle. 

Er^er  Pandarus. 

Cres.  A  pestilence  on  him!   now  will  he  be 
mocking: 

1  ahall  have  such  a  life, 

Pan.  How  now,  how  now.'  how  gor  maiden- 
heads.' 

(1)  I>ewd,  noi^. 

(2)  To  do  is  here  used  in  a  wanton  sense. 

VUL.  II. 


— Here,  you  maid !  where's  my  cousin  Cressid  ? 
Cres.  Go  hang  yourself,  you  naughty  mocking 
uncle  ! 
You  briiig  me  to  do,2  and  then  you  flout  me  too. 

Pan.  To  do  what.'  to  do  what? — let  her  say 
what :  what  have  I  brought  you  to  do? 
Cres.  Come,  come ;  b^hrew'  your  heart  I  you'll 
ne'er  be  good, 
iXor  suffer  others. 

Pan.  Ha,  ha  I  Alas,  poor  wretch !  a  poor  ca- 
pocchia!^ — hast  not  slept  to-night  ?  would  he  not,  a 
naughty  man,  let  it  sleep  ?  a  bugbear  take  him ! 

[Knocking. 
Cres.  Did   I  not  tell  you?— 'Would  he  were 
knock'd  o'the  head ! — 
Who's  that  at  door  ?  good  uncle,  go  and  see. — 
My  lord,  come  you  again  into  my  chamber : 
You  smile,  and  mock  me,  as  if  1  meant  naughtily. 
Tro.  Ha,  ha ! 

Cres.  Come,  you  are  deceiv'd,  I  think  of  no  such 
thing. —  [Knocking. 

How  earnestly  they  knock ! — pray  you,  come  in ; 
I  would  not  for  half  Troy  have  you  seen  here. 

[Exeunt  Troilus  and  Cressida. 
Pan.  [Going  to  the  door.l  WTjo's  there?  what's 
the  matter  ?  will  you  beat  aown  the  door  ?    How 
now  ?  what's  the  matter  ?    . 

Enter  SskeaA. 

JEne.  Good  morrow,  lord,  good  morrow. 

Pan.  Who's  there?  my  lord  iEneas?  By  my 
troth,  I  knew  you  not :  what  news  with  you  so  early  ? 

JEne.  Is  not  prince  Troilus  here  ? 

Pan.  Here!  what  should  he  do  here  ? 

^ne.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  lord,  do  not  deny  him ; 
It  doth  import  him  much,  to  speak  with  me. 

Pan.  Is  he  here,  say  you  ?  'tis  more  than  I  knoir, 
I'll  be  sworn  : — For  my  own  part,  I  came  in  late: 
What  should  he  do  here  ? 

^ne.  Who !— nay,  then : — 
Come,  come,  you'll  do  him  wrone  ere  you  are  'ware : 
You'll  be  so  true  to  him,  to  be  false  to  him : 
Do  not  you  know  of  him,  yet  go  fetch  him  hither ; 
Ga 

As  Pandarus  is  going  on/,  enter  Troilus. 

Tro.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

^ne.  My  lord,  I  scarce  have  leisure  to  salute 
you. 
My  matter  is  so  rash  :&  There  is  at  hand 
Paris  your  brother,  and  Deiphobus, 
The  Grecian  Diomed,  and  our  Antenor 
Deliver'd  to  us ;  and  for  him  forthwith, 
Ere  the  first  sacrifice,  within  this  hour,  ^ 

We  must  give  up  to  Diomedes'  hand 
The  lady  Cressida. 

Tro.  Is  it  so  concluded  ? 

^ne.  By  Priam,  and  the  general  state  of  Troy : 
They  are  at  hand,  and  ready  to  effect  it 

Tro.  How  my  achievements  mock  me  ! 
I  will  go  meet  them :  and,  my  lord  iEneas, 
We  met  by  chance ;  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

»^ne.  Good,  good,  my  lord ;  the  secrets  of  na- 
ture 
Have  not  more  giA  in  taciturnity. 

[Exeunt  Troilus  ayid  ^neas. 

Pan.  Is't  possible  r  no  sooner  got,  but  lost?  The 
devil  take  Antenor  !  the  young  prince  will  gom.irl. 
A  plague  upon  Antenor :  1  would,  they  had  bro.^e's 

(3)  111  betide. 

(4)  An  Italian  word  for  poor  fix>L    (5)  Hasty. 
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Aetir, 


JSnlir  Cmmk. 

Cm,  Ho«r  Doir?  What  if  die  matter?  Who 
was  here? 

Paik  Ah,  ah! 

Cref.  Whj  m;h  joa  so  profouDdly?   whereas 
mj  lorag^ooe  ? 
Tell  me,  sweet  micle,  what's  the  matter? 

Pan,  'Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth  as 
I  am  above .' 

Cru.  O  the  gods  .'—what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Pr'jthM,  eet  thee  in ;  'Would  thou  hadst 
ne'er  been  bora !  I  knew,  thou  would'st  be  his 
death:— O  poor  gentleman !— A  plague  npoo  An- 
tenor? 

Cru.  Good  uncle,  I  beseech  jon  on  mj  knees, 
I  beseecbjrou,  what's  the  matter? 

Pan,  lliou  must  be  gone,  wench,  thou  must  be 
gone;  thouart  changed  for  Antenor :  thou  must  to 
thjr  &ther,  and  be  gone  from  Troilus ;  'twill  be  his 
death ;  'twill  be  his  bane ;  he  cannot  bear  it 

Cre$,  O  jou  immortal  gods! — ^I  will  not  ga 

PtOL  Thou  must 

Cru.  I  will  not,  uncle :  I  have  forgot  mj  father: 
I  know  no  touch)  of  consanguinity : 
No  kin,  no  love,  no  blood,  no  soul  so  near  me. 
As  the  sweet  Troilus^-O  jou  gods  divine! 
Make  Cressid's  naroelhe  venr  crown  of  falsehood, 
If  ever  she  leave  Troilus!  Time, force,  and  death, 
Do  to  this  body  what  extremes  you  can ; 
But  the  strong  base  and  buildine  of  my  love 
Is  as  the  veiy  centre  of  the  earth. 
Drawing  all  things  to  it — I'll  go  in,  and  weep ; — 

Pon.  Do,  da 

Crt$.  Tear  my  bright  hair,  and  scratch  my  praised 
cheeks. 
Crack  my  clear  voice  with  sobs,  and  break  my  heart 
With  sounding  Troilus.    I  will  not  go  from  Troy. 

[Exeunt 
SCEIATE  III— The  mme.    Btfort   Pftndarus' 

AouM.    Enitr  Pftris,  Troilus,  iEneas,  Deipho- 

bus,  Antenor,  and  Diomedes. 

Par,  It  is  great  momin|^ ;  and  the  hour  prefix'd 
Of  her  deliveiy  to  this  valiant  Greek 
Comes  fast  upon : — Good  my  brother  Troilus, 
Tell  vou  the  lady  what  she  is  to  do» 
And  baste  her  to  the  purpose. 

Tro.  Walk  in  to  her  house; 

rn  brinr  her  to  the  Grecian«presently : 
And  to  his  hand  when  I  deliver  her, 
Think  it  an  altar;  and  thjr  brother  Troilus 
A  priest,  there  offering  to  it  his  own  heart  [Elxit 

Par.  I  know  what 'tis  to  love ; 
And  *woold,  as  I  shall  pity,  I  could  help  !— 
Please  you,  walk  in,  my  lords.  [Exeunt 

SCEffE  ir.—TJie  tame.  A  room  in  Pandarus' 
houte.    Enter  I^darus  and  Cressida. 

Pan,  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 

Crte.  Why  tell  you  me  </  moderation  ? 
The  grief  is  fine,  full,  perfect,  that  I  taste. 
And  violenteth  in  a  sense  as  strong^ 
As  that  which  causeth  it :  How  can  I  moderate  it  ? 
If  I  could  temporise  with  my  afEsction, 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palate. 
The  like  allayment  could  I  give  my  grief: 
My  love  admits  no  qualifving  dross : 
No  more  my  grief,  in  such  a  precious  loss. 

JSnIer  Troilus. 

Pan.  Hera,  here,  here  he  comes. — ^Ah,  sweet 
ducks!  ^ 

(1)  Sense  or  feelincf  of  relationship.     (2)  Sealed.  I 


Crte.  O  Troflns !  Troilus  *     [E$iihradng  Am. 

Pan.  What  a  pair  of  spectacles  b  here !  Let 
me  embrace  too :  0  kearl!—9B  the  goodly  saying 
w. 


>  o  hearty  o  Keavy  heari. 


Why  sigh'Mt  Ihou  vathout  fnreaJdngf 

whtfre  he  answers  again. 

Because  ihou  canst  nut  ease  ifm  smarts 
By  friendship,  nor  by  speaking. 

There  never  was  a  truer  ifajrme.  Let  us  cast  away 
nothing,  for  we  may  live  to  have  need  </  such  a 
verse ;  we  see  it,  we  see  it — How  now,  lambs  ? 

Tro.  Cressid,  I  love  thee  in  so  strain'd  a  purity. 
That  the  blest  gods — as  angry  with  my  fancy. 
More  brisht  in  teal  than  tlw  devotMO  which 
Cold  lips  blow  to  their  deities,— 4ake  thee  from  roe. 

Cres.  Have  the  gods  envy  ? 

PasL  kj,  ay,  ay,  ay ;  'tis  loo  plain  a  case. 

Cres.  And  is  it  true,  that  I  must  go  from  Tnj? 

Tro.  A  hateful  truth. 

Crts.  What,  and  from  Troilus  loo? 

Tro.  From  Troj,  and  Troilus. 

Cres.  IsitiXMsible? 

Tro.  And  suddenly;  where  injury  ot  chance 
Puts  back  leavo'takinr,  juftles  roughly  by 
All  time  of  pause,  ruoeW  beguiles  our  lips 
Of  all  reioindure,  forcibly  prevents 
Our  lock'd  embrasures,  strangles  our  dear  vows 
Even  in  the  birth  of  our  own  labouring  breath ; 
We  two,  that  with  so  many  thousand  sighs 
Did  buT  each  other,  must  poorly  sell  ourselves 
With  the  rude  brevity  and  discbaige  of  one. 
Injurious  time  now,  with  a  robber's  haste,    . 
Crams  his  rich  thievenr  up,  he  knows  not  how : 
As  many  farewells  as  De  stars  in  heaven,  ' 

With  distinct  breath  and  oonsi^'d^  kisses  to  them. 
He  fumbles  up  into  a  loose  adieu ; 
And  scants  us  with  a  sinrle  famish'd  kiss, 
Distasted  with  the  salt  of  broken^  tean. 

Ran.  [Wiikin.]  My  lord !  is  the  lady  ready  ? 

Tro.  Hark!  you  are  call'd:  Some  say,  the 
Genius  so 
Cries,  Come  !  to  him  that  instantlv  must  die« — 
Bid  them  have  patience ;  she  shall  come  anon. 

Pan.  Where  are  my  tears  ?  rain,  to  lay  this  wind, 
or  my  heart  will  be  iMown  up  by  the  root ! 

[£xif  I^tndarusL 

Cres.  I  most  then  to  the  Greeks? 

Tro.  No  remedy. 

Cres.  A  wofol  Cressid  'moogst  the meny Greeks! 
When  shall  we  see  again? 

Tro.  Hear  me,  my  love :  Be  thou  but  true  of 

Cres.  I  true !  how  now?  what  wicked  deem*  it 
this? 

Tro.  Nay,  we  must  use  expostulatioo  kindly, 
For  it  is  parting  from  us: 
I  speak  not,  be  thou  true,  as  fearing  tnee , 
For  I  will  throw  my  elove  to  death  himself 
That  there's  no  macidationS  in  thy  heaii : 
But  be  thou  true,  say  I,  to  Aishion  in 
My  sequent*  protestation ;  be  thou  true. 
And  I  will  see  thee. 

Crts.  0,you  shall  be  expos'd,  my  lord,  to  dangeia 

I  infinite  as  imminent !  but,  I'll  be  true. 

"        Wesff 


As 


Tro.  And  I'll  grow  friend  with  danger. 

this  sleeve. 

Cres.  And  vou  this  glove.  When  shall  I  see  yon? 
Tro.  I  wiU  oorrupt  the  Grecian  sentinels. 


(3)  Interrupted. 
(6)  Following. 


(4)  Surmise.         (5)  Spot' 
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To  give  thee  nightly  vudtation. 
But  jet,  be  true 

Ores.  O  heavens ! — be  true  again  ? 

Tro.  Hear  whj  I  speak  it,  love ; 
The  Grecian  youths  are  full  of  quality  ;> 
They're  loving,  well  compos*d,  with  gifts  of  nature 

flowing, 
And  swelling  o*er  with  arts  and  exercise ; 
How  novelty  may  move,  and  parts  with  person, 
Alas,  a  kind  of  godly  jealousy 

i Which  I  beseech  you,  call  a  virtuous  sin,) 
fakes  me  afeard. 

Ores.  O  heavens !  you  love  roe  not. 

Tro.  Die  I  a  villain  then  ! 
In  this  I  do  not  call  your  faith  in  question, 
So  mainly  as  my  merit :  I  cannot  sing, 
Nor  heel  the  high  lavolt,3  nor  sweeten  talk, 
Nor  play  at  subtle  ^ames ;  fair  virtues  all. 
To  which  the  Grecians  are  most  prompt  and  preg- 
nant: 
But  I  can  tell,  that  in  each  grace  of  these 
There  lurks  a  still  and  dumb-discoursive  devil. 
That  tempts  most  cunningly :  but  be  not  tempted. 

Ores.  Do  you  think  I  will. ^ 

Tro.  No. 
But  something  may  be  done,  that  we  will  not : 
And  sometimes  we  are  devils  to  ourselves, 
When  we  will  tempt  the  frailty  of  our  powers, 
Presuming  on  their  changeful  potency. 

.£ne.  [fVithin.]  Nay,  good  my  lord,— - 

7Vo.  Come,  kiss ;  and  let  us  part. 

Phr.  [IFiihm.]  Brother  Troilus ! 

Tro.  Good  brother,  come  you  hither ; 

And  brinf  iBneas,  and  the  Grecian,  with  you. 

Cres.  Mv  lord,  will  you  be  true  ? 

Tro.  Who,  I  ?  alas,  it  is  my  vice,  my  fault : 
WWlc  others  fish  with  craft  for  great  opinion, 
I  with  great  truth  catch  mere  simplicity  ; 
Whilst    some   with   cunning   gild   their  copper 

crowns. 
With  truth  and  plainness  I  do  wear  mine  bare. 
Fear  not  my  truth ;  the  moral  of  my  wit 
Is— plain,  and  true, — there's  all  the  reach  of  it 

ErUer  iElneas,  Paris,  Antenor,  Deiphobus,  and 
Diomedes. 

Welcome,  sir  Diomed !  here  is  the  lady, 
Which  for  Antenor  we  deliver  you  : 
At  the  port,'  lord,  Til  give  her  to  thy  hand ; 
And,  by  the  way,  possess^  thee  what  she  is. 
Entreat  her  fair ;  and,  by  my  soul,  fair  Greek, 
If  e*er  thou  stand  at  mercy  of  my  sword. 
Name  Cressid,  and  thy  life  shall  be  as  safe 
As  Priam  is  in  I  lion. 

Dio.  Fair  lady  Cressid, 

So  please  you,  save  the  thanks  this  prince  expects: 
The  lustre  in  your  eye,  heaven  in  your  cheek. 
Pleads  your  fair  usage ;  and  to  Diomed 
You  shall  be  mistress,  and  command  him  wholly. 

TVo.  Grecian,  thou  dost  not  use  me  courteously, 
To  shame  the  zeal  of  mv  petition  to  thee, 
In  praising  her :  I  tell  t^ee,  lord  of  Greece, 
She  is  as  rar  high-soaring  o'er  thy  praises, 
As  thou  unworwy  to  be  calPd  her  servant 
I  charge  thee,  use  her  well,  even  for  my  charge ; 
For,  by  the  dreadful  Pluto,  if  thou  dost  not, 
Thoogh  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  guard, 
I'll  cut  thy  throat 

Dio.  O,  be  not  mov'd,  prince  Troilus : 

Let  roe  be  privileg'd  by  my  place,  and  message, 
To  be  a  speaker  free ;  when  I  am  hence. 


(1)  Highly  accomplished. 
(3)  Gate.      (4)  Inform. 


(2)  A  dance. 


I'll  answer  to  my  lust  :*  And  know  you,  lortl, 
I'll  nothing  do  on  charge  :  To  her  own  worth 
She  shall  be  priz'd ;  but  that  you  say — be't  so, 
I'll  speak  it  in  my  spirit  and  honour, — no. 

Tro.  Come,  to  the  port— I'll  tell  thee,  Diomed 
This  brave  shall  oft  make  thee  to  hide  thy  head.— 
Lady,  give  me  your  hand ;  and,  as  we  walk, 
To  our  own  selves  bend  we  our  needful  talk. 

[Exeunt  Troilus,  Cressida,  and  Diomed 
[Trumpet  heard. 

Par.  Hark!  Hector's  trumpet 

JEne.  How  have  we  spent  this  morning ' 

The  prince  must  think  me  tardy  and  remiss. 
That  swore  to  ride  before  him  to  the  field. 

Par.  'Tis  Troilus'  fault :    Come,  come,  to  field 
with  him. 

Dei.  Let  us  make  ready  straight 

JEne.  Yea,  with  a  bridegroom's  fresh  alacri^, 
Let  us  address  to  tend  on  Hector's  heels : 
The  gloiy  of  our  Troy  doth  this  day  lie, 
On  his  fair  worth  and  single  chivalry. 

SCJEJVTE  K.-^The  Grecian  camp.  Lists  set  out. 
Enter  Aiax  armed ;  Agamemnon,  Achilles,  Pa- 
troclus,  Menelaus,  Ulysses,  Nestor,  and  oUiers. 

Agam.  Here  art  diou  in  appointment^  fresh  and 
fair, 
Antici]Miting  time  with  starting  courage. 
Give  with  thy  trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troy, 
Thou  dread^l  Ajax ;  that  the  appalled  air 
May  pierce  the  head  of  the  great  combatant. 
And  hale  him  hither. 

Ajax.  Thou,  trumpet,  there's  my  purse. 

Now  crack  thy  lungs,  and  split  thy  brazen  pipe : 
Blow,  villain,  till  thy  sphered  bias  cheek 
Out-swell  the  colic  of  pufPd  Aquilon  : 
Come,  stretch  thy  chest,  and  let  thy  eyes  spout 

blood; 
Thou  blow'st  for  Hector.  [Trumpet  sounds. 

Ulyss.  No  trumpet  answers. 

Achil.  'Tis  but  early  days. 

Agam.    Is   not   yon    Diomed,  with    Calchas' 
daughter  ? 

Ulyu.  'Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  gait ; 
He  rises  on  the  toe :  that  spirit  of  his 
In  aspiration  lifis  him  from  the  earth. 

EfUer  Diomed,  toith  Cressida. 

Agrnn.  Is  this  the  lady  Cressid  ^ 

Dio.  Even  she. 

Agam.   Most  dearly  welcome  to  the  Greeks, 
sweet  lady. 

JVfrf.  Our  general  doth  salute  you  with  a  kiss. 

Ulyss.  Yet  ts  the  kindness  but  particular; 
'Twere  better,  she  were  kiss'd  in  general. 

JVes/.  And  very  courtly  counsel :  I'll  b^n. — 
So  much  for  Neslor. 

AchiL  I'll  take  that  winter  from  your  lips,  fair 
lady  : 
Achilles  bids  vou  welcome. 

Men.  I  had  good  argument  for  kissing  once. 

Pair.  But  that's  no  amiinent  for  kissing  now : 
For  thus  popp'd  Paris  in  his  hardiroent ; 
And  parted  tnus  vou  and  your  argument 

Ulyss.  O  deadly  gall,  and  tl^me  of  all  our 
scorns ! 
For  which  we  lose  our  heads,  to  gild  his  horns. 

Pair.  The  first  was  Menelaus'  kiss ; — this,  mine . 
Patroclus  kisses  you. 

Men.  O,  this  is  trim ! 

'  Patr.  Paris,  and  I,  kiss  evermore  for  him. 

Men.  I'll  have  my  kiss,  sir : — Lady,  by  your  leave 

(5)  Pleasure,  wiU.     (6)  PreparatioiL 
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Act  IF. 


Cres.  In  kissing  do  you  render  or  receive  ? 

Patr.  Both  take  anS  i?ive. 

Cres.  ril  make  my  match  to  live. 

The  kisa  you  take  is  better  than  you  give ; 
Therefore  no  kiss. 

Men,  ril  jpve  you  boot,  V\\  give  you  three  for  one. 

Cres.   You're  an  odd  man ;  give  even,  or  give 
none.  , 

Men.  An  odd  man,  lady  ?  every  man  is  odd. 

Cres.   No,  Paris  is  not ;  for,  you  know,  *tis  true. 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 

Men.  You  fillip  me  o'tlie  head. 

Cres.  No,  Til  be  sworn. 

Uiyss.  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  against  his 
horn. — 
May  I,  sweet  lady,  beg  a  kiss  of  you  f 

Cres.  You  may. 

Ulyss.  I  do  desire  it. 

C^.  Why,  beg  then, 

Ulyss.  Why  then,  for  Venus'  sake,  give  me  a  kiss. 
When  Helen  is  a  maid  again,  and  his. 

Cres.  I  am  vour  debtor,  claim  it  when  'tis  due. 

Uiyss.  Never's  mv  day,  and  then  a  kiss  of  you. 

Dio.  Ladv,a  word;— I'll  bring  you  to  your  father. 
[Diomed  leofis  out  Cressida. 

JVMf.  A  woman  of  quick  sense. 

Ulyss.  I'ie,  fie  upon  her  I 

There's  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip. 
Nay,  her  foot  speaks ;  her  wanton  spirits  look  out 
At  every  joint  and  nrwtive'  of  her  body. 
O,  these  encounterers,  so  glib  of  tongue. 
That  give  a  coasting  welcome  ere  it  comes. 
And  wide  unclasp  the  tables  of  their  thought! 
To  every  ticklish  reader !  set  them  down 
For  sluttish  spoils  of  opportunity, 
And  daughters  of  the  game.        [Trumpet  within. 

Jill.  The  Trojans'  trumpet. 

Agam.  Yonder  comes  the  troop. 

Enttr  Hector,  armei ;  ^neas,  Troilus,  and  other 
Trojans,  with  Attendants. 

Mne.  Hnil,  all  the  state  of  Greece  !  what  shall 
be  done 
To  him  that  victory  commands  ?  Or  do  you  purpose, 
A  victor  shall  be  known.'  will  jou,  the  knighu 
Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 
Pursue  each  other;  or  shall  they  be  divided 
By  any  voice  or  order  of  the  field? 
Hector  bade  ask. 

Agam.  Which  way  would  Hector  have  it  1 

JEne.  He  cares  not,  he'll  obey  conditions. 

Achil.  'Tis  done  like  Hector;  but  securely  done, 
A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  mi.spriiing 
The  knight  oppos'd. 

Mne.  If  not  Achilles,  sir, 

What  is  your  name  ^ 

AchxL  If  not  Achilles,  nothing. 

Mne.  Therefore  Achilles  :  But,  whate'er,  know 
this  ;— 
In  the  extremity  of  great  and  little. 
Valour  and  pride  excel  themselves  in  Hector ; 
The  one  dhnost  as  infinite  as  all. 
The  other  blank  as  nothing.     Weigh  him  well, 
And  that,  which  looks  like  pride,  is  courtesy. 
This  Ajax  is  half  made  of  Hector's  blood  : 
In  love  whereof,  half  Hector  stays  at  home ; 
Half  heart,  half  hand,  half  Hector  comes  to  seek 
This  blended  knight,  half  Troian,  and  half  Greek. 

Achil  A  maiden  battle  then  ?— O,  I  perceiveyou. 

(1)  Motion.  (2)  Breathing,  exercise.  (3)  Stops. 
(4)  No  boaster.  (5)  Unsuitable  to  his  character. 
(6)  Yitlds,  gives  way. 


Re-enter  Diomed, 
Agam.  Here  is  sir  Dioified :— Go,  gentle  knight, 
Stand  by  our  Aiax  :  as  you  and  lord  iEneas 
Consent  upon  tne  order  of  their  fight. 
So  be  it ;  either  to  the  uttermost. 
Or  else  a  breath  :3  the  combatants  being  kin. 
Half  stints'  their  strife  before  their  strokes  begin. 
[Ajax  and  Hector  enter  theUsts. 
Ulyss.  Thev  are  oppos'd  already. 
Agam.  What  Trojan  is  that  same  that  looka  so 

heavy  .> 
Ulyss.  The  youngest  son  of  Priam,  a  true  knight ; 
Not  yet  mature,  vet  matchless ;  firm  of  word ; 
Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deedless*  in  his  tongue ; 
Not  soon  provok'd,  nor,  being provok'd,  soon  calm'd* 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  free ; 
For  what  he  has,  he  ^ves,  what  thinks,  he  shows; 
Yet  ^ives  he  not  till  judgment  guide  his  bounty. 
Nor  dignifies  an  impair*  thought  with  breath: 
Manly  a*  Hector,  but  more  danprous ; 
For  Hector,  in  his  blaze  of  wrath,  subscribed 
To  tender  objects ;  but  he,  in  heat  of  action. 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  love  : 
They  call  him  Troilus;  and  on  him  erect 
A  second  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  Hector. 
Thus  says  yEneas ;  one  that  knows  the  youth 
Even  to  his  inches,  and  with  private  soul, 
Did  in  great  Ilion  thus  translate^  him  to  me. 

[Alarum.     Hector  and  AjuxJighL 
Agam.  They  are  in  action. 
JVest.  Now,  Ajax,  hold  thine  own ! 
Tro.  Hector,  thou  sleep'st; 

Awake  thee ! 
Agam.    His  blows  are  well  dispos'd:— thi4e, 

Ajax ! 
Dio.  You  must  no  more.  [Trumpets  cease. 

JEnt.  Princes,  enough,  so  please  you. 

Ajax.  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  again. 
Dio.  As  Hector  pleases. 
Hed.  Why  then,  will  I  no  more  :— 

Thou  art,  great  lord,  my  father's  sister's  son, 
A  cousin-german  to  great  Priam's  seed; 
The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 
A  goiyS  emulation  'twixt  us  twain  : 
Were  thy  commixion  Greek  and  Trojan  so. 
That  thou  could'st  say — This  hand  is  Grecian  all, 
And  this  is  Trojan ;  the  sinews  of  this  leg 
All  Greek,  and  this  all  Troy;  my  mother's  blood 
Runs  on  the  dexter^  cheek,  and  this  sinister^ 
Baunds-in  my  father's ;  by  Jove  niultipotent, 
Thoushould'st  not  bear  from  me  aGreekiA  member 
Wherein  my  sword  had  not  impressure  made 
Of  our  rank  feud  :  But  the  just  gods  gainsay, 
That  any  drop  thou  borrow'st  from  thy  mother. 
My  sacred  aunt,  should  by  my  mortal  sword 
Be  drain'd  !  Let  me  embrace  thee,  Ajax : 
By  him  that  thunders,  thou  hast  lusty  arms; 
Ffector  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thus : 
Cousin,  all  honour  to  thee  I 

Ajax.  I  thank  thee,  Hector  : 

Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  man  : 
1  came  to  kill  thee,  cousin,  and  bear  hence 
A  great  addition''  earned  in  thy  death. 

Heci.  Not  Neoptolemus'3  so  mirable  ^^.^ 

(On  whose  bright  crest  Fame  with  her  load's!  O  ^  •*■ 
Cries,  This  is  he,)  could  promise  to  himself 
A  thought  of  added  honour  torn  from  Hector- 
A^ne.  There  is  expectance  here  from  botb 
sides, 
What  further  you  will  do. 

(7)  Ex]ilain  his  character.  (8)  Bloodf- 

(0)  Risiht.  (10)  Left. 

(11)  title.  (12)  Achilles. 
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Hect.  We'll  answer  it ; 

The  issue  is  cmbracenient : — Ajax,  farewell. 

Ajax.  If  1  might  in  entreaties  find  success, 
(As  seld>  I  have  the  chance,)  I  would  desire 
My  famous  cousin  to  our  Grecian  tents. 

Dio.  'Tisj  Ag:amemnon'8wish :  and  great  Achilles 
Doth  long  to  sec  unarmed  the  valiant  Hector. 

Htct.  iEncas,  call  m^'  brother  Troilus  to  me  : 
And  signify  this  loving  interview 
To  the  expecters  of  our  Trojan  part ; 
Desire  them  home. — Give  me  thy  hand,  my  cousin ; 
I  will  go  eat  with  thee,  and  see  your  knights. 
Aiax.  Great  Agamemnoivcomes  to  meet  us  here. 
Meet  The  worthiest  of  them  tell  me  name  by 
name  ; 
Bat  for  Achilles,  my  own  searching  eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  size. 

Agam.  Worthy  of  arms  !  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  such  an  enemy  ; 
But  that's  no  welcome  :  Understand  more  clear. 
What's  past,  and  what's  to  come,  is  strew'd  with 

husks. 
And  formless  ruin  of  oblivion ; 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 
Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias-drawing, 
Bids  thee,  with  most  divine  integrity, 
From  heart  of  very  heart,  great  Hector,  welcome. 
Hect  I  thank  thee,  most  imperious^  Agamemnon. 
Agam.  My  well-fam'd  lord  of  Troy,  no  less  to  you. 
[To  Troilu.-*. 
Men,  Let  me  confirm  my  princely   brother's 
greeting  ;— 
You  brace  of  warlike  brothers,  welcome  hither. 
Hect.  Whom  must  we  answer  ? 
Men.  The  noble  Menelaus. 

Hect  O  you,  my  lord .'  by  Mars  his  gauntlet, 
thanks ! 
Mock  not,  that  I  atfect  the  untraded^  oath ; 
Your  quondam^  wife  swears  still  by  Venus'  glove: 
She's  well,  but  bade  me  not  commend  her  to  you. 
Men,  Name  her  not  now,  sir ;  she's  a  deadly 

theme. 
Hect.  O,  pardon ;  I  offend. 
JVca/.  1  have,  thou  gallant  Trojan,  seen  thee  oft. 
Labouring  for  destiny,  make  cruel  way 
Through  ranks  of  Greekish  youth :  and  I  have  seen 

thee. 
As  hot  as  Perseus,  spur  thy  Phrygian  steed. 
Despising  many  forfeits  and  subduements. 
When  X\\o\\  hast  hung  thy  advanced  sword  i'the  air, 
Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declin'd;* 
That  I  have  said  to  some  my  stande»-by, 
Z«o,  Jvpiler  is  yonder ^  dealing  life  I 
And  I  have  seen  thee  pause,  and  take  thy  breath, 
When  that  a  ring  of  Greeks  have  hemm'd  thee  in. 
Like  an  Olympian  wrestling :  This  have  I  seen  ; 
But  this  thy  countenance,  still  lock'd  in  steel, 
I  never  saw  till  now.     I  knew  thy  grandsire,^ 
And  once  fought  with  him :  he  was  a  soldier  good ; 
But,  by  great  Mars,  the  capuiin  of  us  all, 
Never  like  thee  :  Let  an  ola  man  embrace  thee  : 
And,  worthy  warrior,  welcome  to  our  tents. 
,Mne.  'Tis  tlie  old  Nestor. 
Hect.  Let  mm  embrace  thee,  good  old  chronicle, 
"That  hast  so  long  walk'd  hand  in  hand  with  time : — 
.Mo^t  reverend  Nestor,  I  am  glad  to  clasp  thee. 
JW^t.  I  would,  my  arms  could  match  thee  in 
contention. 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtesy. 
Hect.  I  would  they  could. 

(1)  Sf-ldom.     (2)  Imperial. 

(3)  Singular,  not  common.      (4)  Heretofore. 

(5)  Fallen.     (6)  Laomedoo.     (7)  ObMnred. 


^Test.  Ha! 
By  this  white  beard,  I'd  fight  with  thee  to-morrow. 
Well,  welcome,  welcome:  I  have  seen  the  time— 

Ulyss.  I  wonder  now  how  yonder  cily  stands, 
W'hen  we  have  here  her  base  and  pillar  by  us. 

Hect.  I  know  your  favour,  lord  Ulysses,  well. 
Ah,  sir,  there's  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  dead. 
Since  first  I  saw  yourself  and  Diomed 
In  Ilion,  on  your  Greekish  embassy. 

Utyis.  Sir,'l  foretold  you  then  what  would  ensue : 
My  prophecy  is  but  half  his  journey  yet ; 
For  yonder  walls,  that  pertly  front  your  town. 
Von  towers,  whose  wanton  tops  do  buss  the  clouds, 
Must  kiss  their  own  feet 

Htct.  I  must  not  believe  you : 

There  they  stand  yet;  and  modestly  I  think. 
The  fall  d  every  Phrygian  stone  will  cost 
A  drop  of  Grecian  blood :  The  end  crowns  all ; 
And  that  old  common  arbitrator,  time. 
Will  one  day  end  it 

Ulyss.  So  to  him  we  leave  it 

Most  gentle,  and  most  valiant  Hector,  welcome : 
After  the  general,  I  beseech  you  next 
To  feast  with  me,  and  see  me  at  my  tent 

Achil  1  shall  forestall  thee, lord  Ulysses,  thou!— 
Now,  Hector,  I  have  fed  mine  eyes  on  thee  ; 
I  have  with  exact  view  perus'd  thee,  Hector, 
And  quoted^  joint  by  joint 

Hect.  Is  this  Achilles  } 

Achil.  I  am  Achilles. 

Hect.  Stand  fair,  I  pray  thee :  let  me  look  on  thec^ 

Achil.  Behold  thy  fill. 

Hect.  Nay,  I  have  done  already. 

Achil.  Thou  art  too  brief;  I  will  the  second  time. 
As  I  could  buy  thee,  view  thee  limb  by  limb. 

Hect.  O,  like  a  book  of  sport  thou'lt  read  me  o'er; 
But  there's  more  in  me  than  thou  understand'st 
Why  dost  thou  so  oppress  me  with  thine  eye .' 

AchiL  Tell  me,  you  heavens,  in  which  part  of 
his  body 
Shall  I  destroy  him ;  whether  there,  there,  or  tlicre  ? 
That  I  may  give  the  local  wound  a  name ; 
And  make  distinct  the  very  breach  whereout 
Hector's  great  spirit  flew  :  Answer  me,  heavens  ! 

Hect.  It  would  discredit  the  bless'd  gods,  proud 
man. 
To  answer  such  a  question  :  Stand  again : 
Think'st  thou  to  catch  my  life  so  pleasantly. 
As  to  prenominate^  in  nice  conjecture. 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead  ? 

Achil.  I  tell  thee,  yea. 

Hect.  Wert  thou  an  oracle  to  tell  mo  so, 
I'd  not  believe  thee.    Henceforth  guard  thee  well ; 
For  I'll  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  there ; 
But,  by  the  forge  that  stithied^  Mars  his  helm, 
I'll  kill  thee  every  where,  yea,  o'er  and  o'er. — 
You  wisest  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag. 
His  insolence  draws  folly  from  my  lips; 
But  I'll  endeavour  deeds  to  match  these  words. 
Or  may  I  never 

Ajax.  Do  not  chafe  thee,  cousin  \^~ 

And  you,  Achilles,  let  these  threats  alone. 
Till  accident,  or  purpose,  bring  you  to't : 
You  may  have  ever\'  day  enough  of  Hector, 
If  you  have  stomach  ;io  the  general  state,  I  fear, 
Can  scarce  entreat  you  to  be  odd  with  him. 

Hect.  I  pray  you,  let  us  see  you  in  the  field ; 
We  have  had  pelting''  wars,  since  you  refus'd 
The  Grecians'  cause. 

AchiL  Dost  thou  entreat  mc.  Hector? 

To-morrow  do  I  meet  thee,  fell  as  death ; 

(8)  Forename.        (9)  Stithy  is  a  smith's  shop. 
(10)  Inclination.         (11)  Petty. 
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To-night,  all  friends. 

Hect.  Thy  hand  upon  that  match. 

Agam.  First,  all  you  peers  of  Greece,  go  to  my 
tent; 
There  in  the  full  convive^  we  :  afterwards, 
As  Hector's  leisure  and  your  bounties  shall 
Concur  together,  severally  entreat  him. — 
Beat  loud  the  taborines,^  let  the  trumpets  blow, 
That  this  great  soldier  may  his  welcome  know. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Troilus  and  Ulysses. 

Tro.  My  lord  Ulysses,  tell  me,  I  beseech  you, 
In  what  place  of  the  field  doth  Calchas  keejp  ? 

Ulyss.  AtMenelaus'  tent, most  princely  Troilus: 
There  Diomed  doth  feast  with  him  to-night ; 
Who  neither  looks  upon  the  heaven,  nor  earth. 
But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  amorous  view 
On  the  fair  Cressid. 

Tro.  Shall  I,  sweet  lord,  be  bound  to  you  so 
much. 
After  we  part  from  Agamemnon's  tent. 
To  bring  me  thither  f 

Ulyss.  You  shall  command  me,  sir. 

As  gentle  tell  me,  of  what  honour  was 
This  Cressida  in  Troy?  Had  she  no  lover  there 
That  wails  her  absence  ? 

Tro.  O,  sir,  to  such  as  boasting  show  their  scars, 
A  mock  is  due.     Will  you  walk  on,  mv  lord.? 
She  was  belovM,  she  lovM ;  she  is,  ana  doth  : 
But  still,  sweet  love  is  food  for  fortime's  tooth. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 

SCEIJ^E  I.—The  Grecian  camp.  Before  Achilles' 
tent.     Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

AchiL  I'll  heat  his  blood  with  Greekish  wine 
to-night. 
Which  with  my  scimitar  I'll  cool  to-morrow. — 
Patroclus,  let  us  feast  him  to  the  height 
Pair,  Here  comes  Thersites. 
Enter  Thersites. 

Achil.  How  now,  thou  core  of  envy .? 

Thou  crusty  batch  of  nature,  what's  the  news .? 

Ther.  Why,  thou  picture  of  what  thou  seemest, 
and  idol  of  idiot-worshippers,  here's  a  letter  for  thee. 

AchiL  From  whence,  fragment.' 

Ther.  Why,  thou  full  dish  of  fool,  from  Troy. 

Patr.  Who  keeps  the  tent  now  .' 

Ther.  The  surgeon's  box,  or  the  patient's  wound. 

Patr.  Well  said.  Adversity!'  and  what  need  these 
tricks.? 

Ther.  Pr'ythec  be  silent,  boy ;  I  profit  not  by 
thy  talk :  thou  art  thought  to  be  Achilles'  male 
▼ariet. 

Pair.  Male  varlet,  you  rogue !  what's  that .? 

Ther.  Why,  his  masculine  whore.  Now  the  rot- 
ten diseases  of  the  south,  the  guts-griping,  rup- 
tures, catarrhs,  loads  o'gravel  i'the  back,  lethargies, 
cold  palsies,  raw  eyes,  dirt-rotten  livers,  wheezing 
lung^,  bladders  full  of  imposthume,  sciaticas,  lime- 
kilns i'the  palm,  incurable  bone-ache,  and  the  ri^*^!- 
led  fee-simple  of  the  tetter,  take  and  take  again 
luch  preposterous  discoveries ! 

Patr.  Why,  thou  damnable  box  of  envy,  thou, 
what  meanest  thou  to  curse  thus .? 

Ther.  Do  I  curse  thee  > 

Pair.  Why,  no,  you  ruinous  butt;  you  whoreson 
ndistinguishable  cur,  no. 

(1)  Feast.     (2)  Small  drums.     (3)  Contrariety. 
(4)  Coarse,  unwrought.         (5)  Harlots. 


Ther.  No .'  why  art  thou  then  exasperate,  thoa 
idle  immaterial  skein  of  sleive^  silk,  thou  green  sar- 
cenet flap  for  a  sore  eye,  thou  tassel  of  a  prodigal's 
purse,  thou .'  Ah,  how  the  poor  worid  is  pestered 
with  such  water-flies ;  diminutives  of  nature .' 

Pair.  Out,  gall! 

Ther.  Finch-egg! 

Achil.  My  SH-eet  Patroclus,  I  am  thwarted  quite 
From  my  great  purpose  in  to-morrow's  batde. 
Here  is  a  letter  irom  queen  Hecuba  ; 
A  token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  love ; 
Both  taxing  me,  and  gaging  me  to  keep 
An  oath  that  I  have  Iwom.     I  will  not  break  it : 
Fall,  Greeks ;  fail,  fame ;  honour,  or  go,  or  stay; 

My  major  vow  lies  here,  this  I'll  obey. 

Come,  come,  Thersites,  help  to  trim  my  tent : 
This  night  in  banqueting  must  all  be  spent 
Awav,  Patroclus.  [Exeunt  Achil.  and  Patr. 

Tner.  With  too  much  blood,  and  too  little  brain, 
these  two  may  run  mad ;  but  if  with  too  much 
brain,  and  too  little  blood,  they  do,  I'll  be  a  curer 
of  madmen.  Here's  Agamemnon, — an  honest  fel- 
low enough,  and  one  that  Imes  quails  ;<  but  he  hai 
not  so  much  brain  as  ear-wax :  And  the  goodly 
transformation  of  Jupiter  there,  his  brother,  the 
bull, — the  primitive  statue,  and  oblique  memorial 
of  cuckolds  ;fi  a  thrifty  shoeing-hom  in  a  chain, 
hanging  at  his  brother's  leg, — to  what  form,  bat 
that  he  is,  should  wit  larded  with  malice,  and  nia- 
lice  forced^  with  wit,  turn  him  to .'  To  an  ass,  were 
nothing ;  he  is  both  ass  and  ox :  to  an  ox,  were 
nothing ;  he  is  both  ox  and  ass.  To  be  a  doe,  a 
mule,  a  cat,  a  fitchew,^  a  toad,  a  lizard,  an  owl,  a 
puttock,  or  a  herring  without  a  roe,  I  would  not 
care :  but  to  be  Menelaus, — 1  would  conspire  against 
destiny.  Ask  me  not  what  I  would  be,  if  I  were  not 
Thersites ;  for  I  care  not  to  be  the  louse  of  a  laiar,' 
so  I  were  not  Menelaus. — Hey  day  !. spirits  and 
fires! 

Enter  Hector,  Troilus,  Ajax,  Agamemnon,  Ulysses, 
Nestor,  Menelaus,  and  Diomed,  with  lights. 

Agam.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 
Ajax.  No,  yonder  'tis; 

There,  where  we  see  the  lights. 

Hect.  I  trouble  you.  ' 

Ajax.  No,  not  a  whit 

IJlyss.  Here  comes  himself  to  guide  yoa. 

Enter  Achilles. 

Achil.  Welcome,  brave  Hector;  welcome, prin- 
ces all. 

Agam.  So  now,  fair  prince  of  Troy,  I  bid  good 
night 
Ajax  commands  the  guard  to  tend  on  you. 

Hect.  Thanks,  ana  good  night,  to  the  Greeks* 
general. 

Men.  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Hect.  Good  night,  sweet  Menelaus. 

Ther.  Sweet  draught :io  Sweet, quoth  'a!  sweet 
sink,  sweet  sewer. 

Achil.  Good  night. 
And  welcome,  both  to  those  that  go,  or  tarry. 

Agam.  Good  night.        [Exe.  Agam.  and  Men. 

Achil.  Old  Nestor  tarries;  and  you  too,  Diomed, 
Keep  Hector  company  an  hour  or  two. 

Dio.  I  cannot,  lord  ;  I  have  important  business 
The  tide  whereof    is  now. — Good  night,  great 
Hector. 

Hect.  Give  me  your  hand. 

Ulyss.  Follow  his  torch,  he  goei 

(6)  Menelaus.       (7)  Stuffed.        (8)  PblecAt 
(9)  A  diseased  beggar.       (10)  Privy. 
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To  Calchas*  tent;  PIl  keep  you  company. 

[Aside  to  TroUoa. 

Tro.  Sweet  air,  you  honour  me. 

Uect  And  so  good  ni^ht 

[ExiiJXomed]  Ulyis.  and  Tro. /oUowmg. 

AcfaL  Come,  come,  enter  my  tent. 

[Exeunt  Achilles,  Hector,  Ajax,  and  Nestor. 

Trier.  That  same  Diomed's  a  &Ue-hearted  rogue, 
a  most  unjust  knave;  I  will  no  more  trust  him 
when  he  leers,  than  2  will  a  serpent  when  he  hisses : 
he  will  spend  his  mouth,  and  promise,  like  Brabler 
the  hound;  but  when  he  performs,  astronomers 
foretell  it ;  it  is  prodigious,^  there  will  come  some 
change ;  the  sun  borrows  of  the  moon,  when  Dio- 
med  keeps  his  word.  I  will  rather  leave  to  see 
Hector,  tnan  not  to  dog  him :  they  say,  he  keeps  a 
Trojan  drab,  and  uses  the  traitor  Calchas*  tent : 
m  after. — Nothing  but  lecheiy!  all  incontinent 
rariets !  [Exit. 

SCEJ^E  II.—The  tame.    Before  Calchaa'  tent 
Enter  Diomedes. 

Dio.  What,  are  you  up  here,  ho  ?  speak. 
Cal.  [Within.]  Who  calls .? 
Dio.  bioroed. — Calchas,Ithink. — ^Where's  your 
daughter? 
CaL  [JVithin.]  She  comes  to  you. 

Enter  Troilus  and  Ulyaoes,  at  a  distance ;  after 
M«m  Thersites. 

Ulyss.  Stand  where  the  torch  may  not  discover  us. 

Enter  Cressida. 

Tro.  Cressid  come  forth  to  him ! 

Dio.  How  now,  my  chaige  ? 

Cres.  Now,  my  sweet  guardian ! — Hark !  a  word 

w  i  th  you.  [  Whispers. 

Tro.  Yea,  so  familiar. 
Ulyss.  She  will  sing  any  man  at  first  sight 
Ther.  And  any  man  may  sing  her,  if  he  can  take 
her  cliff  ;3  she's  noted. 
Dio.  Will  you  remember  ^ 
Cres.  Remember.^  ves. 

Dio.  I^ay,  but  do  then ; 

And  let  your  mind  be  coupled  with  your  words. 
Tro.  VVhat  should  she  remember? 
Ulyss.  List! 
Ores.  Sweet  honey  Greek,  tempt  me  no  more  to 

folly. 
TJur.  Rogucij! 
Dio.  Nay,  then, — 

Cres.  ril  tell  you  what : 

Dio.  Fho !  pho !  come,  tell  a  pin :  You  are  for- 
sworn.— 
Cres.  In  faith,  I  cannot :    What  would  you  have 

me  do? 
Tlur.  A  juggling  trick,  to  be — secretly  open. 
Dio.  What  did  you  swear  you  would  bestow  on 

me? 
Cres.  I  pr*ythee,  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath ; 
^id  me  do  any  thing  but  that,  sweet  Greek. 
Dio.  Good  night. 
Tro.  Hold,  patience ! 

Ulyss.  How  now,  Trojan? 

Cres.  l^iomed, 

Dio.  No,  no,  good  night :  Pll  be  your  fool  no 

morp.. 
Tro.  Thy  better  must. 

Cres.  Hark !  one  word  in  your  ear. 

Tro.  Oplague  and  madness ! 
Ulyss.   I  ou  are  mov'd,  prince ;  let  us  depart,  I 

pray  you, 


ri)  Portentous,  ominous. 


(2)  Key. 


Lest  your  displeasure  should  enlarge  itself 
To  wrathful  terms :  this  place  is  duigerous ; 
The  time  right  deadly ;  1  beseech  you,  go. 

Tro.  Behold,  1  pray  you ! 

C//vM.  Now,  good  my  lord,  go  off: 

You  flow  to  great  destruction ;  come,  my  lord. 

Tro.  I  pr'ythee,  stay. 

Ulyu.  You  have  not  patience ;  come. 

Tro.  I  pray  you,  stay ;  by  hell,  and  all  bell*s 
torments, 
I  will  not  speak  a  word. 

Dio.  And  so,  good  night 

Cres,  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger. 

Tro.  Doth  that  grieve  thee  ? 

0  withered  truth ! 

Ulyss,  Why,  how  now,  lord  ? 

Tro.  By  Jcfve, 

1  will  be  patient 

Cres.  Guardian ! — ^why,  Greek ! 

Dio.  Pho,  pho !  adieu ;  you  palter.' 

Crts.  In  faith,  I  do  not ;  come  hither  once  again. 

Ulyss.  You  shake,  my  lord,  at  something ;  will 
you  eo? 
You  will  break  out 

Tro.  She  strokes  his  cheek ! 

Ulyss.  Come,  come. 

Tro.  Nay,  stay ;  by  Jove,  I  will  not  speak  a 
word: 
There  is  between  my  will  and  all  ofiences, 
A  guard  of  patience :— stay  a  little  while. 

Ther.  How  the  devil  luxuij,  with  his  fat  rump 
and  potatoe  finger,  tickles  these  together !  Fiy, 
lechery,  fry ! 

Dio.  But  will  you  then? 

Cres.  In  faith,  I  will,  la ;  nerer  trust  roe  else. 

Dio.  Give  me  some  token  for  the  surety  of  it 

Cres.  ril  fetch  you  one.  [Exit. 

Ulyss.  You  have  sworn  patience. 

Tro.  Fear  me  not,  my  lord 

I  will  not  be  myself,  nor  have  cognition* 
Of  what  I  feel;  I  am  all  patience. 

Re-enter  Cressida. 

Ther.  Now  the  pledge ;  now,  now,  now ! 

Cres.  Here,  Diomed,  keep  this  sleeve. 

Tro.  O  beauty !  where's  thy  faith? 

Ulyss.  My  lord, 

Tro.  I  will  be  natient ;  outwardly  I  will. 

Cres.    You  loolc  upon  that  sleeve;  Behold  it 
well.— 
He  loved  me — O  false  wench ! — Give't  me  again. 

Dio.  Whowa«*t? 

Cres.  No  matter,  now  I  have*t  again. 

I  will  not  meet  with  you  to-morrow  night: 
I  pr*vthee,  Diomed,  visit  me  no  more. 

Ther.  Now  she  sharpens; — Well  said,  whetstone. 

Dio.  I  ^all  have  it 

Cres.  What,  this  ? 

Dio.  Ay,  that 

Cres.  O,  all  you  gods !— O  pretty,  pretty  pledge! 
Thy  master  now  lies  thinking  in  his  Ixd 
Of  thee,  and  me ;  and  sighs,  and  takes  my  glove, 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  kisses  to  it, 
As  1  kiss  thee. — Nay,  do  not  snatch  it  from  me ; 
He,  that  takes  that,  must  take  my  heart  withaL 

Dio.  I  had  your  heart  before,  this  follows  it. 

Tro.  I  did  swear  patience. 

Cres.  You  shall  not  have  it,  Diomed ;  *faith  yoa 
shall  not ; 
ril  give  vou  wmething  else. 

Dio.  I  will  have  thu ;  Whose  was  it  ? 

Cres.  'Tis  no  mattes 

(3)  Shuflk  (4)  Knowledge. 
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Dio.  Come,  tell  me  whose  it  wae. 

Cres.  *Twa9  one^s  that  loved  me  better  than  you 
|vill. 
But,  now  you  have  it,  take  it. 

Dio.  Whose  wa«  it  ? 

Cres.  By  all  Diana*s  waiting-women  yoDder,^ 
And  by  herself,  I  will  not  tell  you  whose. 

Dio.  To-morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  helm ; 
And  ^eve  his  spirit  that  dares  not  challenge  it 

Tro.  Wert  thou  the  devil,  and  wor'st  it  oq  thy 
horn. 
It  should  be  challeng'd. 

Cres.  Well,  well,  'tis  done,  'tis  past ; — And  yet 
it  is  not ; 
L  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio.  Why  then,  &rewell ; 

Thou  never  shalt  mock  Diomed  again. 

Cres.  You  shall  not  go : — One  cannot  speak  a 
word, 
But  it  straight  starts  you. 

Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling. 

Ther.  Nor  I,  by  Pluto:  but  that  that  likes  not 
you,  pleases  me  best 

Dw.  What,  shall  I  come  f  the  hour  ? 

Cres.  Ay,  come  : — 0  Jove!— 

Do  come : — I  shall  be  plagu^dL 

Dio.  Farewell  till  then. 

Cres.  Good  night    I  pr'ythee,  come. — 

[Exit  Dioroedes. 
Troilus,  farewell !  one  eye  yet  looks  on  thee ; 
But  with  my  heart  the  other  e^e  doth  see. 
Ah  !  poor  our  sex  !  this  fault  in  us  I  find, 
The  error  of  our  eye  directs  our  mind  : 
What  error  leads,  must  err ;  O  then  conclude, 
M  ads,  sway'd  by  eyes,  are  full  of  turpitude. 

[Exit  Cressida. 

Ther.  A  proof  of  strength  ^e  could  not  publish 
more. 
Unless  she  said.  My  mind  is  now  tum*d  whore. 

Ulyss.  All's  done,  mr  lord. 

Tro.  It  is. 

Ulyss.  Why  stay  we  then  ? 

Tro.  To  make  a  recordation^  to  my  soul 
Of  every  sjllable  that  here  was  spoke. 
But,  if  I  tell  how  these  two  did  co-act. 
Shall  I  not  lie  in  publishing  a  truth  .^ 
Sith^  yet  there  is  a  credence^  in  my  heart, 
As  esperance*  so  obstinately  strong. 
That  doth  invert  the  attest*  of  eyes  and  ears ; 
As  if  those  organs  had  deceptions  functions. 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  Cressid  here  ? 

Ulyss.  1  cannot  conjure,  Trojan. 

Tro.  She  was  not,  sure. 

Ulyss.  Most  sure  she  was. 

Tro.    Why,  my  negation?  hath  no  taste  of  mad- 
ness. 

Ulyss.  Nor  mine,  my  lord:  Cressid  was  here  but 
now. 

Tro.  Let  it  not  be  believ'd  for^  womanhood  I 
Think,  we  had  mothers ;  do  not  give  advantage 
To  stubborn  critics^ — apt,  without  a  theme. 
For  depravation, — to  square  the  general  sex 
Bj  Cressid's  rule :  rather  think  this  not  Cressid. 

Ulyss.  What  hath  she  done,  prince,  that  can  soil 
our  mothers  ? 

Tro.  Nothing  at  all,  unless  that  this  were  she. 

Ther.  Will  he  swagger  himself  out  on^sown  eves.^ 

Tro.  This  she?  no,  thisis  Diomed's  Cressioa: 
If  beauty  have  a  soul,  this  is  not  she ; 

(1)  The  stars.      (2)  Remembrance.     (3)  Since. 
(4)  Beliet         (5)  Hoi)e.         (6]  Testimony. 
(7)  Denial      ^8;  For  tne  sake  ot     (9)  Cynics. 


If  souls  guide  vows,  if  vows  be  sanctimony, 
If  sanctimony  be  the  gods'  delight. 
If  there  be  rule  in  unity  itself. 
This  was  not  she.     O  madness  of  discourse. 
That  cause  sets  up  with  and  against  itself! 
Bi-fold  authority  I  where  reason  can  revolt 
Without  perdition,  and  loss  assume  all  reason 
Without  revolt ;  this  is,  and  is  not,  Cressid ! 
Within  my  soul  there  doth  commence  a  fight 
Of  this  strange  nature,  that  a  thing  inseparate 
Divides  more  wider  than  the  sky  and  earth ; 
And  ^et  the  spacicnis  breadth  of  this  division 
Admits  no  orince  for  a  point,  as  subtle 
As  is  Arachne's  broken  woof,  to  enter. 
Instance,  O  instance !  strong  as  Pluto's  gates ; 
Cressid  is  mine,  tied  with  the  bonds  of  heaven : 
Instance,  O  instance  !  strong  as  heaven  itself; 
The  bonds  of  heaven  are  slipp'd,  dissolv'd,  and 

loos'd; 
And  with  another  knot,  five-finger^tied. 
The  fractions  of  her  faith,  orts  of  her  love. 
The  fragments,  scraps,  the  bits,  and  greasy  rcliquei 
Of  her  o'ereaten  faith,  are  bound  to  Diomed. 

Ulyss.  May  worthy  Troilus  be  half  attached 
With  that  which  here  his  passion  doth  express.' 

Tro.  Ay, Greek;  and  that  shall  be  divulged  well. 
In  characters  as  red  as  Mars  his  heart 
Inflam'd  with  Venus :  never  did  young  man  fancy* 
With  so  eternal  and  so  fix'd  a  soul. 
Hark,  Greek ; — As  much  as  I  do  Cressid  love, 
So  much  by  weight  hate  I  her  Diomed : 
That  sleeve  is  mine,  that  he'll  bear  on  his  helm ; 
Were  it  a  casque"  compos'd  by  Vulcan's  skill, 
Mv  sword  should  bite  it :  not  the  dreadful  spout. 
Which  shipmen  do  the  hurncano  call, 
Constring'd'^  in  mass  by  the  almighty  sun. 
Shall  dizzy  with  more  clamour  Neptune's  ear 
In  his  descent,  than  shall  mj  prompted  sword 
Falling  on  Diomed. 

Ther.  He'll  tickle  it  for  his  concupv." 

7ro.  O  Cressid!  O  false  Cressid  (  false,  foln, 
false! 
Let  all  untruths  stand  by  thy  stained  name. 
And  theyMl  seem  glorious. 

Ulyss.  O,  contain  younelf ; 

Your  passion  draws  ears  hither. 

Enter  JEaeu. 

^ne.  I  have  been  seeking  you  this  hour, my  lord : 
Hector,  by  this,  is  arming  him  in  Troy ; 
Ajax,  your  guard,  stays  to  conduct  you  home. 

Tro.  Have  with  you,  prince : — My  courteous  kxtl, 
adieu : 
Farewell,  revolted  fair ! — and,  Diomed, 
Stand  fast,  and  wear  a  casde  on  thy  head ! 

Ulyss.  I'll  bring  you  to  the  gates. 

Tro.  Accept  distracted  thanks. 

\ Exeunt  Troilus,  £neas,an(2  Ulysees. 

Titer.  'Would,  I  could  meet  that  rogue  Diomed ! 
I  would  croak  like  a  raven ;  I  would  Uxle,  I  would 
bode.  Patroclus  will  give  me  any  thin^  for  tbe 
intelligence  of  this  whore:  the  parrot  will  not  do 
more  for  an  almond,  than  he  for  a  commodioot 
drab.  Lechery,  lechery ;  still,  wars  and  lecbenr ; 
nothing  else  holds  fashion :  A  burning  devil  take 
them !  [Exit 

SCEJ^E  ///.—Troy.      B^ore  Priam's  pahu*. 
Enter  Hector  and  Andromache. 

And.  When  was  my  lord  so  much  ungentljr  tem 
per'd, 

(10)  Love.  (11)  Helmet 

(12)  Compressed.        (13)  Concupiscence. 
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To  stop  his  ears  against  admonishment? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  not  fight  to-da^. 

Hect.  You  train  me  to  offend  you ;  get  you  in : 
By  all  the  everlasting  gods,  Til  go. 

^tuL  My  dreaips  will,  sure,  prove  ominous  to 
the  day. 

Hect.  No  more,  I  say. 

ErUer  Cassandra. 

Cos.  WTiere  is  my  brother  Hector  ? 

And.  Here,  sister ;  arm*d,  and  bloody  in  intent : 
Consort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  petition. 
Pursue  we  him  on  knees ;  for  I  have  dream'd 
Of  bloody  turbulence,  and  this  whole  night 
Hath   nothing   been  but  shapes   and   forms  of 
slaughter. 

Cos.  O,  it  is  true. 

Hect.  Ho !  bid  my  trumpet  sound  ! 

Cos.  No  notes  of  sally,  for  tlie  heavens,  sweet 
brother. 

Hect.  Begone,  I  say :  the  gods  have  heard  me 
swear. 

Oi5.  The  eods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peevish^  vows ; 
They  are  polluted  offerings,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  spotted  liver  in  the  sacrifice. 

AruL  O I  be  persuaded  :  Do  not  count  it  holy 
To  hurt  by  beine;  just :  it  is  as  lawful. 
For  we  would  give  much,  to  use  violent  thefts, 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 

Cat.  It  is  the  purpose  that  makes  strong  the  vow 
But  vows,  to  every  purpose,  must  not  hold : 
Unann,  sweet  Hector. 

Hect.  Hold  you  still,  I  say ; 

Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  fate  : 
Life  every  man  holds  dear ;  but  the  dear  man 
Holds  honour  far  more  precious  deai^  than  life. — 

Enter  Troilus. 

How  DOW,  young  man  ?  mean*st  thou  to  fight  to- 
day? 

And.  Cassandra,  call  my  father  to  persuade. 

[Exit  Cassandra. 

Hect  No,  'faith,  young  Troilus ;  doff2  thy  har- 
ness, youth, 
I  am  to-day  i'tbe  vein  of  chivalry  : 
Let  grow  thy  sinews  till  their  knots  be  strong,  ^ 
And  tempt  not  yet  the  brushes  of  the  war. 
Unarm  thee,  fo ;  and  doubt  thou  not,  brave  boy, 
ni  stand,  to-day,  for  thee,  and  me,  and  Troy. 

Tro.  Brother,  you  have  a  vice  of  mercy  in  you, 
Which  better  fits  a  lion,  than  a  man. 

Hect.  What  vice  is  that,  good  Troilus?  chide 
roe  for  it 

Tro.  When  many  tiroes  the  captive  Grecians  &11, 
Even  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  dword. 
You  bid  them  rise,  and  live. 

Hect.  O,  'tis  fair  play. 

Tro.  Fool's  play,  by  heaven.  Hector. 

Hect.  How  now  ?  how  now  ? 

Tro.  For  the  love  of  all  the  gods. 

Let's  leave  the  hermit  Pity  with  our  mother ; 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  on. 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  swords ; 
Spur  them  to  ruthfuH  work,  rein  them  from  ruth.* 

Hect.  Fie,  savagd,  fie ! 

Tro.  Hector,  then  'tis  wars. 

Hect.  Troilus,  I  would  not  have  you  fight  to-day. 

Tro.  Who  should  withhold  me  ? 
Not  fate,  obedience,  nor  the  hand  of  Mars 
Beckoning  with  fiery  truncheon  my  retire; 
Not  Priaraus  and  Hecuba  on  knees, 
'fbeir  eyes  o'ergalled  with  recourse  of  tears ; 


(1)  FooU^ 

VOL.  II. 


(2)  Valuable.        (3)  Put  off 


Nor  you,  my  brother,  with  your  true  sword  drawn, 
Oppos'd  to  hinder  me,  should  stop  my  way. 
But  by  my  ruin. 

Re-enter  Cassandra,  vnth  Priam. 

Cat.  Lay  hold  upon  him,  Priam,  hold  him  fast : 
He  is  thy  crutch ;  now,  if  thou  lose  thy  stay. 
Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee. 
Fail  all  together. 

PrL  Con»e,  Hector,  come,  go  back : 

Thy  wife  hath  dream'd ;  thy  mother  hath  had 

visions ; 
CassEindra  doth  foresee ;  and  I  myself 
Am  like  a  prophet  suddenly  enrapt. 
To  tell  thee — that  this  day  is  ominous : 
Therefore,  come  bacL 

Hect.  £neas  is  afield ; 

And  I  do  stand  engag'd  to  many  Greeks, 
Even  in  the  faith  of  valour,  to  appear 
This  morning  to  them. 

Pri.  But  thou  shalt  not  ga 

Hect.  I  must  not  break  mv  faith. 
You  know  me  dutiful ;  thereiore,  dear  sir. 
Let  me  not  shame  respect ;  but  give  me  leave 
To  take  that  course  by  your  comment  and  voice. 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me,  royal  PrianL 

C<is.  O  Priam,  yield  not  to  him. 

And.  Do  not,  dear  father. 

Hect.  Andromache,  I  am  dfended  with  you : 
Upon  the  love  you  bear  me,  get  you  in. 

[Exit  Andromache. 

Tro.  This  foolish,  dreaming,  superstitious  girl. 
Makes  all  these  bodements.  ' 

Cm.  O  farewell,  dear  Hector. 

Look,  how  thou  diest!  look,  how  thy  eye  turns 

pale! 
Look,  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  at  many  vents ! 
Hark,  how  Troy  roars !  how  Hecuba  cries  out ! 
How  poor  Andromache  shrills  her  dolours  forth ! 
Behold,  destruction,  freniy,  and  amazement, 
Like  witless  antics,  one  another  meet. 
And  all  cry — Hector !  Hector's  dead!  O  Hector! 

Tro.  Away! — Away! 

Cos.  Farewell. — Yet,  soft : — Hector,  I  take  my 
leave : 
Thou  dost  thyself  and  all  our  Troy  deceive.  [Ex, 

Hect  You  are  amaz'd,my  liege, at  her  exclaim: 
Go  in,  and  cheer  the  town :  weMI  forth,  and  fight; 
Do  deeds  worth  praise,  and  tell  you  them  at  night 

Pri.  Farewell :  the  gods  with  safety  stand  aboul 

thee! 
[Exeunt  severally  Priam  and  Hector.  Alarums 

Tro.  lliey  are  at  it;  hark !  Proud  Diomed,  be 
lieve, 
I  come  to  lose  my  arm,  or  win  my  sleeve. 

As  Troilus  is  going  out^  enter,  from  the  other 
side,  Pandarus. 

Pan,  Do  you  hear,  my  lord  ?  do  you  hear  ? 

Tro.  What  now? 

Pan.  Here's  a  letter  from  yon'  poor  girl. 

Tro.  Let  me  read. 

Pan.  A  whoreson  ptisic,  a  whoreson  rascally 
ptisic  so  troubles  me,  and  the  foolish  fortune  of  this 
pri :  and  what  one  thing,  what  another,  that  I  shall 
leave  you  one  o'thesc  days :  And  I  have  a  rheum 
in  mine  eyes  too ;  and  such  an  ache  in  my  bones, 
that,  unless  a  man  were  cursed,  I  cannot  tell  what 
to  think  on't — What  says  she  there  ? 

Tro.  Words,  words,  mere  words,  no  matter  from 
the  heart ;  [  Tearing  the  letter. 

The  effect  doth  operate  another  way. — 


(4)  Rueful,  woful. 


(5)  Meicy. 
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Go,  wind,  to  wind,  there  turn  and  change  to- 

f;eAher. — 
Mv  love  with  words  and  errors  still  she  feeds ; 
But  edifies  another  with  her  deeds.  [Exe.  ttvtroUy. 

SCEJSTE  IT— Between  Troy  and  the  Grecian 
camp.  Alarums:  Exeursiont.  £n(ffr Thenrites. 

Ther.  Now  thev  are  clapper-clawing  one  another; 
I'll  go  look  on.  That  diMembling  abominable  var^ 
let,  Diorocd,  has  got  that  same  8cur\7  doting  fool- 
ish joung  knave's  sleeve  of  Trov  there,  in  his  helm : 
I  would  fain  see  them  meet ;  that  that  same  y<Hing 
Trojan  ass,  that  loves  the  whore  there,  might  send 
that  Greckish  whoremaster  villain,  with  the  sleeve, 
back  to  the  dissembling  luxurious  drab,  oo  a  sleeve- 
less errand.  O'the  other  side,  The  policy  of  those 
crafty  swearing  rascals,— that  stale  old  nKxise-eaten 
dry  cheese,  Nestor ;  and  that  same  dog-fox,  Ulys- 
ses,—is  not  proved  worth  a  blackberry : — They  set 
me  up,  in  policy,  that  mongrel  cur,  Ajax,  against 
that  dog  of  as  bad  a  kind,  Achilles  :  and  now  is 
the  cur  Ajax  prouder  than  the  cur  Achilles,  and 
will  not  arm  to-day :  whereupon  the  Grecians  be- 
gin to  proclaim  barbarism,  and  policy  grows  into 
an  ill  opinion.  Soft !  here  come  sleeve,  and  t'other. 
Enter  Diomedes,  Troilus  following. 

Tro.  Fly  not ;  for,  should'st  thou  take  the  river 
St/x, 
I  would  swun  after. 

Dio.  Thou  dost  miscall  retire  : 

I  do  not  fly ;  but  advantageous  care 
Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude : 
Have  at  thee ! 

Ther.  Hold  thy  whore,  Grecian  ! — now  for  thy 

whore,  Trojan  ! — now  the  sleeve,  now  the  sleeve ! 

[Exeunt  Troilus  and  Diomedes,  Jighting. 

Enter  Hector. 

Hect.  What  art  thou,  Greek  .>  art  thou  for  Hec- 
tor's match  ^ 
Art  thou  of  blood,  and  honour  } 

Ther.  No,  no : — I  am  a  rascal ;  a  scurvy  railing 
knave ;  a  ven'  filthy  n^c. 

Hect.  I  do'  believe  thee ;— live.  [Exit. 

Ther.  God-a-mercy,  that  thou  wilt  believe  me ; 
But  a  plague  break  thy  neck,  for  frighting  me  ! 
What's  bet  ome  of  the  wenching  rogues  ^  I  think, 
they  have  swallowed  one  another :  I  would  laugh 
at  that  miracle.  Yet,  in  a  sort,  lechery  eats  itself 
I'll  seek  them.  [Exit. 

SCEJ^E  r.— The  same.     Enter  Diomedes  and  a 
Servant. 

Dio.  Go,  go,  my  servant,  take  thou  Troilus'  horse ; 
Present  the  fair  steed  to  my  lady  Cressid  : 
Fellow,  commend  my  service  to  her  beauty ; 
Tell  her,  I  have  chastis'd  the  amorous  Trojan, 
And  am  her  knight  by  proof. 

Serv.  I  go,  my  lord. 

[Exit  Servant, 
Enter  Agamemnon. 

Agam.  Renew,  rrnew  !  The  fierce  Polydamus 
Hath  beat  down  Menon:  bastard  Margarelon 
Hath  Doreus  priwiier ; 
And  stands  colossus-wise,  waving  his  beam,^ 
Upon  the  pashed2  corses  of  the  kings 
Epistrophus  and  Odius :  Polixenes  is  slain ; 
Amphimachus,  and  Thoas,  deadly  hurt ; 
Patroclus  ta'en,  or  slain ;  and  Pafamedcs 
Sore  hurt  and  bruised  :  the  dreadful  Sagittaiy 


(1)  Lance. 

(3)  Shool  o£  fish. 


(2)  Bruised,  crushed. 
(4)  Killer. 


Appals  our  numbers ;  haste  we,  Dioroed, 
To  reinforcement,  or  we  perish  alL 

Ejnier  Nestor. 

J^est.  Go,  bear  Patroclus'  body  to  Acfaillet, 
And  bid  the  snail-pnc'd  Ajax  arm  for  shame. — 
There  is  a  thousand  Hectors  in  the  field : 
Now  here  he  fights  oo  Galathe  his  horse. 
And  there  lacks  work  ;  anon,  he's  there  afoot. 
And  there  they  fly,  or  die,  like  scaled  sculls* 
Before  the  belching  whale ;  then  is  he  yonder, 
And  there  the  strawy  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  ^dge* 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  mower's  swwi : 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  he  leaves,  and  taket. 
Dexterity  so  obeying  appetite. 
That  what  he  will,  he  does ;  and  does  to  much. 
That  proof  is  call'd  impoasibiUty. 

Enter  LHysses. 

Utyst.   O,   courage,   courage,  princes!   great 
Achilles 
Is  arming,  weeping,  cursing,  vowing  vengeance: 
Patroclus'  wounds  have  rous'd  his  drowsy  blood. 
Together  with  his  mangled  Mynnidons, 
That  noseless,  handless,  hack'd  and  chipp'd,  come 

to  him, 
Crjing  on  Hector.     Ajax  hath  lost  a  friend. 
And  foams  at  mouth,  and  he  is  arm'd,  and  at  it. 
Roaring  for  Troilus ;  who  hath  done  to^jr 
Mad  and  fantastic  execution  ; 
En^:aging  and  redeeming  of  himself. 
With  such  a  careless  force,  and  forceless  care, 
As  if  that  luck,  in  very  spite  of  cimning, 
Bade  him  win  aU. 

Enter  Ajax 

Jljax.  Troilus !  thou  coward  Troilus !     [Exit 
Dio.  Ayt  there,  therti 

JS''est.  So,  so,  we  draw  together. 

Enter  Achilles. 

Achil.  WTiere  is  this  Hector? 

Come,  come,  thou  boy-qucller,<  show  thy  face ; 
Know  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry. 
Hector !  where's  Hector.'  I  will  none  but  Hector. 

[ElxetmL 

SCEJ^E  n.— Another  part  qf  the  JUld,    Enter 

Ajax. 

Ajax.  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus,  show  tfij 
head .' 

Enter  Dicvnedes. 
Dio.  Troilus,  I  say  !  where's  Troilus.' 
Ajax.  '  What  would'st  thou? 

I)io.  I  would  correct  him. 
Ajax.  Were  I  the  general,  th<Mi  should'st  havs 
my  office, 
Ere  that  correction : — Troilus,  I  say  I  what,  Troilos! 

Enter  Troilus. 

Tro.  O  traitor  Diomed ! — turn  thy  fi&lse  face,  thoD 
traitor, 
And  pay  thy  life  thou  ow'st  me  for  my  horse ! 
Dio.  Ha !  art  tliou  there  ? 
Ajax.  V\\  fight  ivith  him  alone :  stand,  Diomed. 
Dio.  He  is  my  prize,  I  will  not  look  upon.* 
Tro.  Come  botn,you  cogginp;*  Greeks ;  have  «l 
you  both.  [Exeunt^/ight^. 

Enter  Hector. 
Hect.  Yea, Troilus.'  O, well  fought,  my youngvflt 

brother. 


(5)  Not  be  a  looker-on. 


(6)  Lying. 
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Enter  Achilles. 

AchU.  Now  do  I  see  thee :  Ha !— Have  at  thee, 
Hector. 

Hect.  Pause,  if  thou  wilt 

Achil.  I  do  disdain  thy  courtesy,  proud  Trojan. 
Be  happy,  that  mv  arms  are  out  of  use  : 
My  rest  and  negligence  befriend  thee  now, 
But  thou  anon  shalt  hear  of  me  again; 
Till  when,  go  seek  thy  fortune.  [Exit. 

Hect.  Fare  thee  well : — 

I  would  have  been  much  more  a  fres'her  man, 
Had  I  expected  thee. — How  now,  my  brother.^ 

Re-enter  Troilus. 

Tro.  Ajax  hath  ta'en  ^neas;   Shall  it  be.^ 
No,  by  the  tlame  of  yonder  glorious  heaven, 
He  shall  not  carry'  him  ;  Pllbe  taken  too. 
Or  bring  him  oti': — Fate,  hear  me  what  I  say ! 
I  reck^  not  though  I  end  my  life  to-day.        [Elxit. 

Enter  one  in  sumptuofus  armonr. 

Hect.    Stand,  stand,  thou  Greek;  thou  art  a 
goodly  mark : — 
No?  wilt  thou  not? — I  like  thy  armour  well; 
I'll  frusW  it,  and  unlock  the  rivets  all. 
But  ini  be  master  of  it:— Wilt  thou  not,  beast, 

abide  ? 
Why  then,  fly  on,  Pll  hunt  thee  for  thy  hide. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  FU.— The  same.    £nfer  Achilles,  wiYA 
Myrmidons. 

^ Achil  Come  here  about  me,  you  my  Myrmidons ; 
Mark  what  I  say. — Attend  me  where  I  wheel : 
Strike  not  a  stroke,  but  keep  vourselyes  in  breath ; 
And  when  1  have  the  blootly  iHector  found, 
Emnnle  him  with  your  weapons  round  about; 
In  fellest  manner  execute^  your  arms. 
Folkm-  mo,  sirs,  and  my  proceedings  eve : 
It  is  decreed — Hector  the  great  must  oie.      [Exe. 

SCEJ^''E  VI 11. —The  same.      Enter  Menelaus 
and  V2ir\»^  Jighting:  then  Thersites. 

Ther.  The  cuckold  and  the  cuckold-maker  are 
at  it:  Now,  bull!  now,  dog!  *Loo,  Paris,  Moo! 
now  my  double-henned  sparrow  !  'Loo,  Paris,  'loo ! 
The  bull  has  the  game : — 'ware  horns,  ho ! 

[Exeunt  Paris  and  Menelaus. 
Enter  Margarelon. 
JIfflr.  Turn,  slave,  and  fight 
Ther.  What  art  thou.? 
J^far.  A  bastard  son  of  Priam's. 
Titer.    I  am  a  bastard  too ;   I  love  bastards :  I 
am  a  bastard  Ix'got,  bastard  instructed,  bastard  in 
mind,  bastard  in  valour,  in  every  thing  il!c»ptimate. 
One   bear  will   not   bite   another,  and  wherefore 
•bould  one  bastard.'  Take  heed,  the  quarrel's  most 
ominous  to  us :   if  the  son  of  a  whore  fight  for  a 
%vhore,  he  tempts  judgment :  Farewell,  bastard. 
Jdar.   The  devil  take  thee,  coward  I     [Exeunt. 

^CEJSTE  IX.— Another  part  of  the  Jitld.  Enter 
Hector. 

_     fleet.  Most  putrified  core,  so  fair  without, 
"iliy  goodly  armour  thus  hath  cost  thy  life. 
•^o%r  is  my  day's  work  done ;  I'll  take  good  breath : 
S^est,  sword ;  thou  hast  thy  fill  of  blood  and  death ! 
[Puts  off  his  helmet^  and  hangs  his  shield 
behind  him. 

m  Prevail  over.         (2)  Care.         (3)  Burst. 
(4)  Employ.         (5)  Take  not  this  advantage. 
(6)  An  arbitrator  at  athletic  games. 
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Enter  Achilles  and  Myrmidon*. 

AchiL  Look,  Hector,  how  the  sun  begins  to  set ; 
How  ugly  night  comes  breathing  at  his  ncels : 
Even  with  the  veil  and  dark'ning  of  the  sun, 
To  close  the  day  up.  Hector's  life  is  done. 
Hect.  lamunami'd;  forego  this  vantage,*  Greek. 
Achil.  Strike,  fellows,  strike ;  this  is  the  man  I 
seek.  [Hector  J'alb. 

So,  Ilion,  fall  thou  next!  now,  Trov,  sink  down; 
Here  lies  thv  heart,  thy  sinews,  and  thv  bone. — 
On,  Myrmidons  ;  and  cry  you  all  amain, 
Achilles  hath  the  mighty  Hector  slain. 

[A  retreat  sounded. 
Hark  !  a  retreat  upon  our  Grecian  part. 
Myr.  The  Trojan  trumpets  sound  the  like,  my 

lord. 
Achil.  The  dragon  wing  of  night  o'crspreads  the 
earth. 
And,  stickler^  like,  the  armies  separates. 
My  half-supp'd  sword,  that  frankly^  would  have  fed, 
Pieas'd  with  this  dainty  bit,  thus  goes  to  bed. — 

[Sheaths  his  sword. 
Come,  tie  his  body  to  my  horse's  tail ; 
Along  the  field  I  will  the  Trojan  trail.     [Exeunt. 

SCEJS''E  X.—The  same.  Enter  Agamemnon, 
Ajax.  Menelaus,  Nestor,  Diomedcs,  and  others^ 
marching.     Shovts  within. 

A^am.  Hark  !  hark  !  what  shout  is  that  ? 

JSiest.  Peace,  drums. 

nVithin.}  Achilles ! 

Achilles  !  Hector's  slain  !  Achilles  ! 

Dio.  The  bruit^  is— Hector's  slain,  and  by  Achilles. 

Ajax.  If  it  be  so,  yet  bragless  let  it  be ; 
Great  Hector  was  as  good  a  man  as  he. 

Agam.  March  patiently  along  : — Let  one  be  sent 
To  pray  Achilles  see  us  at  our  tent. — 
If  in  his  death  the  gods  have  us  befriended. 
Great  Troy  is  ours,  and  our  sharp  ware  are  ended. 
[Exeunt^  marching. 

SCEJ^^E  XI.— Another  part  of  the  feld.  Enter 
.^neas  and  Trojans. 
^ne.  Stand,  ho !  yet  are  we  masters  of  the  field : 
Never  go  home ;  here  starve  we  out  the  night. 

Enter  Troilus, 

Tro.  Hector  is  slain. 

AIL  Hector  .'—the  god«i  forbid ! 

Tro.  He's  dead ;  and  at  the  murderer's  horse's 
tail. 
In  beastly  sort,  dragg'd  through  the  shomeful  field.— 
Frown  on,  you  heavens,  efTect  your  rajje  with  fpeed 
Sit,  gods,  upon  your  thrones,  and  smile  at  Troy  ! 
I  say,  at  once  let  your  brief  plairues  be  mercy. 
And  linger  not  our  sure  destrurtions  on  ! 

w5Bn*.  My  lord,  you  do  discomfort  all  the  host 

Tro.  You  understand  me  not,  that  tell  me  so  : 
I  do  not  speak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  death ; 
But  dare  all  imminence,  thnt  gxxls  and  men 
Address  their  dangers  in.     Hector  i*"  gone  ! 
Who  shall  tell  Priam  so,  or  Hecuba  ? 
Let  him,  that  will  a  screech-owl  aye^be  cali'd. 
Go  in  to  Troy,  and  say  there — Hector's  dead: 
There  is  a  word  will  f  nam  turn  to  stone  ; 
Make  wells  and  Niobes  of  the  maids  and  .wives. 
Cold  statues  of  the  youth ;  and,  in  a  wora, 
Scare  Troy  out  of  itself.     But  march,  away  : 
Hector  is  clead  ;  there  is  no  more  to  say. 
Stay  yet ; — You  vile  abominable  tents. 
Thus  proudly  pight'O  upon  our  Phrygian  plains, 

(7)  Fattening.  (8)  Noise,  rumour. 

(9)  Ever.  (10)  Pitch^  faed 
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TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 


AdK 


Let  Titan  rise  af  early  at  be  dare, 

1*11  through  and  throoefa  yoa ! — ^And  thoa,  great 

■izM  coward! 
No  ipaoe  of  earth  ihall  sunder  our  two  hates ; 
1*11  hannt  thee  like  a  wicked  conscieoce  still, 
Tliat  nxmldeth  goblins  swift  as  frenzy  thoughts. — 
Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy ! — with  comfort  go: 
Hope  of  roFenge  shall  hide  oar  inward  wo. 

[Eixeuni  JEneas  and  Trojans. 

At  Tt6iio»u  going  out,  enter  fromthe  other  nde, 
Psndarus. 

Pan,  But  hear  you,  hear  you ! 

Tro,  Hence,  broker  lackey !  ^^nomyi  and  shame 
PDrsue  thy  li£B,  and  live  aye?  with  thy  name ! 

[ExU  Troilos. 

Pan.  A  goodly  med*cine  for  my  aching  bones ! — 
O world!  worla!  world!  thus  is  the  poor  agent 
despised !  O  traitors  and  bawds,  how  earnestly  are 
you  set  a*  work,  and  bow  ill  requited !  Why  should 
our  endeavour  be  so  loved,  and  the  perfoiroance  so 
loathed?  what  verse  for  itf  what  instance  for  it?— 
Let  me  see : — 

Full  merrily  the  humble-bee  doth  sin^f. 
Till  he  hath  lost  his  honey,  and  his  sting : 
And  being  once  subdued  in  armed  tail. 
Sweet  hooey  and  sweet  notes  toeether  &il. — 

Good  traders  m  the  flesh,  set  this  m'^our  painted 

cloths.* 

(1)  Ignominy.  (2)  Ever. 

(3)  Canvass  hangings  for  rooms,  painted  with 
emblems  and  mottoes. 


As  many  as  be  here  of  panders'  hall. 
Your  eyes,  half  out,  weep  out  at  PSndai's  &11 : 
Or,  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  some  groans. 
Though  not  for  me,  yet  K>r  your  aching  bones. 
Brethren,  and  sisters,  of  the  hold-door  trade. 
Some  two  months  hence  my  will  shall  here  be  made: 
It  should  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this, — 
Some  galled  goose  of  Winchester  would  hiss: 
Till  then  Pll  sweat,  and  seek  about  for  eases ; 
And,  at  that  time,  bequeath  yaajaj  diseases. 

[Exit 


This  play  is  more  correctly  written  than  most  of 
Shaksp^re's  compositkxis,  Init  it  is  not  one  of  those 
in  which  either  the  extent  of  his  views  orelevatioa 
of  his  fancy  is  fully  displayed.  As  the  stoiy  abound- 
ed with  materials,  he  nas  exerted  little  invention; 
but  he  has  diversified  his  characters  with  great 
yariety,  and  preserved  them  with  great  exactneas. 
His  vicious  cnaracters  disgust,  but  cannot  corrup^ 
for  both  Cressida  and  Pfemdarus  are  detested  and 
contemned  The  comic  characters  soem  to  have 
been  the  favourites  of  die  writer :  they  are  of  the 
superficial  kind,  and  exhibit  more  of  mannen,  than 
nature ;  but  they  are  copiously  filled,  and  power- 
fully impressed.  Shakspeare  has  in  his  stoiy  fol- 
lowed, tor  the  greater  part,  the  old  book  of  Caxtoo. 
which  was  then  very  popular ;  but  the  character  or 
Thersites,  of  which  it  makes  no  mention,  is  a  procf 
that  this  play  was  written  after  Chapman  had  pob- 
lished  his  venion  of  Homer.  JOHNSON. 
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TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Tirooci,  a  noble  Athenian, 

Luctm,         i 

LucuUas,      >  lords t  and  Jiatterers  q/*  Timon, 

Sempronius,  ^ 

Ventidias,  one  of  Tinuni's  Jalse  Jnends, 

Apemantus,  a  churlish  philosopher, 

Alcibiades,  an  Athenian  generoL 

Flftvitis,  steward  to  Timon, 

Flaminius,  i 

>  TimonU  servants. 


Locilius, 

Senriliitt, 

Caphis, 

PhAotiM,       I 

Titat, 

Lochis,         I 

Horteoiiiis, 


» servants  to  TimmCs  creditors. 


Two  servants  qf  Varro,  and  ilu  Servant  qf  Isi» 

dore ;  two  of  TimorCs  creditors, 
Cupid,  and  Maskers.     Three  Strangers. 
Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  and  Merchant. 
An  old  Athenian,    A  Page.    A  FooL 


Other  LordSf  Senators,  Officers,  Soldiers^  Thieves, 
and  Attendants. 


Scene,  Athens;  and  the  Woods  adjoining. 


ACT  I. 

SCEJVE  /.—Athens.  Ahalttn  Timon's  house. 
Enter  Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  Merchant,  and 
others,  at  several  doors. 

Poet, 

OOOD  daj,  sir. 

Pain.  I  am  glad  yoa  are  well. 

Poet,  I  hare  not  seen  you  long ;  How  goes  the 
world  ? 

Pain.  It  wears,  sir,  as  it  grows. 

Poet.  Ay,  that*s  well  known : 

But  what  particular  rarity  f  what  strange, 
'Which  manifold  record  not  matches?  See, 
Masic  of  bounty !  all  these  spirits  thy  power 
Ham  coojur*d  to  attend.    I  know  tlie  merchant 

Pain,  I  know  them  both ;  t*other*s  a  jeweller. 

Mer.  O,  *tis  a  worthy  lord ! 

Jew,  Nay,  that's  most  fi\M. 

Mer.  A  most  incomparable  man;  breath'd,^  as 
it  were, 
To  an  untirable  and  continuate?  goodness : 
Hepaases.' 

Jew.  I  have  a  jewel  here. 

Mer.  0,pray,  let*s  seeU:  For  the  lord  Timon,  sir? 

Jew,  If  he  will  touch  the  estimate :  But,  for  that — 

Poet  When  we  for  recompense  have  prais'd  the 
vile, 
It  stains  the  glory  in  that  happy  verse 
Which  aptly  sings  the  good. 

Mer,  'Tis  a  good  form. . 

[LoiMng  at  the  jewel 

Jem.  And  rich :  here  is  a  water,  look  you. 

Pain,  You  are  rapt,  sir,  in  some  work,  some  dedi- 
cation 
To  the  great  lord. 

PoeL  A  thing  slippM  idly  from  me. 

(1)  Inured  by  constant  practice. 

(2)  For  continual. 

(%)  t,  e.  Exceeds,  goes  beyond  common  bounds. 


Our  poesy  is  as  a  gum,  which  oozes 
From  whence  His  nourished :   The  fire  i^the  flint 
Sb6ws  not,  till  it  be  struck ;  our  gentle  flame 
Provokes  itself,  and,  like  the  current,  flies 
Each  bound  it  chafes.     What  have  you  there  ? 

Pain.  A  picture,  sir. — And  when  conies  your 
book  forth.' 

Poet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  presentment,^  sir. 
Let^s  see  your  piece. 

Pain.  'Tis  a  «x)d  piece. 

Poet.  So  'tis :  this  comes  off  well  and  excellent 

Pain,  Indiflferent 

Poet.  Admirable :  How  this  grace 

Sneaks  his  own  standing !  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  shoots  forth !  how  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip !  to  the  dumbness  of  the  gesture 
One  might  interpret. 

Pain.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life. 
Here  is  a  touch;  Is't  good? 

Poet.  I'll  say  of  it. 

It  tutors  nature :  artificial  strife'^ 
Lives  in  these  touches,  livelier  than  life. 

EiUer  certain  Senators,  and  pass  over. 

Pain.  How  this  lord's  follow'd ! 

Poet.  The  senators  of  Athens : — Happy  men ! 

Pain,  Ixxk,  more ! 

Poet.  You  see  this  confluence,  this  great  flood  of 
visitors. 
I  have,  in  this  rough  work,  shap'd  out  a  man. 
Whom  this  beneath  world  doth  embrace  and  hug 
With  amplest  entertainment :  My  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly ,«  but  moves  itself 
In  a  wide  sea  of  wax  :  no  levelPd  malice 
Infects  one  comma  in  the  course  I  hold ; 
But  flies  an  eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  on, 

(4)  As  soon  as  my  book  has  been  presented  to 
Timon. 

(5)  1.  e.  The  contest  of  art  with  nature. 

(6)  My  design  does  not  stop  at  any  particular 
character. 
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TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 


Act  I 


LcKtmg  DO  track  behind. 

Pain.  How  shall  I  undentand  jaa  ? 

Poet.  1*11  nnbolti  to  yon. 

You  aee  how  all  conditioiis,  how  all  nundi 
(As  well  of  rlib  and  alippeiy  creatures,  as 
Of  {^ve  ana  austere  cnujalitj,)  tender  down 
Thetr  services  to  lord  Timon :  his  laige  fortune, 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 
All  sorts  of  hearts ;  yea,  from  the  glass-iac*d  flat- 

terer.a 
To  Apemantus,  that  few  things  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himself:  even  ne  drops  down 
The  knee  before  him,  and  returns  in  peace 
Most  rich  in  Timon's  nod. 

Pain,  I  saw  them  speak  together. 

.  Pod.  Sir,  I  have  upon  a  high  ana  pleasant  hill, 
Feign*d  Fortune  to  be  thronM :  The  base  o*the 

mount 
Is  ranked  with  all  deserts,  all  kind  of  natures, 
That  labour  on  the  bosom  of  this  sphere 
To  propagate  their  states  :>  amonest  them  all, 
'Whose  eyes  are  on  this  sovereign  lady  fix*d. 
One  do  I  personate  of  lord  Timon*8  frame. 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  ivoiy  hand  wafU  to  her ; 
Whose  present  grace  to  present  slaves  and  servants 
Translates  his  rivals. 

Pain.  *Ti8  cooceiT'd  to  scope. 

This  throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  hill,  methinks, 
With  one  man  beckooM  from  the  rest  below. 
Bowing  his  head  against  the  steepy  mount 
To  climb  his  happiness,  would  be  well  express'd 
In  our  condition. 

Poet.  Nay,  sir,  but  hear  me  on : 

All  those  which  were  his  fellows  but  of  late 
(Some  better  than  his  value,)  on  the  moment 
Follow  his  strides,  his  lobbies  fill  with  tendance. 
Rain  sacrificial  whisperings*  in  his  ear. 
Make  sacred  even  his  stirrup,  and  through  him 
Drink<  the  free  air. 

Pain.  Ay,  marry,  what  of  these  ? 

PoeL  When  Fortune,  in  her  shift  and  change  of 
mood, 
Spiinis  down  her  late>belov*d,  all  his  dependants, 
Which  labour'd  after  him  to  the  mountain's  top. 
Even  on  their  knees  and  hands,  let  him  slip  down, 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot 

Pain.  *Ti8 common: 
A  thousand  moral  paintings  I  can  show 
That  shall  demonstrate  theae  quick  blows  of  fortune 
More  pregnantly  than  words.    Yet  you  do  well 
To  show  lord  Timon,  that  mean  ej&fi  have  seen 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

IVumpets  sound.    Enter  Timon,  attended, •  the 
Serrant  ^  Ventidius  taUdng  with  Aim. 

Tim.  Imprisoned  is  he.  say  voo  i 

Fen.  Serv.  Ay,  my  good  lord :  five  talents  is  hi« 
debt; 
His  means  most  short,  his  creditors  most  strait : 
Your  honourable  letter  he  desires 
To  those  have  shut  him  up ;  which  failing  to  him, 
Periods  his  comfort 

Tim.  Noble  Ventidius !  Well ; 

I  am  not  of  that  feather,  to  shake  off 
My  friend  when  he  must  need  me.  I  do  know  him 
A  gentleman,  that  well  deserves  a  help. 
Which  he  shall  have :  I'll  pay  the  debt,  and  free 
him. 

Fan.  Sen.  Your  lordship  ever  binds  him. 

(1)  Open,  explain. 

(2)  One  who  shows  by  reflection  the  looks  of  his 
patron. 


Tim.  Commend  me  to  him:  I  will  send  hb  ran- 
som; 
And,  being  enfranchis*d,  bid  him  come  to  me : 
*Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up. 
But  to  support  him  after. — Fare  you  well. 

Fen.  Serv,  All  happiness  to  your  honour!  [Es. 

Enter  an  old  Athenian. 

OtdAth,  Lord  Timon,  hear  me  speak. 

Tim.  Freely,  eood  &tber. 

OldAth.  Thou  hast  a  servant  nam*a  Ludlitts. 

Tim.  I  have  so :  what  of  him? 

Old  Ath.  Most  noble  Tunon,  call  the  man  before 

thee. 
Tim.  Attends  he  here,  or  no  ?—Lucilins! 

JEinler  Lucilius. 

Imc  Here,  at  your  lordship's  service. 

Old  Ath.  This  fellow  here,  lord  Timon,  this  thy 
creature, 
Bv  niAt  frequents  my  house.    I  am  a  man 
Tnat  from  my  first  have  been  inclin'd  to  thrift : 
And  my  estate  deserves  an  heir  more  rais'dy 
Than  one  which  holds  a  trencher. 

Tim.  Well ;  Vhat  fiirther  ? 

Old  Ath.  One  only  daughter  ^ve  I,  no  kin  else. 
On  whom  I  may  corner  what  I  have  got : 
The  maid  is  fair,  o'the  youngest  for  a  bride. 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  dearest  cost. 
In  qualities  of  the  best    This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  love :  I  pr'ythee,  noble  lord. 
Join  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  resort ; 
Myself  have  spoke  in  vain. 

7Vm.  The  man  is  honeit 

Old  Ath.  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon : 
His  honesty  rewards  him  in  itself^ 
It  must  not  bear  my  daughter. 

Tim.  Does  she  love  him  ? 

Old  Ath.  She  is  youn^,  and  apt : 
Our  own  precedent  passions  do  instruct  us 
What  levity's  in  youth. 


Tim.  [29  Lucilius.]  Love  you  the  maid  ? 
Lve.  Av,  my  ^ood  lord,  and  she  accepts  of  it 
Old  Aih.  It  m  her  marriage  my  consent  be 


missing, 

I  call  the  gods  to  witness,  I  will  choose 
Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  world, 
A  ad  dispossess  her  all. 

TVm.  How  shall  she  be  endow'd. 

If  she  be  mated  with  an  equal  husband  f 
Old  Ath.  Three  talents,  on  the  present ;  b  fu- 
ture, all. 
Tim.  This  gentleman  of  mine  hath  served  me 
long; 
To  build  his  fortune,  I  will  strain  a  Uttle, 
For  'tis  a  bond  in  men.    Give  him  thy  daughter . 
What  you  bestow,  in  him  PU  counterpoise. 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her. 

OldAth.  Most  noble  loitl, 

P&wn  me  to  this  yoor  honour,  she  is  his.  . 
Tim.  My  hand  to  thee;  mine  honour  on  my 

promise. 
Luc  Humbly  I  thank  vour  lordship :  Never  may 
That  state  or  fortune  fall  into  my  keeping 
Which  is  not  ow'd  to  you ! 

[Exeunt  Lucilius  and  old  Athenian. 
Poet.  Vouchsafe  .my  labour,  and  long  live  your 

lordship ! 
Tim.  I  thank  you ;  you  shall  hear  fiom  me  anoo  ? 
Go  not  away.— What  have  you  there,  my  friend  ? 

(3^  To  advance  their  conditions  of  life. 

(4)  Whisperings  of  officious  servility. 

(5)  Inhale.  (6)  t.  <.  Inferior  spe*  talon. 
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Pain.  A  piece  of  paintiiig,  which  I  do  beseech 
Your  lordship  to  accept 

Tim.  Painting  is  welcome. 

The  painting  is  almost  the  natural  man ; 
For  since  dishonour  traffics  with  man*s  nature, 
He  is  but  outside :  These  penciPd  figures  are 
*  Even  such  as  they  give  out^     I  like  your  work ; 
And  you  shall  find,  I  like  it :  wait  attendance 
Till  you  hear  further  iirom  me. 

Pain.  The  gods  preserve  you ! 

Tim.  Well  fkre  you,  gendemen :  Give  me  your 
hand; 
We  must  needs  dine  toother. — Sir,  your  jewel 
Hath  suffer'd  under  praise. 

Jew.  What,  my  lord?  dispraise? 

Tim.  A  mere  satiety  of  commendations. 
If  I  should  pay  you  for't  as  *tis  extolled. 
It  would  unclew^  me  quite. 

Jew.  My  lord,  ^tis  rated 

Ab  those,  which  sell,  would  give:  But  you  well 

know. 
Things  of  like  value,  differing  in  the  owners. 
Are  prized  by  their  masters :  believe*t,  dear  lord, 
You  mend  the  jewel  by  wearing  it 

Tim.  Wellmock'd. 

Mer.  No,  my  good  lord;  he  speaks  the  common 
tongue. 
Which  all  men  speak  with  him. 

Tim.  Look,  who  comes  here.  Will  you  be  chid  ? 

Enter  Apemantos. 

Jew.  Wc  vrill  bear,  with  your  lordship. 

J^fer.  HeMl  spare  none. 

Tim.  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemeoitus ! 

Apem.  Till  I  be  gentle,  stay  for  thy  good  morro^ ; 
When  thou  art  Timon^s  dog,  and  these  knaves 
honest. 

Tim.  Why  dost  thou  call  them  knaves  ?  thou 
know^st  them  not 

Apem.  Are  they  not  Athenians? 

Tim.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  I  repent  not 

Jew.  You  know  me,  Apcmantus. 

Apem.  Thou  knowcst,  I  do;  I  call'd  thee  by 
thy  name. 

Tim.  Thou  are  proud,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Of  nothing  so  much,  as  that  I  am  not 
UkeTimon. 

TVm.  Whither  art  going? 

Apem.  To  knock  out  an  honest  Athenian's  brains. 

Tim.  That's  a  deed  tbouMt  die  for. 

Apem.  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  the 
law. 

Tim.  How  likest  thou  this  picture,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  The  best,  for  the  innocence. 

Tim.  Wrought  he  not  well  that  painted  it? 

Apem.  He  wrought  better,  that  made  the  painter; 
and  yet  he's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  worL 

Pain.  You  are  a  dog. 

Apem.  Thy  mother's  of  my  generation;  What's 
ahe,  if  I  be  a  dog? 

Tim.  AVilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  No ;  I  eaf  not  lords. 

Tim.  An  thou  should'st,  thou'dst  anger  ladies. 

Apem.  O,  they  eat  lords ;  so  they  come  by  great 
tallies. 

Tim.  That's  a  lascivious  apprehension. 

Apem.  So  thou  apprehend*8t  it :  Take  it  for  thy 
iaboor. 

(1)  Pictures  have  no  hypocrisy;  they  arc  what 
Qiey  profess  to  be. 

(2)  To  unclew  a  man,  ii  to  draw  cat  the  whole 
itoMiof  httfortunea. 


Tim.  How  dost  thou  like  this  jewel,  Apemantn:*  * 

Apem.  Not  so  well  as  plain-o^ing,'  which  h  ill 
not  cost  a  man  a  doit. 

Tim.  What  dost  thou  think  'tis  worth? 

Apem.  Not  worth  my  thinking.— How  now,  poet? 

Poet.  How  now,  philosopher? 

Apem.  Thou  liest 

Poet.  Art  not  one? 

Apem.  Yes. 

PoU.  Then  I  lie  not 

Apem.  Art  not  a  poet  ? 

Poet.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  thou  liest :  look  in  thy  last  work, 
where  thou  hast  feign'd  him  a  worthy  fellow. 

Poet.  That's  not  feign'd,  he  is  sa 

Apem.  Yes,  he  is  worthy  of  thee,  and  to  par 
thee  for  thy  labour :  He,  that  loves  to  be  flattereo, 
is  worthy  o'the  flatterer.  Heavens,  that  I  were  a 
lord! 

Tim.  What  would'st  do  then,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Even  as  Apemantus  does  now,  hate  a 
lord  with  my  heart 

Tim.  What,  thyself? 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  Wherefore? 

Apem.  That  I  had  no  angiy  wit  to  be  a  lord.— 
Art  not  thou  a  merchant? 

Mer.  Av,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  'traffic  confound  thee,  if  the  gods  will  not ! 

Mtr.  If  traffic  do  it,  the  gods  do  it 

Apem.  Traffic's  thy  god,  and  thy  god  confound 
theel 

Trtanpets  sound.  Enter  a  Servant 

Tim.  What  trumpet's  that? 

Serv.  'Tis  Alcibiades,  and 

Some  twenty  horse,  all  of  companionship. 

Tim.  Pray,  entertain  them ;  give  them  guide  to 

us. —  [Exeur^some  Attendants. 

You  must  needs  dine  with  me  :— Go  not  you  hence, 

Till  I  have  thank'd  you ;  and,  when  dinner's  done. 

Show  me  this  piece. — I  am  joyful  of  your  sights.— 

Enter  Alcibiades,  with  his  company. 

Most  welcome,  sir !  ['^^  salute, 

Apem.  So,  so ;  there ! — 

Aches  contract  and  starve  your  supple  joints  ? — 
That  there  should  be  small  love  'mongst  these 

sweet  knaves. 
And  all  this  court'sy !  The  strain  of  man's  bred  out 
Into  baboon  and  monkey.* 

Alcib.  Sir,  you  have  sav'd  my  longing,  and  I  feed 
Most  hungrily  on  your  sight 

Tim.  Right  welccMne,  sir : 

Ere  we  depart,  we'll  share  a  bounteous  time 
In  different  pleasures.     Pray  you,  let  us  in. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Apemantus. 

Enter  two  Lords. 

1  Lord.  What  time  a  day  is't,  Apemantus? 
Apem.  Time  to  be  honest 

1  Liord.  That  time  serves  still. 

Apem.   The    more   accursed    thou,   that   stflt 
omit'st  it 

2  Lord.  Thou  art  going  to  lord  Timon's  feast 
Apem^  Ay ;  to  see  meat  fill  knaves,  and  wine 

heat  fools. 
2  Lord.  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well. 
Apem.  Thou  art  a  fool,  to  bid  me  farewell  twice. 

(3)  Alluding  to  the  proverb:  Plain  dealing  is  a 
jewel,  but  they  who  use  it  beggars. 

(4)  Man  is  degenerated ;  his  strain  or  lineage  is 
worn  down  into  a  monkey. 
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2  Lord.  Whv,  Aperuantus? 
Apem.  Shouldit  have  kept  one  to  thjrself,  for  I 
mean  to  rive  thee  none. 

1  Lord.  Hang  thyself. 

Apem.  No,  I  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding; 
■nake  thy  requests  to  thy  friend. 

2  Lord.  Away,  unpcaceable  dog,  or  I'll  spurn 
diee  hence. 

Aptni.  I  will  fly,  like  a  dog,  the  heeU  of  the  ass. 

[Exit, 

1  Lord.  He*s  oppo<)itc  to  humanity.  Come,  shall 

we  in. 
And  taste  lord  Tiinon's  bounty .'  he  outgoes 
The  very  heart  of  kindness. 

2  Lord.  He  pours  it  out ;  Plutus,  the  god  of  gold. 
Is  but  his  steward  :  no  mced,i  but  he  repays 
Sevenfold  above  itself;  no  gift  to  him, 

But  breeds  the  giver  a  return  exceeding 
All  use  of  quittance.^ 

1  Lord. .  The  noblest  mind  he  carries, 
That  ever  govemM  man. 

2  Lord.    Long  may  he  live  in  fortunes !   Shall 

we  in  ^ 
1  Lord,  ril  keep  you  company.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  Il.—Tht  same.  A  room  of  state  in 
Timon*s  house.  Hautboys  playing  loud  music. 
A  great  hanmut  served  in  ;  Flavins  and  others 
mitending;  then  enter  Timon,  Alcibiades,  Lu- 
cius, Lucullus,  Sempronius,  and  other  Athenian 
Senators,  with  Ventidius,  and  attendants.  Then 
comes,  dropping  after  ail,  Apemantus,  discon- 
Untedly. 

Ven.  Most  honoured  Timon,  't  hath  pleasM  the 
gods  remember 
My  fathers  age,  and  call  him  to  lon^  peace. 
He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  ncn : 
Then,  as  in  grateful  virtue  I  am  bound 
To  vour  free  heart,  I  do  return  thoae  talents. 
Doubled,  with  thanks,  and  service,  from  whose  help 
I  derivM  liberty! 

Tim.  0,  by  no  means. 

Honest  Ventidius :  you  mistake  my  love  ; 
I  gave  it  freely  ever ;  and  there's  none 
Can  truly  say,  he  gives,  if  he  receives : 
If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  must  not  dare 
To  imitate  them ;  Faults  that  are  rich,  are  fair. 

Ven.  A  noble  spirit. 
[They  all  stand  ceremoniously  looking  on  Timon 

TwL  Nay,  my  lords,  ceremony 

Was  but  devisM  at  first,  to  set  a  gloss 
On  Aiint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes. 
Recanting  goodness,  sorry  ere  'tis  shown ; 
But  where  there  is  true  friendship,  there  needs 

none. 
Pray,  sit ;  more  welcome  are  ye  to  my  fortunes, 
Than  my  fortunes  to  me.  [They  sit. 

1  Lord.  My  lord,  we  always  have  confessed  it 

Apem.  Ho,  ho,  confessed  it.^  hang'd  it,  have  you 
not.!* 

Tim.  0,  Apemantus !— you  are  welcome. 

Apem.  No, 

Tou  shall  not  make  me  welcome  : 
I  come  to  have  thee  thrust  me  out  of  doors. 

Twi.  Fie,  thou  art  a  churl ;  you  have  got  a  hu- 
mour there 
Does  not  become  a  man,  'tis  much  to  blame : 
They  say,  my  lords,  that  ira  furor  brevit  est,* 
But  yon3'  man's  ever  angry. 

(1)  Meed  her  means  desert. 

(2)  t.  e.  All  the  customary  returns  made  in  dis- 
charge of  obligations. 

(3)  Anger  is  a  short  madnesSi 


Go,  let  him  have  a  table  by  himself;    ^ 
For  he  does  neither  aft'ect  company. 
Nor  is  he  fit  for  it,  indeed. 

Apem.  Let  me  stay  at  thine  own  p|eril,  Hmon ; 
I  come  to  obser\'e  ;  I  give  thee  warning  on'L 

Tim.  1  take  no  heed  of  thee ;  thou  art  an  Athe- 
nian ;  therefore  welcome:  I  myself  would  haveoo 
power :  pr'y  thee,  let  my  meat  make  thee  silent. 

Apem.  1  sc  om  thy  meat ;  'twould  choke  me,  for 
I  should 
Ne'er  flatter  thee. — O  you  gods !  what  a  number 
Of  men  cat  Timon,  and  he  sees  them  not ! 
It  grieves  me,  to  see  so  many  dip  their  meat 
In  one  man's  blood ;  and  all  the  madness  is. 
He  cheers  them  up  too.< 

I  wonder,  men  dare  trust  themselves  with  men: 
Methinks  tbe^'  should  invite  them  without  knives; 
Good  for  their  meat,  and  safer  for  their  [Wet. 
There's  much  example  for't ;  the  fellow,  that 
Sits  next  him  now,  parts  bread  with  him,  and  pledges 
The  breath  of  him  in  a  divided  draught. 
Is  the  readiest  man  to  kill  him :  it  has  been  prov'd. 
If  I 

Were  a  huge  man,  I  should  fisar  to  drink  at  meals; 
Lest  they  should  spy  my  windpipe's  dangerous 

notes: 
Great  men  should  drink  with  harness*  oo  their 
throats. 

Tim.  My  lord,  in  heart  ;0  and  let  the  health  go 
round. 

2  Lord.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  myjgood  lord. 

Apem.  Flow  this  way! 

A  brave  fellow ! — he  keeps  his  tides  well.    Timoo, 
Those  healths  will  make  Uiee,  and  thy  state  look  ill 
Here's  that,  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  sinner, 
Honest  water,  which  ne'er  left  man  i'the  mire : 
This,  and  my  food,  are  equals ;  there's  no  oddi» 
Feasts  are  too  proud  to  give  thanks  to  the  godsb 

APEMANTUS'S  GRACE. 

Immortal  gods,  I  crave  no  pe(f; 
I  pray  for  no  man,  but  myself: 
Grant  I  may  never  prove  sofand^ 
To  trust  man  on  his  oath  or  bond; 
Or  a  harlot,  for  her  weeping  ; 
Or  a  dog,  that  seems  a  sleeping; 
Or  a  keeper  with  my  freedom  ; 
Or  my  friends,  if  I  should  need  *em. 
Amen.     Sofallto't: 
Rich  mtn  sin,  and  I  eat  root. 

[Eats  and  drinh' 

Much  good  dich  thy  good  heart,  Apemantus ! 

Tim.  Captain  Alcibiades,  your  heart's  in  the  fiel<^ 
now. 

Alcib.  My  heart  is  ever  at  your  service,  my  lort^  — • 

Tito.  You  had  rather  be  at  a  breakfast  of  enemies  "* 
than  a  dinner  of  friends.  ^ 

Aldb.  So  they  were  bleeding-new,  my  lord,  there^ 
no  meat  like  them ;  I  could  wish  my  best  friend 
such  a  feast 

Apem.  'Would  all  those  flatterers  were  thine  eoe 
mics  then ;  that  then  thou  might'st  kill  'em,  and 
me  to  'em. 


^^ 


1  Lord.  Might  we  but  have  that  happiness,  mji^^I^ 
lord,  that  you  would  once  use  our  hearts,  wherel^i^^^^ 


(4)  The  allusion  is  to  a  pack  of  hounds  trail 
to  pursuit,  by  being  gratified  with  the  blood  of 
animal  which  they  kill ;  and  the  wonder  u,  that 
animal,  on  which  they  are  feeding,  cheers  them 

(5)  Armour.    (6)  With  sincerity.    (7) 
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we  might  express  some  part  of  our  zeals,  we  should 
think  ourselves  for  ever  perfect,  l 

Tim.  O,  no  doubt,  mv  eood  friends,  but  the  gods 
^themselves  have  provided  that  I  shall  have  much 
help  from  you :  How  had  you  been  my  friends  else  ? 
why  have  you  that  charitable^  title  from  thousands, 
did  you  not  chiefly  belong  to  my  heart  ?  I  have  told 
more  of  you  to  myself,  than  you  can  with  modesty 
apeak  in  your  own  behalf;  and  thus  far  I  confirm 
you.  O,  you  gods,  think  I,  what  need  we  have  any 
friends,  if  we  should  never  have  need  of  them?  they 
were  the  most  needless  creatures  living,  should  wc 
ne'er  have  use  for  them :  and  would  most  resemble 
tweet  instruments  hung  up  in  cases,  that  keep  their 
sounds  to  themselves.  Why,  I  have  often  wished 
myself  poorer,  that  I  might  come  nearer  to  you. — 
We  are  bom  to  do  benefits :  and  what  better  or 
properer  can  we  call  our  own,  than  the  riches  of 
our  friends  ?  O,  what  a  precious  comfort  ^tis,  to  have 
00  nmny,  like  brothers,  commanding  one  another's 
fortunes !  O  joy,  e'en  made  away  ere  it  can  be  bom ! 
Mine  e^es  cannot  hold  out  water,  methinks :  to  for- 
get their  faults,  I  drink  to  you. 

Apem.  Thou  weepest  to  make  them  drink,  Timon. 

2  Lord.  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our  eyes. 
And,  at  that  instant,  like  a  babe  bpmng  up. 

Apem.  Ho,  ho!  I  laugh  to  thmk  mat  babe  a 
bastard. 

3  lAnrd.  I  promise  you,  my  lord,  you  mov'd  me 

much. 
Apem.  Much!>  [Tucket  sounded. 

Tim.  What  means  that  trump? — How  now  ? 

EiUer  a  Servant 

Serv.  Please  you,  my  lord,  there  are  certain  la- 
dies most  desirous  of  admittance. 

Tim.  Ladies  ?  what  are  their  wills  ? 

Serv.  There  comes  with  them  a  forerunner,  my 
lord,  which  bears  that  office,  to  signify  their  plea- 
mres. 

Tim.  I  pray,  let  them  be  admitted. 

Enter  Cupid. 

Cupid.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon; — and  to  all 
That  of  his  bounties  taste ! — The  five  best  senses 
Acknowledge  thee  their  patron  ;  and  come  freely 
To  gratulate  thy  plenteous  bosom :  The  ear. 
Taste,  touch,  smell,  all  pleas'd  from  thy  table  rise; 
They  only  now  come  but  to  feast  thine  eyes. 

Tim.  They  are  welcome  all ;  let  them  have  kind 
admittance : 
Music,  make  their  welcome.  [ExU  Cupid. 

1  Lord.  You  see,  my  Iqrd,  how  ample  you  are 
belov'd- 

Jttusic.    Re-enter  Cupid,  wiih  a  masque  qf  Ladies 

as  Amaionst  with  lutes  in  their  hands,  dancing 

and  playing. 

Apem.  Hey-day,  what  a  sweep  of  vanity  comes 

this  way ! 

Thej  dance  !  they  are  mad  women. 

Like  madness  is  the  glory  of  this  life. 

As  this  pomp  shows  to  a  little  oil,  and  root. 

We  make  ourselves  fools,  to  disport  ourselves ; 

And  spend  our  flatiieries,  to  drinlc  those  men, 

Upon  whose  age  we  void  it  up  again, 

With  poisonous  spite,  and  envy.     Who  lives,  that's 
not 

Depraved,  or  depraves  ?  who  dies,  that  bears 

(1)  t.  e.  Arrived  at  the  perfection  of  happiness. 

(2)  Endearing. 

(3)  Much,  was  formerly  an  expresuon  of  con- 
teroptuo«t8  adiniratioii. 

VOL.  II.  y      • 


Not  one  spurn  to  their  graves  of  their  friends'  gift  ? 
I  should  fear,  those  that  dance  before  roe  now 
Would  one  day  stamp  upon  me  :  It  has  been  done ; 
Men  shut  their  doors  against  a  setting  sun. 

The  Lords  rise  from  table,  with  mxich  adoring  of 
Tinxxi ;  and,  to  show  their  loves,  each  singles 
out  an  Amazon,  and  all  dance,  men  with  ufomen  f 
a  lofty  strain  or  two  to  the  hautboys,  and  cease, 

Tim.  You  have  done  our  pleasures  much  grace, 
fair  ladies. 
Set  a  fair  fashion  on  our  entertainment. 
Which  was  not  half  so  beautiful  and  kind ; 
You  have  added  worth  unto't,  and  lively  lustre. 
And  entertain'd  me  with  mine  own  device  ; 
I  am  to  thank  you  for  it 

1  Lady.  My  lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  best. 

Apem.  'Faith,  for  the  worst  is  filthy ;  and  would 
not  bold  taking,  I  doubt  me. 

Tim.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  banquet 
Attends  you  :  Please  you  to  dispose  yourselves. 

All  Lad.  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 

[BlxeutU  Cupid,  and  Ladies. 

Tim.  Flavius, 

FUn.  My  lord. 

Tim.  The  little  casket  bring  me  hither. 

Flav.  Yes,  my  lord. — More  jewels  yet ! 
There  is  no  crossing  him  in  his  humour ;     [Aside, 
Else  I  should  tell  him,— Well,— I'faith,  I  should. 
When  all's  spent,  he'd  be  cross'd^  then,  an  he  could. 
'Tis  pity,  bounty  had  not  eyes  behind ; 
That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  £or  his  mind.* 
[Exit,  and  returns  urith  the  casket. 

1  Lord.  Where  be  our  men  f 

Serv.  Here,  my  lord,  in  readiness. 

2  Lord.  Our  horses. 

Tim.  O  my  friends,  I  have  one  word 

To  say  to  you : — Look  you,  my  good  lord,  I^ust 
Entreat  you,  honour  roe  so  much,  as  to 
Advance  this  jewel ; 
Accept,  and  wear  it,  kind  mv  lord. 

1  Lord.  I  am  so  far  already  in  your  gifts, — 
AIL  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Servant 

Serv.  My  lord,  there  are  certain  nobles  of  the 
senate 
Newly  alighted,  and  come  to  visit  you. 

Tim.  They  are  fairly  welcome. 

Flav.  I  beseech  your  honour. 

Vouchsafe  me  a  word ;  it  does  concern  you  near. 

Tim.  Near?  why  then  another  time  I'll  hear  thee : 
I  pr'vthee,  let  us  be  provided 
To  show  them  entertainment 

flav.  I  -scarce  know  how. 

[Aside, 

Enter  another  Servant 

2  Serv.  May  it  please  your  honour,  the  lord 

Lucius, 
Out  of  his  free  love,  hath  presented  to  you 
Four  milk-white  horses,  trapp'd  in  silver. 
Tim.  1  shall  accept  them  fairly  :  let  the  presents 

Enter  a  third  Servant 

Be  worthily  entertain'd. — How  now,  what  news  ? 

3  Serv.  Please  you,  my  lord,  that  honourable 
gentleman,  lord  Lucullus,  entreats  your  company 
to-morrow  to  hunt  with  him ;  and  has  sent  youi 
honour  two  brace  of  greyhounds. 

(4)  Shakspeare  pla^s  on  the  word  crossed :  alla- 
ding  to  the  piece  of  silver  nKxiey  called  a  cross. 

(5)  For  his  nobleness  of  souL 
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TkL  m  hmit  Mridi  him;  And  let  them  be  i«- 
c«T'd, 
Rot  without  f^T  reward. 

FUt.  [Ande.]  Whet  will  this  come  to ? 

He  commands  as  to  pioride,  and  gire  great  giAi, 
And  all  out  of  an  emp^  coder. — 
Nor  will  he  know  his  purse ;  or  jield  me  this, 
To  show  him  what  a  begrar  hb  heart  is, 
Being  of  no  power  to  nnke  his  wishes  good ; 
His  promises  flj  so  berood  his  state, 
Tbst  what  he  speaks  is  all  in  debt,  he  owes 
For  evfry  word  ;  he  is  so  kind,  that  he  now 
Pmts  interest  for*t ;  his  land's  put  to  their  hooka. 
Well,  Vould  I  were  gendy  put  out  of  office. 
Before  I  were  forc'd  out ! 
Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed. 
Than  such  as  do  eren  enemies  exceed. 
I  bleed  inwardly  for  mj  lord.  [Exit. 

Tim.  You  do  yourselves 

Much  wrong,  yon  bate  too  muchof  joujown  merits: 
Here,  mj  lord,  a  trifle  of  our  bve. 

2  Lord.  With  more  than  common  thanks  I  will 

receive  it 

3  Lord.  O,  he  is  the  reiy  soul  of  bounty ! 
Tim.  And  now  I  remember  me,  my  lord,  you  gave 

Good  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courser 
I  rode  on :  it  is  yours,  because  you  lik'd  it 

3  Lord.  1  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord,  in 
that 

Tim.  You  may  take  my  word,  my  krd;  1  know, 
no  man 
Can  justly  praise,  but  what  he  does  aflect : 
I  weigh  my  friend's  aflection  with  mine  own ; 
I'll  tell  you  true.   I'll  call  on  you. 

All  Lordi.  None  so  welcome. 

Tim.  I  take  all  and  your  several  visitations 
8o  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give ; 
Methinks,  I  could  deal'  kii^oms  to  my  friends. 
And  ne'er  be  weaiy. — Alcibiades, 
Thou  art  a  soldier,  therefore  seldom  rich. 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee :  for  all  thy  living 
Is  'mongst  the  dead ;  and  all  the  lanos  thou  hast 
Lie  in  a  pitch'd  field. 

Alcib.  Ay,  defiled  land,  my  lord. 

1  Lord.  We  are  so  virtuously  bound, 

Tim.  And  so 

Am  I  to  yoo. 

2  Lord.         So  infinitely  endear'd, 

Tim.  All  to  you.2 — Lights,  more  lights. 

1  Lord.  The  best  of  happiness, 

Honour,  and  fortunes,  keep  with  you,  brd  Timon ! 

Tim.  Ready  for  his  friends. 

[Extuni  Alcibiades,  Lords,  SfC. 

Apem.  What  a  coil's  here ! 

Serving  of  becks,'  and  jutting  out  of  bums .' 
I  doubt  whether  their  legs  be  worth  the  sums 
That  are  given  for  'em.  Friendship's  full  of  dregs  : 
Methinks,  fal.Hc  hearts  should  never  have  sound  legs. 
Thus  honest  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  court'sies. 

Tim.  Now,  Apemantus,  if  thou  wert  not  sullen, 
Pd  be  good  to  thee. 

Apem.  No,  I'll  nothing :  for, 

If  I  should  be  brib'd  too,  there  would  be  none  left 
To  rail  upon  thee  \  and  then  thou  would'st  sin  the 

faster. 
Thou  ^v'st  so  long,  Timon,  I  fear  me,  thon 
Wilt  give  away  thyself  in  papeH  shortly : 
What  need  these  feasts,  pomps,  and  vain  gk>ries  ? 

(1)  t.  e.  Could  dispense  them  on  everv  side  with 
an  ungrudging  distribution,  like  that  witn  wrvdi  I 
could  deal  out  cards. 

(2)  t.  e.  All  happiness  to  yoa 

(3)  Oflcring  salutations. 


Tim.  Nay, 

An  yoo  begin  to  rail  on  society  once, 
I  am  sworn,  not  to  give  regard  to  yon. 
Farewell;  and  come  with  better  music.        [Exit 

Apem.  So; — 

Thoa'lt  not  hear  me  now,— thon  shalt  not  then, 

I'll  lock 

Thy  heaven*  from  thee.  O,  that  men's  ean  riftonid  be 
To  counsel  deaf;  but  not  to  flattery !  [ElxiL 


ACT  II. 

SCE^TE  I.— The  mme.  A  room  in  m  Senator's 
house.  Enier  a  Senator,  toith  paperg  m  his 
hand. 

Sen.  And  late,  five  thousand  to  Varro;  and  to 
Isidore 
He  owes  nine  thousand ;  besides  my  former  sum. 
Which  makes  it  five  and  twenty. — Still  in  moti 
Of  raging  waste  *  It  cannot  hold;  it  will  not 
If  I  want  gold,  steal  but  a  beggar's  dog. 
And  give  it  Timon,  why,  the  dog  coins  gold : 
If  I  would  sell  mv  horse,  and  buy  twenty  more 
Better  than  he,  why,  ^ve  my  horse  to  Timon, 
Ask  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me,  straight. 
And  able  lK>rses :  No  porter  at  his  gate ; 
But  rather  one  that  smiles,  and  still  invites 
All  that  pass  by.    It  cannot  hold ;  no  reaacn 
Can  found  his  state  in  safe^.    Caphis,  ho .' 
Caj^iis,  I  say ! 

EfOerCaphia. 

Caph.  Here,  sir;  "What  b  your  pi  w  «ie .' 

Sen.  Get  on  your  cloak,  and  hs^  you  to  lord 
Timon; 
Imp6rtune  him  for  my  moneys ;  be  not  ceas'd* 
With  slight  denial ;  nor  then  silenc'd,  when — 
Cbmmend  me  to  your  nuwter— and  the  cap 
Flays  in  the  right  hand,  thus : — but  tell  him,  arrah. 
My  uses  cry  to  me,  I  must  serve  my  turn 
Out  of  mine  own ;  hb  days  and  times  are  past. 
And  my  reliances  on  his  fracted  dates 
Have  smit  my  credit :  I  love,  and  honour  him ; 
But  must  not  break  my  back,  to  heal  hb  finger: 
Immediate  are  ray  needs ;  and  my  relief 
Must  not  be  toss'd  and  tum'd  to  me  in  words, 
But  find  supply  immediate.     Get  yoo  gone : 
Put  on  a  most  importunate  asp^t, 
A  visage  of  demand ;  for,  I  do  fear. 
When  eveiy  feather  sticks  in  his  own  wing. 
Lord  Timon  vrill  be  left  a  naked  gull. 
Which  flashes  now  a  phoenix.    Get  yoo  gone. 

Caph.  I  go,  sir. 

Sen.  I  go, sir? — Take  the  bonds  along  with  you. 
And  have  the  dates  in  compt 

Caph.  1  will,  sir. 

Sen.  Go. 

[Exeunt 
SCEJ^E  II.— The  same.    A  hall  in  Tirooo^ 

hovse.    Enter  Flavius,  vnth  many  bills  m  Ati 

hand. 

Flav.  No  care,  no  stop !  so  senseless  of  expense, 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  it. 
Nor  cease  his  flow  of  riot :  Takes  no  account 
How  things  go  from  him ;  nor  resumes  no  care 
Of  what  is  to  continue ;  Never  mind 

(4)  t.  e.  Be  ruined  by  his  securities  entered  inta 

(5)  By  his  heaven  be  means  good  advice ;  the 
only  thing  by  which  he  could  be  saved. 

(6)  Stopped. 
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Wat  to  be  so  unwise,  to  be  so  kind. 
What  shall  be  done  ?  He  will  not  hear,  till  feel : 
I  must  be  round  with  him  now  he  comes  from  hunt- 
ing. 
Fie,  fie,  fie,  fie! 

Enter  Caphis,  and  the  Servants  of  Isidore  and 
Varro. 

Caph.  Good  even,!  Varro :  What, 

You  come  for  mone  j  ? 

Var.  Serv.  Is't  not  your  business  too? 

Caph,  It  is ; — And  yours  too,  Isidore  ? 

Jsid.  Serv.  It  is  so. 

Caph.  'Would  we  were  all  dischai|^M ! 

Far.  Sero.  I  fear  it. 

Caph.  Here  comes  the  lord. 

Enter  Timon,  Alcibiades,  and  Lords,  4*^. 

Tim.  SosooQ  as  dinner's  done,  we'll  forth  aeain,^ 
My  Alcibiades,— With  me?  What's  your  will  ? 

Caph.  My  lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues. 

Ttm.  Dues  ?  Whence  are  you  ? 

Caph.  Of  Athens  here,  my  lord, 

Tim.  Go  to  my  steward. 

Caph.  Please  it  your  lordship,  he  hath  put  me  off 
To  the  succession  of  new  days  this  month : 
My  master  is  awak'd  by  great  occasion. 
To  call  upon  his  own ;  and  humbly  prays  ;^ou. 
That  with  your  other  noble  parts  you'll  suit, 
In  giving  him  his  Hght 

Tim.  Mine  honest  friend, 

I  pr'ythee,  but  repair  to  me  next  moming. 

Caph.  Nay,  good  my  lord. 

Tim.  Contain  thyself,  good  friend. 

Var.  Sero.  One  Varro's  servant,  my  good  lord, — 

Isid.  Serv.                                    From  Isidore ; 
He  hnmblv  prays  your  speedy  payment, 

Caph.  if  you  did  know,  my  lord,  my  master's 
wants, 

Var.  Serv.  'Twas  due  on  forfeiture,  my  lord,  six 
weeks. 
And  past, 

Isid.  Sero.  Your  steward  puts  roe  off,  my  lord ; 
And  I  am  sent  expressly  to  your  lordship. 

Tim.  Give  me  breath : 

I  do  beseech  you,  good  my  lords,  keep  on ; 

[Exeunt  Alcibiades  and  Lords. 
I'll  wait  upon  you  instantly. — Come  hither,  pray 
you  [To  Flavius. 

How  goes  the  world,  that  I  am  thus  encounter'd 
With  clamorous  demands  of  date-broke  bonds. 
And  the  detention  of  long-since-due  debts. 
Against  my  honour  ? 

FTav.  Please  you,  gentlemen. 

The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  business : 
Your  importunacy  cease,  till  after  dinner ; 
That  I  may  make  his  lordship  understand 
Wherefore  you  are  not  paid. 

IHm.  Do  so,  my  friends : 

See  them  well  entertain'd.  [Exit  Timon. 

Flav,  I  pray,  draw  near. 

[Exit  Flavius. 

Enter  Apemantus  and  a  Fool. 

Caph,  Stay,  stay,  here  comes  the  fool  with  Ape- 
mantus ;  let's  have  some  sport  with  'em. 
Far.  Serv.  Hang  him,  he'll  abuse  us. 
Isid  Serv.  A  plague  upon  him,  dog ! 
Far.  Serv.  How  dost,  fool  ? 
Apen.  Dost  dialc^ue  with  thy  shadow  ? 
Far,  Serv.  I  speaJc  not  to  thee. 

(1)  Good  even  was  the  usual  salutation  from 


Apem.  No ;  'tis  to  thyself,— Come  awav. 

[To  'the  Fool. 

Isid.  Serv.  [To  Var.  Serv.]  There's  the  fool  hangs 
on  your  back  already. 

Apem.  No,  thou  stand'st  single,  thou  art  not  on 
him  yet 

Caph.  Where's  the  fool  now  ? 

Apem.  He  last  asked  the  question. — Poor  rogues, 
and  usurers'  men !  bawds  between  gold  and  want ! 

AU  Serv.  Whs^t  are  we,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Asses. 

AUServ.  Why? 

Apem.  That  you  ask  me  what  you  are,  and  do 
not  know  yourselves. — Speak  to  'em,  fool. 

Fool.  How  do  you,  gentlemen  ? 

All  Serv.  Gramercies,  good  fool :  How  does  your 
mistress  ? 

Fool  She's  e'en  setting  on  water  to  scald  siv:h 
chickens  as  you  are.  '  mwild,  we  could  see  you  at 
Corinth. 

Apem.  Good!  gramercy 

£nf«rPage. 

Fool.  Look  you,  here  comes  my  mistress'  page. 

Page.  [To  the  Fool.]  Why,  how  now,  captain? 
what  do  you  in  this  wise  company? — How  dost 
thou,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  'Would  I  had  a  rod  in  my  mouth,  that  I 
might  answer  thee  profitably. 

Pa^.  Pr'ythee,  Apemantus,  readme  the  super- 
scription of  these  letters ;  I  know  not  which  is 
which. 

Apem.  Canst  not  read? 

Page.  No. 

Apem.  There  will  little  learning  die  then,  that 
day  thou  art  hanged.  This  is  to  lord  Timon ;  this 
toAlcibiadea  Go;  thou  wast  born  a  bastard,  and 
thou'lt  die  a  bawd. 

Page.  Thou  wast  wheloed  a  dog ;  and  thou  shalt 
famish,  a  dog's  death.    Answer  not,  I  am  gone. 

[Blxtt  Page. 

Apem.  Even  so  thou  out-run'st  grace.  Fool,  I 
will  go  with  vou  to  lord  Timon's. 

Fool.  Willyou  leave  me  there  ? 

Apem.  If  Timon  stay  at  home. — You  three  serve 
three  usurers. 

AU  Sero.  Ay ;  'would  they  served  us ! 

Apem.  So  would  I, — as  good  a  trick  as  ever  hang 
man  served  thie£ 

Fool.  Are  you  three  usurers'  men  ^ 

AUServ.  Ay,  fool. 

Fool.  I  think,  no  usurer  but  has  a  fool  to  his  ser- 
vant :  My  mistress  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fool.  When 
men  come  to  borrow  of  your  masters,  they  approach 
sadly,  and  go  away  merry ;  but  they  enter  my  mis- 
tress' house  merrily,  and  go  away  sadly :  The  rea- 
son of  this  ? 

Var.  Serv.  I  could  render  one. 

Apem.  Do  it  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a 
whoremaster,  and  a  knave;  which  notwithstanding, 
thou  shalt  be  no  less  esteemed. 

Far.  Serv.  What  is  a  whoremaster,  fool  ? 

Fool.  A  fool  in  good  clothes,  and  something  like 
thee.  'Tis  a  spirit :  sometime,  it  appears  like  a  lord ; 
sometime,  like  a  lawyer;  sometime,  like  a  philoso- 
pher, with  two  stones  more  than  his  artificial  one  : 
He  is  very  often  like  a  knight ;  and,  generally  in  all 
shapes,  that  man  goes  up  and  down  in,  from  four- 
score to  thirteen,  Uiis  spirit  walks  in. 

Far.  Serv.  Thou  art  not  altc^ther  a  fool. 

fboL  Nor  iaoa  altogether  a  wise  man:  as  much 

(2)  I*,  e.  To  hunting ;  in  our  author's  time  it  was 
the  cuMnm  to  hunt  as  well  after  dinner  as  before. 
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Attn. 


Iboleiy  as  I  hare,  » inucb  wh  txn  lackest 
Apenu  That  answer  might  have  become  Apc- 

BMlllUS. 

AUServ.  Aride,  aside;  here  comes  k)rd  Tirooo. 
Re-enter  Timon  ond  Flaviua. 


#Io». 


Apem.  Come  with  me,  fool,  come. 
fiol.  I  do  not  always  follow  lover,  elder  brother, 
■nd  woman  ;  sometime,  the  philosopher. 

[Exeunt  Apemantus  and  Fool, 
'Pray  you,  walk  near ;  Til  speak  with  you 
anon.  {Exeunt  Serf. 

Tim.   You  make  me  marvel :    Wherefore,  ere 
this  time. 
Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  state  before  me ; 
That  I  might  8#  have  rated  my  expense. 
As  I  had  leave  of  means .' 

Flao.  You  would  not  hear  roe. 

At  niany  leisures  I  proposed. 

Tim.  Go  to : 

Perchance,  some  single  vantages  you  took. 
When  my  indi&position  put  you  back ; 
And  that  unaptness  made  your  minister, 
Thus  to  excuse  yourself. 

plav.  O,  my  good  lord  I 

At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  accounU, 
Laid  ihem  before  you ;  you  would  throw  them  off. 
And  say,  you  found  them  in  mine  honesty. 
When,  for  some  trifling  present,  you  have  bid  roc 
Return  so  much,>  I  have  shook  my  head,  and  wept ; 
Yea,  •eakist  the  authority  of  manners,  prayM  you 
To  hold  your  hand  more  close :  I  did  endure 
Not  seldom,  nor  no  slight  checks;  when  I  have 
Prompted  you,  in  the  ebb  of  your  estate. 
And  your  great  flow  of  debts.  My  dcar-lov*d  lord. 
Though  you  hear  now  (too  late  I)  yet  now's  a  time. 
The  greatest  of  your  having  lacks  a  half 
To  pay  your  present  debts. 

J^  ^       ^  Let  all  my  land  be  sold. 

Fiav.  Tis  all  engag'd,  some  forfeited  and  gone; 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  stop  the  mouth 
Of  present  dues :  the  future  comes  apace : 
What  shall  defend  the  interim  f  and  at  length 
How  goes  our  reckoning? 

Tim.  To  Lacedaemon  did  my  land  extend. 
Flav.  O,  my  good  lord,  the  world  is  but  a  word ;' 
Were  it  all  vour*  to  give  it  in  a  breath. 
How  quickly  were  it  gone  f 

Tim.  You  tell  me  trne, 

flav.  If  you  suspect  my  husbandiy,  or  falsehood, 
Call  me  before  the  exactest  auditors. 
And  set  me  on  the  proof.     So  the  gods  bless  me. 
When  all  our  offices^  have  been  oppressed 
With  riotous  feeders ;  when  our  vaults  have  wept 
With  drunken  spilth  of  wine ;  when  every  room 
Hath  blaz'd  with  lighU,  and  bray'd  with  min 

strelsy ; 
I  have  retirM  me  to  a  wasteful  cock,* 
And  set  mine  eyes  at  flow. 

Tim,  PrVthee,  no  more. 

Flav,  Heavens,  hav«  I  said,  the  bounty  of  thi» 
lord! 
How  many  prodigal  bits  have  slaves,  and  pea^nnts. 
This  night  englutted !  Who  is  not  TinWs? 


What  heart,  head,  sword,  force,  means,  bat  blord 

Tiroon*8  ? 
Great  Timon,  noble,  worthy,  royal  Timoo  f 
Ah  I  when  the  means  are  gone,  that  buy  this  praise. 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praise  is  made : 
Feast-won,  fa*t-lost;  one  cloud  of  winter-sbowert. 
These  flies  are  couch'd. 

Tim.  Come,  sermon  me  no  further : 

No  villanous  bounty  yet  hath  passM  my  heart; 
Tnwiselj,  not  ignobly,  have  1  given. 
Why  dost  thou  weep .'    Canst  thou  the  conscience 

lack. 
To  think  I  shall  lack  friends.?  Secure  thy  heart; 
If  1  would  broach  the  vessels  of  my  love. 
And  tiy  the  argument*  of  hearts  by  borrowing, 
Men,  and  men's  fortunes,  could  I  frankly  use. 
As  I  can  bid  thee  speak. 

FUtv.  Assurance  bless  your  tbougbts . 

Tim,  And,  in  some  sort,  these  wants  of  mine 
are  crown'd,^ 
That  I  account  them  blessings ;  for  by  these 
Shall  1  tiy  friends :  You  shall  perceive,  how  you 
Mistake  my  fortunes ;  I  am  wealthy  in  my  friends. 
Within  there,  ho !— Flaminius  I  Sen  ilius ! 


(1)  He  does  not  mean,  so  great  a  sum,  but  a  cer. 
tain  sum.  .       . 

(2)  t.  e.  As  the  worid  itself  may  be  oompnsed  in 
a  word^you  might  give  it  away  in  a  breath. 

(3)  l!he  apartraenU  allotted  to  culinary  offi- 
ces, &c. 

(4)  A  pipe  with  m  tuitung  stopple  running  to 
waste. 


I  there,! 
Enter  Flaminius,  Servilius,  and  other  Servants. 

Serv.  My  lord,  my  lord, 

Tim,  I  will  despatch  you  severally.— You,  to 
lord  Lucius, — 
To  lord  Lucullus  you ;  I  hunted  with  his 
Honour  to-day ;— You,  to  Semprooius ; 
Commend  me  to  their  loves ;  and,  1  am  proud,  say, 
That  my  occasions  have  found  tinje  to  use  them 
Toward  a  supply  of  money  :  let  the  request 
Be  fifty  talents. 
Fltm.  As  you  have  said,  my  lord. 

Flav.  Lord Lucius,'hnd lord  Lucullus .'  humph! 

[Ande. 
Tim.  Go  you,  sir,  [To  another  Senr.]  to  the  sen- 
ators 
(Of  whom,  even  to  the  state's  best  health,  I  have 
Deserv'd  this  hearing,)  bid  'em  send  o'the  instant 
A  thousand  talents  to  me. 

Flav.  I  have  been  bold 

(For  that  I  knew  it  the  most  general  way,) 
To  them  to  use  your  signet,  and  your  name ; 
But  they  do  shake  their  heads,  and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

Tim.  Is't  true .'  can  it  be  f 

Flav.   They  answer,  in  a  joint  and  corporate 
voice. 
That  now  they  are  at  foil,'  want  treasure,  cannot 
Do  what  they  would ;  are  sorry— you  are  hoooai^ 

able, — 
But  yet  they  could  have  wish'd — they  know  not— 

but 
Something  hath  been  amiss— a  noble  nature 
May  catch  a  wrench— would  all  were  well— 'tis 

pity— 
And  so,  intending*  other  serious  matters, 
After  distasteful  looks,  and  these  hard  fractions,* 
With  certain  half-caps,^  and  cold-moving  nods, 
They  froie  me  into  silence, 

2im.  You  gods,  reward  thero  I — 

(5)  If  I  would  (says  Timon,)  by  borrowing,  tiy 
of  what  men's  hearts  are  composed,  what  thejf 
have  in  ihein,  &c. 

(6)  Dignified,  made  respectable, 

(7)  i.  e.  At  an  ebb. 

(8)  Intending,  had  anciently  the  same  meaning 
as  attending. 

(9)  Broken  hints,  abrupt  remarks. 
11   (10)  A  hulf-cap  is  a  cap  slightly  moved,  not  put  00 
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f  pr'jrthee,  man,  look  cheerly;  These  old  fellows 
Have  their  ingratitude  in  them  hereditary : 
Their  blood  is  cak'd,  *ti8  cold,  it  seldom  flows; 
Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind ; 
And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth, 
Is  (ashionM  for  the  journey,  dull,  and  heavy, — 
C5o  to  Vcntidiu!>,— [To  a  Ser.]  Tr*ythee  [To  Flav.] 

be  not  sad. 
Thou  art  true,  and  honest;  ingeniously i  I  speak. 
No  blame  belongs  to  thee : — [To  Serv.]  Ventidius 

lately 
Buried  his  father ;  by  whose  death,  he^s  stepped 
Into  a  great  estate :  when  he  was  poor, 
ImprisonM,  and  in  scarcity  of  friends, 
[  cfearM  him  with  five  talents  ;  Greet  him  from  me ; 
Bid  him  suppose,  some  good  necessity 
Touches  his  friend,  whicn  craves  to  be  remcmberM 
With  those  five  talents :— that  had,— [To  Flav.] 

give  it  these  fellows. 
To  whom  Mis  instant  due.     NeVr  speak,  or  think. 
That  Timon's  fortunes  'mong  his  fnends  con  sink. 
Fiav.  I  would,  I  could  not  think  it ;  That  thought 

is  bounty's  foe ; 
Being  free^  itself,  it  thinks  all  others  so.   [Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 

SCEJVfi  I— The  same.  A  room  in  Lucullus's 
house.  Flaminius  waiting.  Enter  a  Ser\'ant 
to  Aim. 

Serv.  I  have  told  my  lord  of  you,  he  is  coming 
down  to  you. 
Flam.  1  thank  you,  sir. 

Enter  Lucullus. 

Serv.  Here's  my  lord. 

Lucul.  [Aside.]  One  of  lord  Timon's  men.^  a  gift, 
I  warrant  \Miy,  this  hits  right ;  I  dreamt  of  a 
silver  bason  and  ewer  to-night.  Flaminius,  honest 
Flaminius;  you  are  very  respectively'  welcome, 
sir. — Fill  me  some  wine. — [hxil  Servant.]  And 
how  does  that  honourable,  complete,  free-hearted 
gentleman  of  Athens,  thy  ven-  bountiful  good  lord 
and  master.' 

Flam.  His  health  is  well,  sir. 

LvcuL  1  am  right  glad  that  his  health  is  well,  sir : 
And  what  hast  thou  there  under  thy  cloak,  pretty 
Flaminius  f 

Flam.  'Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  box,  sir; 
which,  in  my  lord's  behalf,  I  come  to  entreat  jXHjr 
honour  to  supply  ;  who,  having  great  and  instant 
occasion  to  use  fifty  talents,  hath  sent  to  your  lord- 
ship to  fumijih  him ;  nothing  doubting  your  present 
assistance  therein. 

Lucul.  La,  la,  la,  la, — nothing  doubting,  says  he 
alas,  good  lord !  a  noble  gentleman  'tis,  if  he  would 
not  keep  so  good  a  house.  Many  a  time  and  often 
I  have  dined  with  him,  and  told  him  on't ;  and 
come  again  to  supper  to  him,  of  purpose  to  have 
him  spend  less :  and  yet  he  would  embrace  no  coun- 
sel, take  no  warning  by  m^  coming.  Ever}'  man 
has  his  fault,  and  honesty^  is  his ;  I  have  told  him 
•n*t,  but  I  could  never  get  him  from  it. 
Re-enter  Servant,  with  unne. 

Serv.  Please  your  lordship,  here  is  the  wine. 

(1)  For  ineenuously. 

(2)  Liberal,  not  parsimonious. 
?3)  For  respectfully. 

(4)  Honesty  here  means  liberality. 

(5)  i  e.  And  we  who  were  alive  then,  mlive  now. 


Lucul.  Flaminius,  I  have  noted  thee  always  wise 
Here's  to  thee. 

Flam.  Your  lordship  speaks  your  pleasure. 

Lucul.  I  have  observed  thee  always  for  a  to- 
wardly  prompt  spirit, — give  thee  thy  due, — and  one 
that  knows  what  belongs  to  reason :  and  canst  use 
the  time  well,  if  the  time  use  thee  well :  good  parts 
in  thee. — Get  you  gone,  sirrah. — [To  the  Servant, 
who  goes  out] — Draw  nearer,  hcmest  Flaminius. 
Thy  lord's  a  oountiful  gentleman :  but  thou  art 
wise;  and  thou  knowest  well  enough,  although  thou 
comest  to  me,  that  this  is  no  time  to  lend  money ; 
especially  upon  bare  friendship,  without  security. 
Here's  three  solidares  for  thee ;  good  boy,  wink  at 
me,  and  say,  thou  saw'st  me  not.     Fare  thee  well. 

Flam.  Is't  possible,  the  world  should  so  much 
differ ; 
And  we  alive,  that  liv'd  .'*  Fly,  damned  baseness. 
To  him  that  worships  thee. 

\Throfunng  the  money  atcay. 

Lucul.  Ha  !  Now  I  s6e,  thou  art  a  fool,  and  fit 
for  thy  master.  [Exit  Lucullus. 

Flam.  May  these  add  to  the  number  that  may 
scald  thee ! 
Let  molten  coin  be  thy  damnation, 
Tliou  disease  of  a  friend,  and  not  himself ! 
Has  friendship  such  a  faint  and  milky  heart. 
It  turns  in  less  than  two  nights }  O  you  gods, 
I  feel  my  master's  passion  !6  This  slave 
l/nto  his  honour,  has  my  lord's  meat  in  him : 
Why  should  it  thrive,  and  turn  to  nutriment. 
When  he  is  tum'd  to  poison  } 
O,  may  diseases  only  work  upon't ! 
And,  when  he  is  sick  to  deatn,  let  not  that  part  of 

nature 
Which  my  lord  paid  for,  be  of  any  power 
To  expel  sickness,  but  prolong  his  hour!?     [Exit. 

SCEJ^E  IL—The  same.    A  public  place.    En- 
ter Lucius,  with  three  Strangers. 

Luc.  WTio,  the  lord  Timon.'  he  is  my  very  good 
friend,  and  an  honourable  gentleman. 

1  Stran.  We  know8  him  for  no  less,  though  we 
are  but  strangers  to  him.  But  I  can  tell  you  one 
thing,  my  lord,  and  which  I  hear  from  common  ru- 
mours ;  now  lord  Timon's  happy  hours  are  done^ 
and  past,  and  his  estate  shrinks  from  him. 

Luc.  Fie,  no,  do  not  believe  it ;  he  cannot  want 
for  money. 

2  Stran.  But  believe  you  this,  my  lord,  that,  not 
long  ago,  one  of  his  men  was  with  the  lord  Lucul- 
lus, to  borrow  so  many  talents;  nay,  urged  ex- 
tremely for't,  and  showed  what  necessity  belonged 
to't,  and  yet  was  denied. 

Luc.  How.^ 

2  Stran.  I  tell  you,  denied,  my  lord. 

Luc.  What  a  strange  case  was  that  f  now,  be- 
fore the  gods,  I  am  asham'd  on't.  Denied  that 
honourable  man.'  there  was  very  little  honour 
showed  in't.  For  mv  own  part,  I  must  needs  con-  • 
fess,  I  have  received  some  small  kindnesses  from 
him,  as  money,  plate,  jewels,  and  such  like  trifle^ 
nothing  comparing  to  his ;  yet,  had  he  mii>took  him, 
and  sent  to  me,  I  should  ne'er  have  denied  his  oc- 
casion so  many  talents. 

Enter  Servilius. 

Ser.  See,bygoodhap,yooder'smylord;  I  have 

(6)  Suffering ;  •  By  his  bloody  cross  and  passion. 
Liturgy. 

(7)  t.  e.  His  life.  (8)  Acknowledge. 
(9)  Consumed. 
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twea.  to  Me  his  boooor.— My  boooored  lord,— 

[To  Lucius. 

Xmc  Seiriliof !  yen  are  kindly  met,  sir.  Fare 
thee  well : — Commend  me  to  thy  honoorable-rir- 
tnoos  lord,  my  veiy  eiquiaite  firiend. 

Ser.  May  it  please  your  honour,  my  lord  hath 
•ent 

Luc  Ha !  what  has  he  sent?  I  am  so  much  en- 
deared to  that  lord ;  he's  ever  sending :  How  shall 
Ithankhim,thinkestthoQ?  And  what  has  he  sent 
now? 

Ser.  He  has  only  sent  his  present  occasion  now, 
my  lord ;  requesting  your  lordship  to  supply  his  in- 
stant use  with  so  many  talents. 

Luc,  I  know,  his  lordship  n  bat  meny  with  me; 
He  cannot  want  fifty-fire  hundred  talents. 

Ser,  But  in  the  mean  time  he  wants  less,  my  lord. 
If  his  occasion  were  not  virtuous,! 
I  should  not  uige  it  half  so  fiuthfully. 

lAtc  Dost  thou  speak  seriously,  Servilius  ? 

Ser,  Upon  my  soul,  *tis  true,  sir. 

Luc  What  a  wicked  beast  was  I,  to  diafiimish 
myself  against  such  a  good  time,  when  I  might  have 
stiown  myself  honourable !  how  unluckily  it  hap- 
pened, that  I  should  purchase  the  day  before  for  a 
little  part,  and  undo  a  great  deal  of  honour ! — Ser- 
vilius,  now  before  the  gods,  1  am  not  able  to  do't: 
the  more  beast,  I  say : — I  was  sending  to  use  lord 
Timon  myself,  these  gentlemen  can  witness ;  but  I 
would  not,  for  the  wealth  of  Athens,^!  had  done  it 
now.  Commend  me  bountifully  to  his  good  lord- 
ship; and  1  hope,  his  honour  will  conceive  the 
fairest  of  me,  because  I  have  no  power  to  be  kind  : 
And  tell  him  this  from  me,  I  count  it  one  of  mv 
greatest  afflictions,  say,  that  I  cannot  pleasure  such 
an  honourable  gendeman.  Good  Servilius,  will  you 
befriend  me  so  far,  as  to  use  mine  own  words  to 
him? 

Ser,  Yes,  sir,  I  shall 

Luc  I  will  look  yonout  agood  tnin,  Servilius, — 

[Exit  Servilius. 

True,  as  you  said,  Timon  is  shrank,  indeed ; 

And  be,  that's  once  denied,  will  hardly  speed. 

[Kxit  Lucius. 

1  Stnm,  Do  you  observe  this,  Hostilius  ? 

tStron,  Ay,  too  well 

1  Stron,  Why  this 
Is  the  world's  soul ;  and  just  of  the  same  piece 
Is  eveiy  flatterer's  spirit    Who  can  call  him 
His  friend,  that  dips  in  the  same  dish  ?  for,  in 
My  knowing,  Timon  hath  been  this  lord's  father, 
And  kept  his  credit  with  hispurse; 
Supported  his  estate ;  nay,  TioKxi's  money 
Has  paid  his  men  their  wages :  He  ne'er  drinks. 
But  Timon's  silver  treads  upon  his  lip ; 
And  yet,  (O,  see  the  monstrousness  of  man 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  shape !) 
He  does  deny  him,  in  respect  of  his, 
What  charitable  men  aflbrd  to  b^gjars. 

3  Stran.  Religion  groans  at  it 

1  Stran.  For  mine  own  part, 

I  never  tasted  Timon  in  my  life. 
Nor  came  any  of  his  bounties  over  me. 
To  mark  me  for  his  friend ;  yet,  I  protest. 
For  his  right  noble  mind,  illustrious  virtue, 
And  honoumble  carriage. 
Had  his  necessity  made  use  of  me, 
I  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  donation,' 
And  the  best  half  should  have  retnra'd  to  him. 
So  much  I  love  his  heart :  But,  I  perceive, 

1) '  If  he  did  not  want  it  for  a  good  use.* 
2)  This  means,  to  put  his  wealth  down  in  ac* 
count  as  a  donation. 


Si 


Men  must  learn  now  with  pity  to  dispense ; 

For  policy  sits  above  conscience.  [ElxeunL 

SCEJ>rE  ni.—'XIu  some.  A  room  m  Sempnv 
nius's  houae.  Enter  Sempranius,  and  m  ber> 
vant  qf  Timon'a. 

Sem.  Must  he  needs  trouble  me  int?  Humph ! 
'Bove all  others? 
He  might  have  tried  lord  Lucius,  or  LucuUus; 
And  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too, 
Whom  he  redeem'd  from  prison:  All  these  three 
Owe  their  estates  unto  him. 

Serv.  Qmykird, 

They  have  all  been  toncfa'd,'  and  found  base  metal; 

for 
Tbey  have  all  denied  him ! 

Sem.  How !  have  thev  denied  him? 

Has  Ventidius  and  Lucullus  denied  him? 
And  does  he  send  to  me  ?  Three  ?  humph ! — 
It  "hows  but  little  love  or  jud|pment  m  bun. 
Most  I  be  his  lest  refiige  f  Hu  friendsi  like  physi- 


Thrive,  give  him  ofer ;  Must  I  take  Iht  cure  upon 

me? 
He  has  much  disgrac'd  me  in't ;  I  am  angry  at  him, 
That  might  have  known  my  place :  I  see  no  sense 

.     for»t. 
But  his  occasions  might  have  woo'd  me  first ; 
For,  in  my  conscience,  I  was  the  first  man 
That  e'er  receiv'd  gift  from  him : 
And  does  he  think  so  backwardly  of  me  now. 
That  I'll  requite  it  last?  No :  So  it  may  prove 
An  aigument  of  laughter  to  the  rest, 
Aud  I  amongst  the  lords  be  thought  afooL 
r  had  rather  than  the  worth  of  tmice  the  sum. 
He  had  sent  to  me  first,  but  for  my  mind's  sake ; 
I  had  such  a  courage*  to  do  him  good.    But  now 

return,  » 

And  with  their  fiunt  reply  this  answer  join; 
Who  bates  mine  honour,  shall  not  know  my  coin. 

[Exit. 
Sent.  Excellent !  Your  lordship's  a  goodly  vil- 
lain.   The  devil  knew  not  what  he  did,  when  he 
made  man  politic ;  he  croes'd  himself  by't :  and  f 
cannot  thinlt,  but,  in  the  end,  the  villanies  of  man 
will  set  him  clear.    How  fairiy  this  lord  strives  to 
appear  foul  ?  takes  virtuous  copies  to  be  wicked ; 
like  those  that,  under  hot  ardent  seal,  would  set 
whole  realms  on  fire. 
Of  such  a  nature  is  his  politic  love. 
This  was  my  lord's  best  hope ;  now  all  are  fled. 
Save  the  gods  only :  Now  bis  friends  are  dead. 
Doors,  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  their  wards 
Many  a  bounteous  year,  must  be/employ'd 
Now  to  guard  sore  their  master. 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  course  allows ; 
Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth,  must  keep  his  house.* 

[ExiL 

SCEJfE  ir.--The  same.  A  hall  in  Timon's 
houte.  Enter  two  Seroante  of  Varro,  and  Ms 
Servant  qf  Lucius,  meetings  Titus,  Hortensius, 
and  other  Servants  to  Timon's  erttUtort,  teoif- 
ing^  hie  coming  out. 

Far.  Serv.  Well  met;  good-monow, Titos  and 
Hortensius. 

TiL  The  like  to  you,  kind  Yamx 

Hor,  Lucius! 

What,  do  we  meet  together? 

Imc  Serv.  Ay,  and,  I  think. 

One  business  does  command  us  ul ;  for  mine 

(3^  Tried.        (4)  Ardour,  ea^r  desire. 
(5)  t.  s.  Keep  within  doon  for  fear  of  dnnsL 
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Itmonej. 

7^  So  is  thdn  and  qan, 

ErUer  Fhilotus. 

Lmc  Serv,  And  sir 

Pbilotus  too ! 

PM.  Good  day  at  once. 

Luc.  Serv,  Welcome,  good  brother. 

What  do  you  think  the  boor  ? 

PhL  Labouring  for  nine. 

Lmc.  Serv,  So  much  ? 

PhL  U  not  my  lord  Men  yet  ? 

Luc.  Serv.  Not  yet 

Phi.  I  wonder  on*t ;  he  was  wont  to  shine  at 
seven. 

Lue.  Sera.  Aj,  but  the  days  are  waxed  shorter 
with  him : 
You  must  consider,  that  a  prodieal  course 
b  like  the  sud^s;>  but  not,  like  his,  recoverable. 
I  fear, 

*Tis  deepest  winter  in  lord  Timon^s  purse ; 
That  is,  one  may  reach  deep  enough,  and  yet 
Find  litde. 

PhL  I  am  of  your  fear  for  that 

Tit.  I'll  show  you  how  to  observe  a  strange  event 
Your  k>rd  sends  now  for  money. 

Hot.  Most  true,  he  does, 

Tit  And  he  wears  jewels  now  of  Timoa*s  gift. 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 

Hor»  It  is  against  my  heart 

Luc.  Serv.  Mark,  how  strange  it  shows, 

Tiroon  in  this  should  pay  more  than  he  owes : 
And  e*en  as  if  your  lord  should  wear  rich  jewels, 
And  send  for  money  for  'em. 

Hot.  I  am  weaiy  of  this  chaige,3  the  gods  can 
witness : 
I  know,  mv  lord  hath  spent  of  Timoo's  wealth, 
And  now  ingratitude  makes  it  worse  than  stealth. 

1  Var.S^.  Yes,  mine's  three  thousand  crowns: 
What's  yours  f 

Luc  Serv.  Five  thousand  mine. 

1  Var.  Serv.  'Tis  much  deep :  and  it  should  seem 
by  the  sum. 
Tour  master's  confidence  was  above  mine ; 
Else,  surely,  his  had  equall'd. 

Enter  Flaminiiu. 

Tit  One  of  lord  Timoo's  men. 

Luc.  Serv.  Flaminius!  sir,  a  word:    Tray,  is 
•ny  lord  ready  to  come  forth  ? 

Fhm.  No,  indeed,  he  is  not 

Tit.  We  attend  his  lordship;  'pray,  signify  so 
much. 

Flam.  I  need  not  tell  him  that;  he  knows,  ^ou 
are  too  diligent  [Exit  Flammius. 

Enter  Flavius  in  a  cloak,  mujffled, 

Luc.  Serv.  Ha !  is  not  that  his  steward  muffled  so? 
Heeoes  away  in  a  cloud :  call  him,  call  him. 

Tit.  Do  you  hear,  sir? 

1  Far.  Serv.  By  your  leave,  sir, 

flav.  What  do  you  ask  of  me,  my  friend? 

Tit  We  wait  for  certain  money  here,  sir. 

FUxv.  Ay, 

If  money  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 
Twere  sure  enough.   Why  then  preferr'd  you  not 
Your  sums  and  bills,  when  your  false  masters  eat 
Of  my  lord's  meat?    Then  they  could  smile,  and 

fawn 
Upon  his  debts,  and  take  down  th'  interest 
[nto  their  gluttonous  maws.     You  do  yourselves 
but  wrong, 

(1)  i  e.  Like  him  in  blaze  and  splendour. 
(3)  Commission,  employment 


To  stir  me  up ;  let  me  pass  quietly : 
Believ't,  my  lord  and  I  have  made  an  end ; 
1  have  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  spend. 

Lue.  Serv.  Ay,  but  this  answer  will  not  serve. 

FTav.  If  'twill  not, 

'Tis  not  so  base  as  you ;  for  jrou  serve  knaves. 

[Exit, 

1  Far.  Serv.  How !  what  does  his  cashier'd  wor- 
ship mutter? 

2  Far.  Serv.  No  matter  what ;  he's  poor,  and 
that's  revenee  enough.  Who  can  speak  broader 
than  he  that  has  no  house  to  put  his  bead  in?  such 
may  rail  against  great  buildings. 

Enter  Servilius. 

Tit  O,  here's  Servilius;  now  we  shall  know 
Some  answer. 

Ser.  If  I  mieht  beseech  you,  gentlemen, 

To  repair  some  other  hour,  I  should  much 
Derive  from  it :  for,  take  it  on  my  soul. 
My  lord  leans  wond'rously  to  discontent. 
Hts  comfortable  temper  has  forsook  him; 
He  is  much  out  of  health,  and  keeps  his  chamber. 

Luc.  Serv.  Many  do  keep  iheir  chambers,  are 
not  sick : 
And,  if  it  be  so  far  beyond  his  health, 
Methinks,  he  should  the  sooner  pay  his  debts, 
And  make  a  clear  way  to  the  gods. 

Ser.  Good  gods! 

Tit  We  cannot  take  this  for  an  answer,  sir. 

Flam.  [Within.]  Servilius, help !— my  lord!  my 

Enter  Timon,  in  a  ragt;  FlaminiusybUotmnf. 

2Vm.  What,  are  my  doon  oppos'd  against  my 
passage? 
Have  1  been  ever  free,  and  must  my  bouse 
Be  my  retentive  enemy,  nay  gaol  ? 
The  place,  which  I  have  teasted,  does  it  now. 
Like  all  mankind,  show  me  an  iron  heart? 

Imc.  Serv.  Put  in  now,  Titul 

Tit  My  lord,  here  is  my  bill. 

Luc.  Serv.  Here's  mine. 

Hor.  Serv.  And  mine,  my  lord. 

Botii  Far.  Serv.  And  ours,  my  lord. 

Phi.  All  our  bills. 

Tim.  Knock  me  down  with  *em  :>  cleave  me  !• 
the  girdle. 

Luc  Serv.  Alas !  iny  lord, 

Tim.  Cut  my  heart  in  sums. 

Tit.  Mine,  mily  talents. 

Tim.  Tell  out  my  blood. 

Luc.  Serv.  Five  thousand  crowns,  my  lord. 

TVm.  Five  thousand  drops  pays  that — 
What  yours? — and  yours? — 

1  Far.  Serv.  My  lord, 

2  Far.  Serv.  My  lord, 

Tim.  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  gods  fall  upon 

YOU !  [Exit, 

Hor.  'Faith,  I  perceive  our  masters  may  throw 
their  caps  at  their  money ;  these  debts  may  well  be 
called  desperate  ones,  lor  a  madman  owes  'em. 

*^  [Exeunt, 

Re-enter  Timou  and  Flavius. 
Tim,  They  have  e'en  put  my  breath  from  me, 
the  slaves : 
Creditors ! — devils. 

Flav.  My  dear  lord,-^ 

Tim,  mat,  if  it  should  be  so? 

(3)  Timon  quibbles.  They  present  their  written 
bills ;  he  catches  at  the  woid,  and  alludes  to  billi 
or  battle-axes. 
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FUn.  Mr  lord, 

Tim.  rif  have  it  so :— My  steward ! 

FTav.  Here,  my  lord. 

Tim.  So  filly  ?  Go,  bid  all  my  friends  again, 
Lucius,  Lucullus,  and  Semproniuit:  all : 
I'll  once  more  feast  the  rascals. 

f%ttv.  O  my  lord, 

You  only  speak  from  your  distracted  soul ; 
There  is  not  so  much  left,  to  furnish  out 
A  moderate  table. 

Tim,  Be*t  not  in  thy  care ;  go, 

I  char^  thee ;  invite  them  all :  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more;  ray  cook  and  Til  provide. 

[Exetmt. 

SCEJ^E  r.^The  same.  The  SenaU- House.  The 
$enate  sitting.    Enter  Alcibiades,  attended. 

1  Sen.  My  lord,  you  have  my  voice  to  it ;  the 

fiiult^s 
Bloody ;  'tis  necessary  he  should  die  : 
Nothing  emboldens  sin  so  much  as  mercy. 

2  Sen.  Most  true ;  the  law  shall  bruisie  him. 
Alcib.  iionour,  bealth,  and  compassion  to  the 

senate  ! 

1  ^fn.  Now,  captain  ? 

Alcib.  I  am  an  humble  suitor  to  your  virtues 
For  pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law. 
And  none  but  tjrants  use  it  cruelly. 
It  pleases  time,  and  fortune,  to  lie  heavy 
TJpoD  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood, 
Hath  stepp'd  into  the  law,  which  is  past  depth 
To  those  that,  without  heed,  do  plunge  into  it 
He  is  a  man,  setting  his  fate  asiae,^ 
Of  comely  virtues : 

Nor  did  be  soil  the  fact  with  cowardice; 
(An  honour  in  him  which  buvs  out  his  fault,) 
Bat,  with  a  noble  fury,  and  ^air  spirit. 
Seeing  his  reputation  touch'd  to  death, 
He  did  oppose  his  foe  : 
And  with  such  sober  and  unnoted  passion^ 
He  did  behave^  his  anger,  ere  'twas  spent. 
As  if  he  had  but  prov'd  an  argument 

1  Sen.  You  undergo  too  strict  a  paradox,^ 
Striving  to  make  an  ugly  deed  look  fair : 
Your  words  have  took  such  pains,  as  if  they  labour'd 
To  bring  manslaughter  into  form,  set  quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  valour ;  which,  indeed, 
Is  valour  misbegot,  and  came  into  the  world 
When  sects  and  factions  were  newly  bom : 
He's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wisely  suA'er 
The  worst  that  man  can  breathe ;  and  make  his 

wrongs 
Hboutsides;  wear  them  like  his  raiment,  carelessly ; 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart, 
To  bring  it  into  danger. 
If  wrongfs  be  evils,  and  enforce  us  kill. 
What  folly  *tis,  to  hazard  Ufe  for  ill .' 

Alcib.  My  lord, 

1  Sen.  You  cannot  make  gross  sins  look  clear ; 
To  revenge  is  no  valour,  but  to  bear. 

Alcib.  My  lords,  then,  under  favour,  pardon  me, 
If  [  speak  like  a  captain. — 
Whv  do  fond  men  expose  themselves  to  battle. 
And  not  endure  all  threat*nings  ?  sleep  upon  it. 
And  let  the  foes  quietly  cut  their  throats. 
Without  repugnancy  .'  but  if  there  be 

(1)  t.  e.  Putting  this  action  of  his,  which  was 
predetermined  by  fate,  out  of  the  question. 

(3)  t.  e.  Passion  so  subdued,  that  no  spectator 
coald  note  its  operation. 

fS)  Manage,  govern. 

(4)  You  undertake  a  paradox  too  hard. 

(5)  What  have  we  to  do  in  the  field. 


(Such  valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 

I  Abroad  ?^  why  then,  women  are  more  valiant, 

•  That  stay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it; 

j  And  th'  ass,  more  captain  than  the  lion ;  the  felon, 

jLoaden  with  irons,  wiser  than  the  ludge, 

Jf  wisdom  be  in  suffering.     O  my  lords. 

As  you  are  great,  be  pitifully  grood  : 

WbD  cannot  condemn  rashness  in  cold  blood  ? 

To  kill,  I  errant,  is  sin's  extremest  gust;* 

But,  in  defence,  by  mercy,  'tis  most  just^ 

To  be  in  anger,  is  impiety  ; 

But  who  is  man,  that  is  not  angry? 

Weigh  but  the  crime  with  this. 
2  Sen.  You  breathe  in  vain. 
Alcib.  In  vain .'  his  service  done 

.\t  Lacedaemon,  and  Byzantium, 

Were  a  sulficient  briber  for  his  life. 

1  Sen.  What's  that .' 

Alcib.  Why,  I  say,  my  lords,  h'as 

done  fair  5er\ice, 
-\nd  slain  in  fight  many  of  your  enemies  : 
How  full  of  valour  did*  he  bear  himself 
In  the  last  conflict,  and  made  plenteous  wounds .' 

2  Sen.  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with  'em,  he 
Is  a  sworn  riojer :  h'as  a  sin  that  often 

Drowns  him,  and  lakes  his  valour  prisoner  : 
If  there  were  no  foes,  that  were  enough  alooe 
To  overcome  him  :  in  that  beastly  fury 
He  has  been  known  to  conunit  outrages, 
.And  cherish  factions  :  'Tis  inferr*d  to  us, 
His  days  are  foul,  and  his  drink  dangerous. 

1  Sen.  He  dies. 

Alcib.  Hard  fate !  he  might  have  died  in  war. 
Mv  lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him 
^'f  hough  his  right  arm  might  purchase  fab  own 

time. 
And  be  in  debt  to  none,)  yet,  more  to  nrjove  you, 
Take  my  deserts  to  his,  and  join  them  both  : 
.\nd,  for  I  know,  your  reverend  ages  love 
Security,  I'll  [»wn  my  victories,  all 
My  honour  to  you,  upon  his  good  returns, 
if  by  thi«»  crime  he  owes  the  law  his  life. 
Why,  let  the  war  receive't  in  valiant  gore ; 
For  law  is  strict  and  war  is  nothing  more. 

1  Sen.  \ye  are  for  law,  he  dies ;  urge  it  no  more. 
On  height  of  our  displeasure :  Friend,  or  brother, 
He  forfeits  his  own  blood,  that  spills  another. 

Aldb.  Must  it  be  so .'  it  must  not  be.  My  lord", 
I  do  beseech  vou,  know  me. 

^Sen.  How? 

Alcib.  Call  me  to  your  remembrances. 

3  Sen.  What  ? 
Alcib.  I  cannot  think,  but  your  age  has  forgot  me ;      <^S 

It  could  not  else  be,  I  should  prove  so  base,* 
To  sue,  and  be  denied  such  common  grace : 
My  wounds  ache  at  you.  _ 

1  Sen.  Do  you  dare  our  anger  ?  "^^ 

'Tis  in  few  words,  but  spacious  in  effect ; 
We  banish  thee  for  ever. 

Alcib.  Banish  me.' 

Banish  your  dotage  ;  banish  usury. 
That  makes  the  senate  ugly. 

1  Sen.  If,  after  two  days'  shine,  Athens  contj 
thee. 
Attend  our  weightier  judgment    And,  not  to  swell^  ^ 

our  spirit* 
He  shall  be  executed  presently.        [Extumi  i 

(6)  For  aggravation.  • 

(7)  *  Homicide  in  our  own  defence,  by  a  merci— - 
ful  interpretation  of  the  law,  is  considered  justifia 
ble.' 

(8)  For  dishoooured. 

(9)  t.  e.  Not  to  pot  ourselves  in  any  tumor  of  raga^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


/ 


SetneFI. 


TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 


187 


AUib.  Now  the  |ods  keep  you  old  enough ;  that 
you  may  bre 
Only  in  bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you ! 
I  am  worse  than  mad :  I  have  kept  back  their  foes. 
While  they  have  told  their  monev,  and  let  out 
Their  coin. upon  larg;e  intere«t ;  I  myself, 
Rich  only  in  large  hurts ; — All  those,  for  this? 
Is  this  the  balsam,  that  the  usuring  senate 
Pburs  into  captains*  wounds?  ha!  banishment? 
It  comes  not  ill ;  1  hate  not  to  be  banish'd  *, 
It  is  a  cause  worthy  my  spleen  and  fury, 
That  I  may  strike  at  Athens.     IMl  cheer  up 
Mijr  discontent^  troops,  and  lay  for  hearts,! 
^li)}  honour,  with  most  lands  to  be  at  odds; 
Soldiers  should  brook  as  little  wrongs  as  gods. 

[ExU. 
SCEJ^TE  VI.— A  magnificent  room  in  Timon's 
house.    Music.     Tables  set  out:  Servants  at- 
tending.   Enter  divers  Lords,  at  several  doors. 

1  Lord.  The  good  time  of  day  to  you,  sir. 

2  Lord.  I  also  wish  it  to  you.  I  think,  this  hon- 
ourable lord  did  but  try  us  this  other  day. 

1  Lord.  Upon  that  were  my  thoughts  tirin^,^ 
when  we  encountered  :  I  hope,  it  is  not  so  low  wiih 
him,  as  he  made  it  seem  in  the  trial  of  his  several 
friends. 

2  Lord.  It  should  not  be,  by  the  persuasion  of 
his  new  feasting. 

1  Lord.  I  should  think  so :  He  hath  sent  me  an 
earnest  inviting,  which  many  my  near  occasions  did 
urge  me  to  put  off;  but  he  hath  conjured  me  be- 
yond them,  and  I  must  needs  appear. 

2  Lord.  In  like  manner  was  I  in  debt  to  my 
importunate  business,  but  he  would  not  hear  my 
excuse.  I  am  sorry,  when  he  sent  to  borrow  of 
rae,  that  my  provision  was  out. 

1  Lord.  1  am  sick  of  that  grief  too,  as  I  under- 
stand how  all  things  go. 

2  Lord.  Every  man  here's  so.  What  would  he 
have  borrowed  of  you  ? 

1  Lord.  A  thouKand  pieces. 

2  Lord.  A  thousand  pieces ! 
I  Lord.  What  of  you  ? 

3  Lord.  He  sent  to  me,  sir, — Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Timon,  and  attendants. 
Tim.  With  all  my  heart,  gentlemen  both : — And 
how  (are  you  ? 

1  Lord.  Ever  at  the  best,  hearing  well  of  your 
kirdship. 

2  Lord.  The  swallow  follows  not  summer  more 
willing,  than  we  your  lordship. 

Tim-  [Aside.]  Normore  willingly  leaves  winter; 
soch  sammer-birds  are  men. — Gentlemen,  our  din- 
ner will  not  recompense  this  long  stay :  feast  your 
ears  with  the  music  awhile;  it  they  will  tare  so 
harshly  on  the  trumpet's  sound :  we  shall  to't  pre 
lently. 

1  Lord.  I  hope,  it  remains  not  unkindly  with 
jroor  lordship,  that  I  returned  you  an  empty  mes- 
ftensper. 

Tim.  O,  sir,  let  it  not  trouble  you. 

2  Lord.  My  noble  lord, 

Tim.  Ah,  my  good  friend !  what  cheer  ? 

[The  banquet  brought  i^. 

2  Tjord.  My  most  honourable  lord,  I  am  e'en  sick 
of  shame,  that,  when  your  lordship  this  other  day 
•ent  to  me,  I  was  so  unfortunate  a  o^gar. 

^  (1)  We  should  now  say — to  lay  out  for  hearts ; 
t-  «.  the  affections  of  the  people. 

(2)  To  tire  on  a  thuig  meant,  to  be  idly  employed 
«nit  1 

VOU  II. 


Tim.  Think  not  on't,  sir. 
2  Lord.  If  you  had  sent  but  two  hours  before,— 
2Vm.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remem- 
brance.'— Come,  bring  in  all  together. 

2  Lord,  All  covered  dishes ! 

1  Lord.  Royal  cheer,  I  warrant  you. 

3  Lord.  Doubt  not  that,  i[  money,  and  the  sea- 
son, can  yield  !l 

1  Lord.  How  do  you  ?  What's  the  news  ? 
3  Lord.  Alcibiades  is  banished  :  Hear  you  of  it  ? 
1  4*  2  Lord  Alcibiades  banished ! 
3  Lord.  'Tis  so,  be  sure  of  it 

1  Lord.  How?  how? 

2  Lord.  I  pray  you,  upon  what  ? 

Tim.  My  worthy  friends,  will  you  draw  near? 

3  Lord  I'll  tell  you  more  anon.  Here's  a  noble 
feast  toward. 

2  Lord.  This  is  the  old  man  still. 

3  Lord.  Will't  hold  ?  will't  hold  ? 

2  Lord.  It  does :  but  time  will — and  so— 

3  Lord.  I  do  conceive. 
Tim.  Each  man  to  his  stool,  with  that  spur  as  he 

would  to  the  lip  of  his  mistress :  your  diet  5hall  be 
in  all  places  alike.  Make  not  a  city  feast  of  it,  to 
let  the  meat  cool  ere  we  can  agree  upon  the  first 
place  :  Sit,  sit     The  gods  require  our  thanks. 

You  gratt  ben/factors^  sprinkle  our  society 
vrith  thankfulness.  For  your  own  gifls,  make 
yourselves  praised:  but  reserve  still  to  give^  lest 
your  deities  be  despised.  Lend  to  each  man  enough, 
that  one  need  not  lend  to  another:  for,  were  your 
godheads  to  borrow  of  men,  mhi  would  forsake 
the  gods.  Make  the  meat  be  beloved,  more  than 
the  man  that  gives  it.  Let  no  assembly  of  tioenty 
be  without  a  score  of  villains :  If  there  sit  twelve 
women  at  the  table,  let  a  dozen  of  them  be— as  they 
are. — The  rest  of  your  fees,  O  gods, — the  sena- 
tors qf  Athens,  together  vnth  the  common  lag*  of 
people, — what  is  amiss  in  them,  you  gods,  make 
suitable  for  destruction.  For  these  my  present 
friends, — as  they  are  to  me  nothing,  so  in  nothing 
bless  them,  and  to  nothing  they  are  welcome. 

Uncover,  dogs,  and  lap. 

[The  dishes  uncovered  are  full  of  warm  water. 

Some  speak.  \\^at  does  his  lordship  mean  ? 

Some  other.  I  know  not 

Tim.  May  you  a  better  feast  never  behold. 
You  knot  of  mouth-friends !  smoke,  and  lukewarm 

water 
Is  your  perfection.     This  is  Timon's  last ; 
Who  stuck  and  spangled  you  with  flatteries, 
Washes  it  off,  ana  sprinkles  in  your  faces 

[Throwing  water  in  their  faces. 
Your  reeking  villany.     Live  loath'd,  and  long. 
Most  smiling,  smooth,  detested  parasites. 
Courteous  destroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek  bears. 
You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher-friends,  time's  flies* 
Cap  and  knee  slaves,  vapours,  and  minute-jacks !« 
Of  man,  and  beast,  the  infinite  malady 
Crust  you  quite  o'er ! — What,  dost  thou  jb:o? 
Soft,  take  thy  physic  first — thou  too, — and  thon: — 
('Throws  the  dishes  at  them^  and  drives 
them  out. 

Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none. — 
What,  all  in  motion  ?  Henceforth  b<»  no  feast. 
Whereat  a  villain's  not  a  welcome  g:uest 
Buni,  house ;  sink,  Athens!  henceforth  hated  be 
Of  Timon,  man,  and  all  humanity !  [Exit 

(3)  t.  e.  Your  good  memory. 

(4)  The  lowfst.  (5)  Flies  of  a  season. 
{(y^  Jack?  of  the  clock ;  like  those  at  St.  Dwiu- 

•tan*   church,  in  Fleet-street 
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i20-€iiler  O^  Lords,  wi/A  (rfA«r  LoidB  oiul  Seoaton. 

1  Ijord.  How  DOW,  my  lords  ? 

2  Lord.  Know  yoa  the  quality  of  lord  Tiinoii*s 

ftllT? 

3  ZordL  Pish !  did  you  see  my  cap? 

4  Lord.  I  have  lost  my  Kown. 

3  Lord.  He's  but  a  mad  lord,  and  nought  but 
humour  sways  him.  He  gare  me  a  jewd  the  other 
day,  and  now  he  has  beat  it  jout  of  mj  hat : — ^Did 
you  see  my  jewel  ? 

A  Lord.  Did  you  see  my  cap  ? 
tLurd.  Here 'tis. 

4  Lord.  Here  lies  my  gown. 
1  Lord.  Let's  make  no  stay. 
%Lord.  Lord  Timon's  mad. 

3  Lord,  I  feel't  upon  my  bones. 

4  Lord.  One  day  he  gires  us  cuamonds,  next 

day  stones.  [ExtwU. 


IlCT  IV. 

SCEJ^E  L-^WiOuntt  the  wdU  ^Athens.  En- 
ler  Timon. 

Tim.  Let  me  look  back  upon  thee,  O  thou  wall, 
That  eirdlest  in  those  wolves !  Dive  in  the  earth. 
And  fence  not  Athens !  Matrons,  turn  incontinent ; 
Obedience  &il  in  children !  slaves,  and  fools, 
Pluck  the  grave  wrinkled  senate  from  the  bench, 
And  minister  in  their  steads !  to  general  filths^ 
Convert  o'the  instant,  green  virdnity ! 
0o't  in  your  parents*  eyes !  bankrupts,  hold  fast ; 
Rather,  than  render  back,  out  with  your  knives. 
And  cut  your  trusters'  throats !  bound  servants, 

steal! 
Laive  handed  robbers  tout  grave  masters  are, 
Ana  pill  by  law !  maid,  to  thy  master's  bed; 
Thy  mistress  is  o'the  brothel .'  son  of  sixteen. 
Pluck  the  lin'd  crutch  from  the  old  limping  sire, 
IVith  it  beat  out  his  brains !  piety,  and  fear, 
Religion  to  the  gods,  peace,  justice,  truth, 
Donoestic  awe,  night-rest,  and  neighbourhood, 
'  Instruction,  manners,  mysteries,  and  trades. 
Degrees,  observances,  customs,  and  laws. 
Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries,^ 
And  yet  confusion  live!— Plagues,  incident  to  men, 
Tour  Dotent  and  infectious  fevers  heap 
On  Athens,  ripe  for  stroke !  thou  cold  sciatica. 
Cripple  our  senators,  tiiat  their  limbs  may  halt 
As  lamely  as  their  manners !  lust  and  liberty! 
Creep  in  the  minds  and  marrows  d[  our  youth ; 
That  'gainst  the  stream  of  virtue  they  may  strive. 
And  drown  themselves  in  riot!  itches,  blains. 
Sow  all  the  Athenian  bosoms ;  and  their,  crop 
Be  general  leprosy !  breath  infect  breath ; 
That  their  society,  as  their  friendship,  may 
Be  merely  poison !    Nothinsr  PU  bear  from  thee. 
But  nakedness,  thou  detestable  town ! 
Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  banns  \* 
Timon  will  to  the  woods;  where  he  shall  find 
The  unkindest  beast  more  kinder  than  mankind. 
The  gods  confound  (hear  me,  ye  good  gods  ell,) 
The  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  wall ! 
And  grant,  as  Timon  grows,  his  hate  may  grow 
To  the  whole  rue  of  mankind,  high  and  low ! 
Aflben.  [Exit 

(1)  Common  sewen. 

(2)  t.  s  Contrarieties,  whose,  nature  it  is  to  waste 
.  or  destroy  each  other. 

(3)  For  libertinism.    (4)  Accomulated  cursea. 


SCEJ^E  n.—kHtteaA.  A  room  in  Ttmon's  houM. 
Enter  Flavtus,  with  two  or  thret  Servants. 
1  Serv.  Hear  tou,  master  steward,  where's  oui 
master.^ 
Are  we  undone  ?  cast  off?  nothing  remaining? 
FUn.  Alack,  my  fellows,  what  should  I  say  to 
you? 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  righteous  gods, 
I  am  as  poor  as  you. 

1  Serv.  Such  a  house  broke ! 
So  noble  a  master  fallen !    All  gone !  and  not 
One  friend,  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  ann, 
And  go  along  with  him!  » 

2  Sero.  As  we  do  turn  our  bacb 
From  our  companion,  thrown  into  his  grave ; 

So  his  familiars  to  his  buried  fortunes 

Slink  all  away;  leave  their  folse  vows  with  him, 

Like  empty  punes  pick'd :  and  his  poor  self, 

A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air. 

With  his  disease  of  all-shunn'd  poverty. 

Walks,  like  contempt,  alone.— More  of  our  fellows. 

Enkr  other  Servants. 

Flav.  All  broken  implements  of  a  mm'd  house. 

3  Serv.   Yet  do  our  hearts  wear  Timon's  liveiy. 
That  see  I  by  our  finces ;  we  are  fellows  still, 
Sen'ing  alike  in  sorrow :  Leak'd  is  our  bark; 
And  we,  poor  mates,  stand  on  the  dying  deck, 
Hearini^  the  surges  threat :  we  must  allpart 
Into  this  sea  of  air. 

Flav.  Good  felbws  all. 

The  latest  of  mr  wealth  PU  share  amonnt  you. 
Wherever  we  shall  meet,  for  Tinran's  sake. 
Let's  yet  be  fellows ;  let's  shake  our  heads,  and  say. 
As  'twere  a  knell  unto  our  master's  fortunes, 
fVe  have  teen  better  days.    Let  each  take  some ; 

[Giving  them  money. 
Nay,  put  out  all  your  hands.  Not  one  word  more : 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  sorrow,  parting  poor. 

[Exeunt  Servants. 
O,  the  fierce*  wretchedness  that  gloiT  brings  us  * 
Who  would  not  wish  to  be  from  wealth  exempt. 
Since  riches  point  to  miseiy  and  contempt  ? 
Who'd  be  so  mock'd  with  ^loiy  ?  or  to  Uve 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendship  ? 
To  have  his  pomp,  and  all  what  state  comoonnds, 
But  only  painted,  like  his  vamish'd  friends  r 
Poor  honest  lord,  brought  low  by  his  own  heart ; 
Undone  by  goodness !  Stnnre,  unusual  blood,* 
When  man's  worst  sin  is,  he  does  too  much  good ! 
Who  then  dares  to  be  half  so  kind  again  ? 
For  bounty,  that  makes  gods,  does  still  mar  men. 
My  dearest  lord,— bless'd,  to  be  most  accurs'd. 
Rich,  only  to  be  wretched ; — ^thy  great  fortunes 
Are  made  thy  chief  afflictions.    Alas,  kind  loid ! 
He's  flung  in  rage  from  this  unerateful  seat 
Of  monstrous  friends:  nor  has  he  with  him  to 
Suppiv  his  life,  or  that  which  can  command  it. 
I'll  follow,  and  inquire  him  out : 
I'll  serve  his  mind  with  my  best  will ; 
Whilst  I  have  gold,  PU  be  his  steward  still.  [ExH 

SCEJ^E  Ill—The  woodt.    Enter  Timon. 

IHm.  O  blessed  breeding  sun,  draw  from  the  eaitfa 
Rotten  humidity ;  below  thy  sister's  orb' 
Infect  the  air !  Twinn'd  brothers  of  one  womb,— 
Whose  procreation,  residence,  and  birth,  « 

Scarce  is  dividant,— touch  them  with  several  for 
tunes; 

(5)  Hasty,  predpitate. 

(6)  Propensity,  aisposition. 

(7)  t.  c  The  moon\  this  sublonaiy  worid. 
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The  rreater  scorns  the  leSser :  Not  nature. 

To  whom  all  sores  lav  siege,  can  bear  great  fortune, 

But  bji  contempt  of  nature. 

Raise  me  this  beWar,  and  denude  that  lord ; 

The  senator  shall  bear  contempt  hereditaiy, 

The  beggar  native  honour. 

It  is  the  pasture  lards  the  brother's  sides, 

Tbs  want  that  makes  him  lean.    Who  dares,  who 

dares. 
In  purity  of  manhood  stand  upright. 
And  say,  This  man's  a  Jlatierer  ?  if  one  be, 
So  are  they  all ;  for  every  grize  of  fortune 
It  smoothed  by  that  below :  the  learned  pate 
Ducks  to  the  golden  fool :  All  is  oblique ; 
There's  nothing  level  in  our  cursed  natures. 
But  direct  villany.     Therefore,  be  abhorr'd 
All  feasts,  societies,  and  throngs  of  men  \ 
His  semblable,  yea,  himself,  Timon  disdains: 
DestractioQ  fiuig^  mankind ! — Earth,  yield  me  roots! 

Who  seeks  for  better  of  thee,  sauce  his  palate 
With  thy  most  operant  poison  !  What  is  here.' 
Gold .'  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold .'  No,  gods, 
I  am  no  idle  votarist'    Roots,  you  clear  heavens  ! 
Thus  much  of  this,  will  make  black,  white;  foul,  fair, 
Wrong,  right ;  base,  noble ;  old,  young ;  coward, 

valiant 
Ha,  you  gods !  why  this }  Wliat  this,  you  gods  t 

Why  this 
Will  lug  your  priests  and  servants  from  vour  sides ; 
Pluck  stout  men's  pillows  from  below  their  heads : 
This  vellow  slave 

Will  knit  and  break  religions ;  bless  the  accurs'd  ; 
Make  the  hoar  leprosy  ador'd ;  place  thieves. 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation, 
With  senators  on  the  bench :  this  is  it. 
That  makes  the  wappen'd^  widow  wed  again ; 
She,  whom  the  spital-house,  and  ulcerous  sores 
Would  cast  the  gorge  at,  this  embalms  and  spices 
To  the  April  day  again.*    Come,  danmed  earth. 
Thou  common  whore  of  numkind,  that  put'st  odds 
Among  the  rout  of  nations,  I  will  make  thee 
Do  thy  right  nature. — \March  afar  o^]— Ha !  a 

drum .? — Thou'rt  quick, 
But  yet  I'll  bury  thee :  Thou'lt  go,  strone  thief, 
When  goutv  keepers  of  thee  cannot  stand : — 
Nay,  stay  thou  out  for  earnest 

[Keeping  some  gold. 

Enter  Alcibiades,  toiih  drum  and  Jife^  in  warlike 
manner;  Phiynia  and  Timandra. 

Aleib.  What  art  thou  there? 

Speak. 
Tim.  A  beast,  as  thoa  art    The  canker  gnaw 
thy  heart. 
For  showinjr  me  again  the  eyes  of  man .' 
Alcib,  What  is  thy  name.^  Is  man  so  hateful  to 
thee. 
That  art  thyself  a  man  ? 

Tim.  I  am  misanthropoSj  and  hate  mankind. 
I*or  thr  |»rt,  I  do  wish  thou  wert  a  dog, 
That  1  might  love  thee  something. 

Jilcib.  f  know  thee  well ; 

Cat  in  thv  fortunes  am  unleam'd  and  strange. 
Tim.  I  know  thee  too ;  and  more,  than  that  I 
know  thee, 
X  not  desire  to  know.    Follow  thy  drum ; 
^VTith  man's  blood  paint  the  ground,  gules,  gules : 

(1)  But  by  b  here  used  for  toilhout, 

(2)  Seiie,  gripe. 

(3)  No  insincere  or  inconstant  supplicant   Gold 
^11  not  serve  me  instead  of  roots. 

(4)SanvwfaL 


Religious  canons,  civil  laws  are  cruel ; 
Then  what  should  war  be  ?  This  fell  whore  of  thint 
Hath  in  her  more  destruction  than  thy  sword, 
For  all  her  cherubin  look. 
Phr.  Thv  lips  rot  off! 

Tim.  I  will  not  kiss  thee ;  then  the  rot  returns 
To  thine  own  lips  again. 
Jilcib.  How  came  the  noble  Tinnon  to  this  change? 
Tim.  As  the  moon  does,  by  wanting  light  to 
give : 
But  then  renew  I  could  not,  like  the  moon ; 
There  were  no  suns  to  borrow  oC 

Mcih.  Noble  Timon, 

What  friendship  may  I  do  thee  ? 

Tim.  None,  but  to 

Maintain  my  opinion. 
Jilcib.  What  is  it,  Timon  f 

Tim.  Promise  me  friendship,  but  perform  none :  If 
Thou  wilt  not  promise,  the  gods  plague  thee,  for 
Thou  art  a  man  I  if  thou  dost  perform,  confound 

thee. 
For  thou'rt  a  man ! 
Alcib.  I  have  heard  in  some  sort  of  thy  miseries. 
Tim.  Thou  saw'st  them,  when  1  had  prosperity. 
jilcib.    I  see  them  now;   then  was  a  blessed 

time. 
Tim.  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of  harlots. 
Timon.  Is  this  the  Athenian  minion,  whom  the 
world 
Voic'd  so  regardfully  ? 
Tim.  Art  thou  Timandra  ? 

Timon.  Yes. 

Tim.  Be  a  whore  still !  they  love  thee  not,  that 
use  thee; 
Give  them  diseases,  leaving  with  thee  their  lust 
Make  use  of  thy  salt  hours :  season  the  slavis 
For  tubs,  and  baths ;  bring  down  rose-cheeked  youth 
To  the  tub-fast,  and  the  diet* 

Timon.  Hang  thee,  monster ! 

Alcib.  Pardon  him,  sweet  Timandra ;  for  his  w*ts 
Are  drown'd  and  lost  in  his  calamities. — 
I  have  but  little  gold  of  late,  brave  Timon, 
The  want  whereof  doth  daily  make  revolt 
In  my  penurious  band :  I  have  heard,  and  grieved. 
How  cursed  Athens,  mindless  of  thy  worth, 
Forgetting  thy  great  deeds,  when  neighbour  states. 
But  for  thy  sword  and  fortune,  trod  upon  them,— 
Tim.  1  pr'ythee,  beat  thy  drum,  and  get  thee 

gone. 
Alcib.  1  am  thy  fnend,  and  pity   thee,  dear 

Timon. 
Tim.  How  dofit  thou  pity  him,  whom  thou  dost 
trouble  ? 
I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Alcib.  Why,  fare  thee  well : 

Here's  some  gold  for  thee. 

Tim.  Keep't,  I  cannot  eat  it 

Alcib.  When  I  have  laid  proud  Athens  on  ft 

heap, 

Tim.  Warr'st  thou 'gainst  Athens? 
Alcib.  Ay,  Timon,  and  have  cause. 

ISm.  The  s;ods  confound  them  all  i'thy  conquest ; 
ana 
Thee  after,  when  thou  hast  conquer'd ! 
Alcib.  Whyme,Timoo> 

Tim.  That, 
Bv  killing  villains,  thou  wast  bom  to  conquer 
my  country. 
Put  up  thy  gold ;  Go  oo, — ^here's  gold,— go  oo ; 

J 5)  L  e.  Gold  restores  her  to  all  the  sweetness 
1  freshness  of  youth. 

(6)  Alluding  to  the  cure  of  the  hus  venerea,  thea 
ill  practice. 
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Be  u  ft  planeteiy  placae,  when  Jore 
Will  o*er  wme  hig;ti-Tic*d  dty  bMig  hit  poboo 
In  the  lick  air:  Let  not  thjr tword  skip  one : 
Pitjr  not  honour'd  af|;e  for  his  white  beard, 
He*s  an  usurer :  SMnke  me  the  counterfeit  matron ; 
It  is  her  habit  only  that  is  honest, 
HerselTsabawd:  Let  not  the  virgin*!  cheek 
Make  soft  thy  trenchant^  iword;  for  those  milk 

That  throof hthe  wmdow-bars  bore  ftt  men*8  ejes, 
Are  not  wiUiin  the  leaf  of  pity  writ. 
Set  them  down  horrible  traitors :  Spare  not  ttie  babe, 
Whose  dimpled  smiles  from  fools  exhaost  their 

mercy; 
Think  it  a  bastud,)  whom  ttie  oracle 
Hath  doubtfully  prooouncM  thy  throat  shall  cut, 
And  mince  it  sans  remone:*  Swear  against  ob- 
jects ,-< 
Put  armour  on  thine  ears,  and  on  thine  eyes ; 
Whose  proof,nor  yells  of  modiers, maids,  nor  babes, 
Nor  sight  of  priests  in  holy  vestments  bleeding. 
Shall  pierce  a  jot  There's  Eold  to  pay  thy  soldiers : 
Make  large  confusion ;  and,  thy  funr  spent. 
Confounded  be  thyself!  Speak  not,  be  gone. 
Alcib.  Hast  thou  gold  yet?  I'U  take  the  goIJ 

thou  giv*8t  me, 
Rot  all  thy  counsel 
Tim.  Dost  thou,  or  dost  thou  not,  hearen's  cnise 

upon  thee! 
Pkr.ifTiman.  Give  us  some  gold,  good  Tiroon 

Hast  thou  more  ? 
Ttm.  Enough  to  make  a  whora  fonwear  her 

trade, 
And  to  make  whores,  a  bawd.  Hold  up,  you  sluts, 
Your  aprons  mountant :  Tou  are  not  oathable, — 
Although,  1  know,  youMI  swear,  terribly  swear. 
Into  strong  shudders,  and  to  heavenly  agues, 
The  immortal  gods  that  hear  you,— ^re  your 

oaths, 
ni  trust  to  your  conditxxis  :>  Be  whores  still ; 
And  he  whose  pious  breath  seeks  to  convert  yon. 
Be  strong  in  whore,  allure  him,  bum  him  up ; 
Let  your  close  fire  predominate  his  smoke. 
And  be  no  tum-coats :  Yet  may  your  pains,  six 

months, 
Be  ouite  contraiy :  And  thatch  your  poor  thin  roofs 
Witn  burdens  of  the  dead ; — some  that  were  hang*d, 
No  matter:— wear  them,  betray  with  them:  whore 

still; 
Paint  till  a  horse  may  mire  upon  your  face : 
A  pox  of  wrinkles ! 

Phr.ifTman,  Well, more gdd;— What  then ?- 
Believ*t,  that  we'll  do  any  thing  fbr  gold. 

Tim.  Consumptions  sow 
In  hollow  bones  of  man ;  strike  their  sharp  shins, 
And  mar  men's  spurring.  Crack  the  lawyer's  voice, 
That  he  may  never  more  &lse  title  plead. 
Nor  sound  his  quillets^  shrilly :  hoar  the  ' 
That  scolds  against  the  quality  of  flesh. 
And  not  believes  himself^;  down  with  the  nose, 
Down  with  it  flat ;  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Of  him,  that  his  particular  to  foresee. 
Smells  from  the  general  weal :  make  curi'd-pate 

niAians  bald ; 
And  let  the  unscarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 
Derive  some  pain  from  you :  Plague  all ; 
That  your  activity  may  defeat  and  quell 

(1)  Cutting. 

(2)  An  allusion  to  Oie  tale  of  Oldipni. 
h)  Without  pity. 

(4)  i  s.  Agamst  objects  of  charity  and  compas- 
Bon. 

(5)  Vocations.    (6)  Snbtiltiea.     (7)  Entomb. 


The  source  of  all  erection. — There*s  more  gold : — 
Do  vou  damn  otlMos,  and  let  this  damn  you, 
And  ditches  grave'  you  all ! 

Fkr.  4r  Timan.  More  counsel  with  nioie  money, 
bounteous  Timon. 

Tim.  More  whore,  more  mischief  first ;  I  have 

fiven  you  earnest 
trike  up  the  drum  towards  Athena.  Fare- 
well, Tunon : 
If  I  thrive  well,  I'll  visit  thee  again. 
Ttm.  If  I  hope  well,  Pll  never  see  tfwe  i 
Alcib.  I  never  did  thee  harm. 
Tim.  Yes,  thou  spok'st  well  of  me. 
Aldb.  Call'st  thou  that  ham  ? 

Tim,  Men  daily  find  it  such.    Get  thee  away. 
And  take  thy  beagles  with  thee. 

Aldh.  Webutofiendhim.— 

Strike. 

[DiwnhtaU.  KmioiI  Alcibiadea,  Fhrynia, 
and  Timandra. 
Tim,  That  nature,  being  sick  of  man*s  unkind- 
ness. 
Should  yet  be  hungry !— Common  modier,  thou. 

Whose  womb  umneasurable,  and  faifinite  breast,*^ 
Teems,  and  feeds  all ;  whose  self-same  mettle. 
Whereof  thv  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  poiTd, 
Engenders  the  black  toad,  and  adder  blue, 
Th«  gilded  nevrt,  and  eyeless  venom'd  worm,* 
With  all  the  abhorred  births  below  crispW  heaven 
Whereon  Hyperion's  quickening  fire  doth  shine; 
Yield  him,  who  all  thy  human  sons  doth  hate. 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bosom  one  poor  root ! 
Ensear  thy  fertile  and  conceptiouswomb, 
I<o.|  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  man ! 
Go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,  and  bears ; 
Teem  with  new  monsters,  whom  thy  upward  fisce 
Hath  to  the  marbled  mansion  all  above 
Never  presented ! — O,  a  root,— Dear  thanks ! 
Dry  up  thy  marrows,  vines,  and  plough-torn  leas ; 
Whereof  ingrateful  man,  with  liqooruh  draughts, 
And  morsels  unctuous,  greases  his  pure  mind. 
That  from  it  all  consideration  slips ! 

JSnIer  Apemantns. 
More  man  ?  Plague!  plaeue ! 

A  pern.  I  was  directed  hither:  Men  report 
Thou  dost  affect  mv  manners,  and  dost  use  them. 

Ttm.  'Tis  then,  because  thou  dost  not  keep  a  dor 
Whom  I  would  imitate :  Consumption  catch  thee ! 

Apem.  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  affiscted; 
A  poor  unmanly  melancholy,  sprung 
From  change  of  fortune.    Why  this  spade  ?  this 

place  f 
This  slave-like  habit?  and  these  looks  of  care? 
Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  silk,  drink  wine,  lie  soft ; 
Hug  their  diseas'd  perfumes,*!  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.    Shame  not  these  woods, 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper.^ 
Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  seek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has  undone  thee :  hins;e  thy  knee, 
And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'Tt  observe, 
Blow  oflT  thy  cap ;  praise  his  mo«t  vicious  strain, 
And  call  it  excellent:  Thou  wast  told  thus; 
Thou  gav'st  thine  ears,  like  tapsters,  that  bid  wet- 
come. 
To  knaves,  and  all  approachers :  *Tis  most  just. 
That  thou  turn  rascal ;  hadst  thou  wealth  again, 

(8)  Boundless  surface. 

(9)  The  serpent  called  the  blind-wonn. 

(10)  Bent 

(11)  t.  e.  Their  diseased  perfumed  mistresses. 

(12)  t.  e.  Shame  not  these  woods  by  ^ding  fault 
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Rascals  should  have^t   Do  not  assume  my  likeness. 
Tmt.  Were  I  like  thee,  I'd  throw  away  myself. 
Apem.  Tbou  hast  cast  away  thysdf,  being  like 
thyself; 
A  madman  so  long,  now  a  fool :  What,  think*st 
That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boisterous  chamberlain, 
Will  put  thy  shirt  on  warm?    Will  these  moss'd 

trees. 
That  have  outliv'd  the  ee^le,  page  thy  heels. 
And  skip  when  thou  point'st  out  ?    Will  the  cold 

brook, 
Candied  with  ice,  caudle  th^  morning  taste, 
Tocupe  thy  oVr-night*8  surfeit.'  call  the  creatures, — 
Whose  naked  natures  live  in  all  the  spite 
Of  wreakful  heaven ;  whose  bare  unhoused  trunks. 
To  the  conflicting  elements  exposM, 
Answer  mere  nature, — bid  them  flatter  thee ; 

0\  thou  shalt  find 

Tim.  A  fool  of  thee:  Depart 

j^lMfR.  I  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  I  did. 
Tim.  I  hate  thee  worse. 
Anem,  Why? 

Tim,  Thou  flatter'st  misery. 

Ap^^n.  I  flatter  not;  but  say,  thou  art  a  caitifll. 
T^im.  Why  dost  thou  seek  me  out? 
Ap^fn.  To  vex  thee. 

Tim.  Always  a  villain's  office,  or  a  fool^s. 
Dost  please  thyself  in't? 
Apem.  Ay. 

Thn,  What !  a  knave  too  ? 

Apem.  If  thou  didst  put  this  sour  cold  habit  on 
To  castigate  thv  pride,  'twere  well :  but  thou 
Doet  it  enforcedly;  thou'dst  courtier  be  again, 
Wert  thou  not  beggar.     Willing  misery 
Outlives  incertain  pomp,  is  crown'd  before  A 
The  one  is  filling  still,  never  complete ; 
The  other,  at  high  wish :  Best  state,  contentless, 
Hath  a  distracted  and  most  wretched  being. 
Worse  than  the  worst,  content 
Thou  should'st  desire  to  die,  being  miserable. 

Tim.  Not  by  his  breath,^  that  is  more  miserable. 
Thou  art  a  slave,  whom  Fortune's  tender  arm 
W^ith  /avour  never  clasp'd ;  but  bred  a  dog. 
Hadst  thou,  like  us,  from  our  first  swath,'  pro- 
ceeded 
The  tweet  degrees,  that  this  brief  world  affords 
To  such  as  may  the  passive  drugs  of  it 
Freely  command,  thou  would'st  have  plunged  thy- 
self 
In  general  riot ;  melted  down  thy  youth 
In  oiflferent  beds  of  lust;  and  never  leam'd 
The  icy  precepts  of  respect,^  but  foUow'd 
The  sugar'd  game  before  thee.     But  myself, 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  confectionaiy ; 
The  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes,  and  hearts  of 

men 
At  duty,  more  than  I  could  frame  employment ; 
That  numberless  upon  me  stuck,  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  oak,  have  with  one  winter's  brush 
Fell  from  their  boughs,  and  left  me  open,  bare 
For  ereiy  storm  that  blows;— I,  to  bear  this, 
That  never  knew  but  better,  is  some  burden : 
Thy  nature  did  commence  in  sufferance,  time 
Hath  made  thee  hard  in't     Why  ahould'st  thou 

hate  men  ? 
They  never  flatter'd  thee  :  W^hat  hast  thou  given  ? 
If  thou  wilt  curse, — thy  father,  that  poor  rag, 
Must  be  thy  subject ;  who,  in  spite,  put  stuff 
To  some  she  beggar,  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  rogue  hereditary.    Hence !  be  gone  ! — 

(1)  i.  e.  Arrives  sooner  at  the  completion  of  its] 
wishes. 

(2)  By  his  voice,  sentence.      C3)  From  infancy. ' 


[f  thou  hadst  not  been  bom  the  worst  of  men, 
Thou  hadst  been  a  knave,  and  flatterer. 

Apem.  Art  thou  proud  yet? 

Tim  Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

Apem.  I,  that  I  was 

Noprodigal 

Tim.  I,  that  I  am  one  now ; 

Were  all  the  wealth  I  have,  shut  up  in  thee, 
I'd  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it    Get  thee  gone. — 
That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this ! 
Thus  would  I  eat  it  [Eatijig  a  root. 

Apem,  Here ;  I  will  mend  thy  feast 

[Offering  him  »omethinr, 

Tim.  First  mend  my  company,  take  away  thysefc 

Apem.  So  I  shall  mend  mine  own,  by  the  lack 
of  thine. 

Tim.  'Tis  not  well  mended  so,  it  is  but  botch'd ; 
If  not,  I  would  it  were. 

Apem.  What  would'st  thou  have  to  Athens? 

Tim.  Thee  thither  in  a  whh-lwind.  If  thou  wilt. 
Tell  them  there  1  have  gold ;  look,  so  I  have. 

Apem.  Here  is  no  use  for  gold. 

Tim.  The  best,  and  truest : 

For  here  it  sleeps,  and  does  no  hired  barm. 

Apem.  Where  li'st  o'nights,  Timon? 

Tim.  Under  that's  above  me. 

Where  feed'st  thou  o'days,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Where  my  stomach  nnds  meat ;  or,  rather, 
where  I  eat  it 

Tim.  'Would  poison  were  obedient,  and  knew 
my  mind ! 

Apem.  Where  would'st  thou  send  it? 

Tim.  To  sauce  thy  dishes.     • 

Apem.  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never  knew- 
est,  but  the  extremity  of  both  ends :  When  thou 
wast  in  thy  gilt,  and  thy  perfume,  they  mocked 
thee  for  too  much  curiosi^  ;*  in  thy  rags  thou  know- 
est  none,  but  art  despised  for  the  contrary.  There's 
a  medlar  for  thee,  eat  it 

Tim  On  what  I  hate,  I  feed  not 

Apem.  Dost  hate  a  medlar  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  though  it  look  like  thee. 

Apem.  An  thou  hadst  hated  meddlers  sooner, 
thou  should'st  have  loved  thyself  better  now.  What 
man  didst  thou  ever  know  unthrifl,  that  was  be- 
loved after  his  means  ? 

Tim.  Who,  without  those  means  thou  talkest  (/, 
didst  thou  ever  know  beloved  ? 

Apem.  Myself. 

Tim.  I  understand  thee ;  thon  hadst  some  means 
to  keep  a  dog. 

Apem.  What  things  in  the  world  canst  thou  near- 
est compare  to  thy  ^tterers  ? 

Tim.  Women  nearest ;  but  men,  men  are  the 
things  themselves.  What  would'st  thou  do  with 
the  world,  Apemantus,  if  it  lay  in  thy  power  ? 

Apem.  Give  it  the  beasts,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 
Tm.  Would'st  thou  have  thyself  fall  in  the  con- 
fusion of  men,  and  remain  abeeist  with  the  beasts? 


Apem.  Ay,  Tinoon. 
Tim.  A 


Vm.  A  b^tly  ambition,  which  the  gods  grant 
thee  to  attain  to !  If  thou  wert  the  lion,  the  fox 
would  beguile  thee :  if  thou  wert  the  Iamb,  the  fox 
would  eat  thee :  if  thou  wert  the  fox,  the  lion 
would  suspect  thee,  when,  peradventure,  thou  wert 
accused  by  the  ass :  if  thou  wert  the  ass,  thv  dul- 
ness  would  torment  thee :  and  still  thou  liveost  hut 
as  a  breakfast  to  the  wolf:  if  thou  wert  the  wolf, 
thy  greediness  would  afflict  thee,  and  oft  thou 
shouTdst  hazard  thy  life  for  thy  dinner :  wert  thou 
the  unicorn,  pride  and  wrath  would  confound  thee, 

(4)  The  cold  admonitions  of  cautious  pmdsoot. 

(5)  For  too  much  fbiical  delicacy. 
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•nd  make  thine  own  self  the  conanest  of  thj  furv  : 
wert  thou  a  bear,  thou  would*8t  be  killed  bj  the 
hone  ;  wert  thou  a  horse,  thou  would^st  be  seized 
by  the  leopard ;  wert  thou  a  leopard,  thou  wert 
rerman  to  the  hon,  and  the  spots  of  thy  kin- 
ored  were  jurors  on  thy  life  :  all  thy  safety  were 
renK>tion  ;'  and  thy  defence,  absence.  What  beast 
could  *st  thou  be,  that  were  not  subject  to  a  beast  ? 
and  what  a  beast  art  thou  already,  that  seest  not 
thy  loss  in  transformation  ? 

Apem.  If  thou  could*st  please  me  with  speaking 
to  me,  thou  might*st  ha\*e  hit  upon  it  here :  The 
commonwealth  of  Athens  is  become  a  forest  of 
beasts. 

Tim,  How  has  the  ass  broke  the  wall,  that  thou 
trt  out  of  the  city  ? 

Apem.  Yonder  comes  a  poet  and  a  painter:  The 
plague  of  company  light  upon  thee !  I  will  fear  to 
catch  it,  and  give  way  :  When  I  know  not  what 
else  to  do,  IMl  see  thee  again. 

Tim.  VVhen  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee,  thou 
•halt  be  welcome.  I  had  rather  be  a  beggar's  dog, 
dian  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Thou  art  the  cap?  of  all  the  fools  alive. 

Tim.  'Would  thou  wert  clean  enough  to  spit  upon. 

Apem.  A  plague  on  thee,  thou  art  too  bad  tc 
curse. 

Tim.  All  villains,  that  do  stand  by  thee,  are  pure. 

Apem.  There  is  no  leprosy  but  what  thou  speak'st. 

Ttm.  If  I  name  thee. — 
III  beat  thee, — but  I  should  infect  my  hands. 

j9jMm.  1  would,  my  tongue  could  rot  them  off 

Tim.  Awa;)r,  thou  issue  of  a  mangy  dog ! 
Choler  does  kill  me,  that  thou  art  alive ; 
I  swoon  to  see  thee. 

Apan.  'Would  thou  would'st  burst ! 

THm.  Away, 

Thou  tedious  rogue !  I  am  sony,  I  shall  \om 
A  stone  by  thee :  [Throws  a  stone  at  him. 

Av'm,  Beast ! 

Tim.  Slave ! 

Apem.  Toad ! 

Tim.  Rogue,  rogue,  rogue  I 

[Apemantus  retreats  backward^  as  going. 
I  am  sick  of  this  false  world  ;  and  will  love  nought 
But  even  the  mere  necessities  upon  it 
Then,  Timon,  presently  prepare  thy  grave; 
Lie  where  the  light  foam  of  the  sea  may  beat 
Thy  grave-stone  daily :  make  thine  epitaph. 
That  death  in  me  at  others'  lives  may  laugh. 
O  thou  sweet  king-killer,  and  dear  divorce 

{Looking  on  the  rold. 
*Twixt  natural  son  and  sire .'  thou  bright  defifer 
Of  Hymen's  purest  bed !  thou  valiant  Mars  I 
Thou  ever  young,  fresh,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wooer. 
Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow 
That  lieson  Dian's  lap !  thou  visible  god, 
That  solder'st  close  impossibilities, 
Andmak'st  them  kiss!  that  speak'st  with  every 

tongue. 
To  every  purpose  !  O  thou  touch'  of  heart ! 
Think,  thy  slave  man  rebels ;  and  by  thy  virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beasts 
May  have  the  world  in  empire  ! 

Apem.  'Would  'twere  so ; — 

But  not  till  I  am  dead ! — I'll  say,  thou  hast  gold : 
Thou  wilt  be  throng'd  to  shortly. 

Tim.  Throng'd  to  .^ 

Apem  Ay. 

Tim.  Thy  back,  I  pr'ythcc. 

(1)  Remoteness,  the  being  placed  at  a  distance 
frcm  the  lioQ. 
(X^  The  top,  the  principal. 


Apan.  Live,  and  love  thy  miseiy ! 

Tim.  Long  live  so,  and  so  die ! — I  am  quit — 
[JExti  Apemantus. 
More  things  like  men.' — Eat,  Timon,  and  abhor 
them. 

Enter  Thieves. 

1  Thi^.  Where  should  he  have  this  gold  ?  It  is 
some  poor  fragment,  some  slender  ort  of  his  re- 
mainder :  The  mere  want  of  ^Id,  and  the  falling- 
from  of  his  friends,  drove  him  into  this  melanchdy. 

2  Thie/.  It  is  noised,  he  hath  a  mass  of  treasure. 

3  Thi^.  Let  us  make  the  assay  upon  him ;  if  he 
care  not  for't,  he  will  supply  us  easily ;  If  he  covet- 
ously reserve  it,  how  shafl's  get  it.' 

2  Thi^.  True ;  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him, 
'tis  hid. 

1  Thi^.  Is  not  this  he? 
Thieves.  Where.? 

2  Thief.  'Tishis  description. 

3  Thtif.  He ;  I  know  nim. 
Thieves.  Save  thee,  Timoo. 
Tim.  Now,  thieves. 
Thieves.  Soldiers,  not  thieves. 
Tim.  Both  too  ;  and  wwnen's  sons. 
Thieves.  We  are  not  thieves,  but  men  that  mocfa 

do  want. 

Tim.  Your  greatest  want  is,  you  want  much  ci 
meat 
Why  should  you  want.'    Behold,  the  earth  hath 

roots; 
Within  this  mile  break  forth  a  hundred  springs : 
The  oaks  bear  mast,  the  briars  scarlet  hip ; 
The  bounteous  housewife,  nature,  on  eacn  bush 
Lays  her  full  mess  before  you.   Want  ?  why  want  * 

1  Thi{f.  We  cannot  live  on  grass,  on  berries, 
water, 
As  beasts,  and  birds,  and  fishes. 

Tim.  Nor  on  the  beasts  themselves,  the  birds, 
and  fishes ; 
You  must  eat  men.     Yet  thanks  I  must  you  coo, 
That  you  are  thieves  profess'd ;  that  you  work  not 
In  holier  shapes  :  for  there  is  boundless  theft 
In  limited^  professions.     Rascal  thieves. 
Here's  gold :  Go,  suck  the  subtle  blood  of  the  grape. 
Till  the  high  fever  seeth  your  blood  to  froth. 
And  so  'scape  hanging  :  trust  not  the  physician; 
His  antidotes  are  poison,  and  he  slays 
More  than  you  rob :  take  wealth  ana  lives  together; 
Do  villany,  do,  since  you  profe^  to  do't. 
Like  workmen.     I'll  example  you  with  thieveiy : 
The  sun's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attraction 
Robs  the  vast  sea :  the  moon's  an  arrant  thiet^ 
And  her  pale  fire  she  snatches  from  the  sun : 
The  sea's  a  thief,  whose  liquid  surge  resolves 
The  moon  into  salt  tears :  the  earth's  a  thief. 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  composture^  stolen 
From  general  excrement :  each  thing's  a  thief; 
The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 
Have  uncheck'd  theft.  Love  not  yourselves  :  away; 
Rob  one  another.  There's  more  gold :  Cut  throats ; 
All  that  you  meet  are  thieves :  To  Athens,  go, 
Rreak  open  shops ;  nothing  can  you  steal. 
But  thieves  do  lose  it :  Steal  not  less,  for  this 
I  give  you,  and  gold  confound  you  howsoever ! 
Amon.  [Timon  retires  to  his  earn. 

3  Thi^.  He  has  almost  charmed  rae  from  my  ' 
profession,  by  persuading  me  to  it 

1  Thief.  'Tis  in  the  malice  of  mankind,  that  he  < 
thus  advises  us ;  not  to  have  us  thrive  in  our  my»> " 
terj'. 


(3)  For  tonchstcme. 
(5)  Conipoat,  manure. 


(4)  For  l^aL 
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2  Th^f.  m  believe  him  as  an  enemj,  and  give 
over  my  trade. 

,   1  Thief.  Let  us  first  see  peace  in  Athens :  There 
is  DO  time  so  miserable,  but  a  man  may  be  true. 

[Exeunt  Thieves. 

Enter  Flavins. 
Flav.  O  joa  gods ! 
Is  yon  despised  and  ruinous  man  my  lord  > 
Full  of  decay  and  failing  f  O  monument 
And  wonder  of  ^ood  deeds  evilly  bestow'd ! 
What  an  alteration  of  honour*  has 
Desperate  want  made ! 
What  viler  thing  upon  the  earth,  than  friends. 
Who  can  bring  noolest  minds  to  basest  ends ! 
How  rarely2  does  it  meet  with  this  time's  guise. 
When  man  was  wishM'  to  love  his  enemies : 
Grant,  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 
Those  that  would  mischief  me,  than  those  that  do ! 
He  has  caught  me  in  his  eye  :  I  will  present 
M^  honest  grief  unto  him ;  and,  as  my  lord. 
Still  serve  lum  with  my  life. — My  dearest  master ! 

Timon  comes  /brward  from  his  cave. 

Tim.  Away !  what  art  thou  ? 

FUof.  Have  you  forgot  me,  sir.' 

Tim.  Why  dost  ask  that  ?  I  have  forgot  all  men ; 
Then,  if  thou  gran  t*st  thou*rtman,I  have  forgot  thee. 

Flav.  An  honest  poor  servant  of  youre. 

Tim.  Then 

I  know  thee  not :  I  ne*er  had  honest  man 
About  roe,  I ;  all  that  I  kept  were  knaves, 
To  serve  in  meat  to  villains. 

flav.  The  gods  are  witnen, 

Ne*er  did  poon  steward  wear  a  truer  grief 
For  his  undone  lord,  than  mine  eyes  tor  you. 

Tim.  What,  dost  thou  weep  ? — Come  nearer ; — 
then  I  love  thee, 
Because  thou  art  a  woman,  and  disclairo*st 
Flinty  mankind ;  whose  eyes  do  never  give, 
But  thorough  lust,  and  laughter.     Pity*s  sleeping : 
Strange  times,  that  weep  with  laughing,  not  with 
weeping ! 

Flav.  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  mv  lord, 
To  accept  my  grief,  and  whilst  this  poor  wealth  lasts. 
To  entertain  me  as  your  steward  still. 

Tim.  Had  I  a  steward  so  true,  so  just,  and  now 
So  comfortable  ?  It  almost  turns 
My  dangerous  nature  wild.    Let  me  behold 
Iny  face. — Surely,  this  man  was  bom  of  woman. — 
Foig;ive  my  general  and  eiceptless  rashness, 
Perpetual-sober  gods!  I  do  proclaim 
One  honest  man, — mistake  me  not, — but  one ; 
No  more,  I  pray, — and  he  is  a  steward. — 
How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  mankind. 
And  thou  redeem*st  thyself:   But  all,  save  thee, 
I  fell  with  curees. 

Methinks,  thou  art  more  honest  now,  than  wise ; 
For,  by  oppressing  and  betraying  me, 
Thou  might'st  have  sooner  got  another  service : 
For  many  so  arrive  at  second  masters. 
Upon  their  first  lord's  neck.    But  tell  me  true 
(For  I  must  ever  doubt,  though  ne'er  so  sure,) 
Is  not  thy  kindness  subtle,  covetous. 
If  not  a  usuring  kindness;  and  as  rich  men  deal  giAs, 
Expecting  in  return  twenty  for  one  ? 

Flav.  No,  my  most  worthy  master,  in  whose  breast 
Doubt  and  suspect,  alas,  are  plac'd  too  late : 
You  i^uid  have  fear'd  fidse  times,  when  you  dki 
feast: 

(1)  An  alteration  of  honour  is  an  alteration  of  an 
honourable  state  to  a  state  of  disgrace. 
(2^  How  happily.        (3)  Recommended. 


Suspect  still  comes  where  an  estate  is  least 

That  which  I  show,  heaven  knows,  is  merely  love^ 

Duty  and  tral  to  vour  unmatched  mind. 

Care  of  your  food  and  living :  and,  believe  it, 

My  most  honour'd  lord. 

For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me, 

Either  m  hope,  or  present,  I'd  exchange 

For  this  one  wish.  That  you  had  power  and  wealth 

To  requite  me,  by  making  rich  yourself. 

Tim.  Look  thee,  'tis  so  .'—Thou  singly  honest  man, 
Here  take : — the  gods  out  of  my  miseiy 
Have  sent  thee  treasure.    Go,  live  rich,  and  happy : 
But  thus  condition'd ;  Thou  shalt  build  from  men  ;^ 
Hate  all,  curse  all :  show  charity  to  none ; 
But  let  the  famish'd  flesh  sUde  from  the  bone, 
Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar :  give  to  dogs 
What  thou  deny'st  to  men;  letprisons  swallow  them, 
Debts  wither  them :  Be  men  like  blasted  woods, 
And  may  diseases  lick  up  their  false  bloods ! 
And  so,  farewell,  and  thrive. 

Flaiv.  O,  let  me  stay, 

And  comfort  you,  my  master. 

Tim.  If  thou  hat'st 

Curses,  stay  not ;  fly,  whilst  thou'rt  bless'd  and  free: 
Ne'er  see  thou  man,  and  let  roe  ne'er  see  thee. 

[Exeunt  severathf. 


ACT  V. 

SCEJ^E  l—The  same,    B^ore  Timon's  cave. 
Enter Foei  and  Painter;  Tvmxxibehind^vnseen. 

Pain.  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  cannot  be 
far  where  he  abides. 

Poet  What's  to  be  thought  of  him.'  Does  the 
rumour  hold  for  true,  that  he  is  so  full  of  gold  f 

Pain.  Certain:  Alcibiades  reports  it;  Phrynia 
and  Timandra  had  gold  of  him :  he  likewise  en- 
riched poor  straggling  soldiers  with  great  Quantity : 
'Tis  said,  he  gave  unto  his  steward  a  mighty  sum. 

Poet.  Then  this  breaking  of  his  has  been  but  a 
try  for  his  friends. 

Pain.  Nothing  else :  you  shall  see  him  a  palm  in 
Athens  again,  and  flounsh  mih  the  highest  There- 
fore, 'tis  not  amiss,  we  tender  our  loves  to  him,  in 
this  supposed  distress  of  his :  it  will  show  hooc^ly 
in  us ;  and  is  very  likely  to  load  our  purposes  with 
what  they  travel  for,  if  it  be  a  just  and  true  report 
that  goes  of  his  having. 

Poet.  WTiat  have  you  now  to  present  unto  him  ? 

Pain.  Nothing  at  this  time  but  my  visitation : 
only  I  will  promise  him  an  excellent  piece. 

Poet.  I  must  serve  him  so  too ;  tell  hiro  of  an 
intent  that's  coming  toward  him. 

Pain.  Good  as  me  best  Promising  is  the  very 
air  o'the  time :  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expectation  : 
performance  is  ever  the  duller  tor  his  act ;  and,  but 
in  the  plainer  and  simpler  kind  of  people,  the  deed 
of  saying*  is  quite  out  of  use.  To  promise  is  most 
courtly  and  fashionable :  perfoimance  is  a  kind  of 
wilt  and  testament,  which  argues  a  great  sickness 

his  judgment  that  makes  it 

T^.  Excellent  workman !  Thou  canst  not  paint 
a  man  so  bad  as  is  thyself. 

Poet.  I  am  thinking,  what  I  shall  say  I  have  pro- 
vided  for  him :  It  must  be  a  personating  of  himself: 
a  satire  against  the  softness  of  prosperity ;  with  a 
discovery  of  the  infinite  flatteries,  that  follow  youth 
and  opulency. 

(4)  Away  from  human  habitatkn. 

(5)  The  doing  of  that  we  odd  we  woald  do. 
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TSm.  Must  thoo  needs  stand  for  a  villain  in  thine 
own  woik?  Wilt  thou  whip  thine  owrn  faults  in 
other  nien?  Do  so,  I  have  gold  for  thee. 

Poet.  Nay,  let's  seek  him : 
Then  do  we  sin  against  our  own  estate. 
When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 

Pain.  True; 
When  the  day  serves,  before  black-comer'd  night, 
Find  what  thou  want'st  by  free  and  ofler'd  light 
Come. 

Tim.  ril  meet  you  at  the  turn.    What  a  god's 

gold. 

That  he  is  worshipp'd  in  a  baser  temple, 

Than  where  swine  feed  ! 

*Ti8  thou  that  rigg'st  the  bark,  and  plough's!  the 

foam; 
Settlest  admired  reverence  in  a  slave : 
To  thee  be  worship !  and  thy  saints  for  aye 
Be  crown'd  with  plagues,  that  thee  alone  obey ! 
'Fit  I  do  meet  them.  [Advancing. 

Poet.  Hail,  worthy  Timon ! 

Pain.  Our  late  noble  master. 

Tim.  Have  I  once  liv'd  to  sec  two  honest  men  ? 

Poet.  Sir, 
Having  often  of  your  open  bounty  tasted, 
Hearing  you  were  retird,  your  friends  fall'n  ott, 
Whose  thankless  natures--0  abhorred  spirits ! 
Not  all  the  whips  of  heaven  are  large  enough — 
What!  to  you  I 

Whose  star-like  nobleness  gave  life  and  influence 
To  their  whole  being !  I'm  rapt,  and  cannot  cover 
The  monstrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  size  of  words. 

Tim.  Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  see't  the  better: 
You,  that  are  honest,  by  being  what  you  are, 
Make  them  best  seen,  and  known. 

Pain.  He,  and  myself, 

Have  travell'd  in  the  great  shower  of  your  gif\s, 
And  sweetly  felt  it 

Tim.  Ay,  you  are  honest  men. 

Pain.  We  are  hither  come  to  offer  you  our  service. 

TVw.  Most  honest  men  !    Why,  how  shall  I  re- 
quite you .' 
Can  you  eat  roots,  and  drink  cold  water  ?  no. 

Both.  What  we  can  do,  we'll  do,  to  do  you 
service. 

Tim.  You  are  honest  men :  You  have  beard  that 
I  have  gold ; 
I  am  sure  you  have :  speak  truth :  you  are  honest 
men. 

Pain.  So  it  is  said,  my  noble  lord :  but  therefore 
Came  not  my  friend,  nor  I. 

Tim.  Good  honest  men : — Thou  draw'st  a  coun- 
terfeit! 
Best  in  all  Athens :  thou  art,  indeed,  the  best .' 
Thou  counterfeit'st  most  lively. 

Pain.  So,  so,  my  lord. 

Tim.  Even  so,  sir,  as  I  say  t — And,  for  thy  fiction, 
[To  the  Poet. 
Why  thy  verse  swells  with  stuff  so  fine  and  smooth. 
That  thou  art  even  natural  in  thine  art — 
But,  for  all  this,  my  honest-natur'd  friends, 
1  must  needs  say,  you  have  a  little  fault : 
Marry,  'tis  not  monstrous  in  you ;  neither  wish  I, 
You  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Both.  Beseech  your  honour. 

To  make  it  known  to  us. 

Tim.  You'll  take  it  ill. 

Both.  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 

Tim.  Will  you,  indeed  ? 

Both.  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  lord. 


^ 


A  portrait  was  so  called. 

A  complete,  a  finished  villain. 


Tim.  There's  ne'er  a  one  of  you  but  trusts  a 
knave, 
That  mightily  deceives  you. 
Both.  Do  we,  my  lord  f 

Tim.  Ay,  and  you  hear  him  cog,  see  him  dis- 
semble. 
Know  his  gross  patchciy,  love  him,  feed  him. 
Keep  in  your  bc«om ;  yet  remain  assur'd. 
That  he's  a  made-up  villain.^ 

Pain.  I  know  none  such,  my  lord. 
Poet.  Nor  I. 

Tim.  Look  you,  I  love  you  well ;  I'll  give  you  gold, 
Rid  me  these  villains  from  your  companies : 
Hang  them,  or  stab  them,  drown  them  in  a  draught,* 
Con  found  them  by  some  course,  and  come  to  me, 
I'll  give  you  gold  enough. 
Both.  Name  them,  my  lord,  let's  know  them. 
Tim.  You  that  way,  and  you  this,  but  two  io 
company : — 
E^ch  man  apart,  all  single  and  alone, 
Vet  an  arch-villain  keeps  him  company. 
If,  where  thou  art,  two  villains  shall  not  be, 

[To  the  Punier. 
Come  not  near  him. — If  thou  would'st  not  reside 

[To  the  Poet 
But  where  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon. 
Hence !  pack !  there's  gold,  ye  came  for  gold,  ya 

slaves : 
You  have  done  work  for  me,  there's  payment: 

Hence ! 
You  are  an  alchymist,  make  gold  of  that : — 
Out,  rascal  dogs ! 

[Exit,  beating  and  driving  them  out 

SCEJ^TE  II— The  tame.    Enter  Flavins,  and  im 
Senators. 

Flat.  It  is  in  vain  that  you  would  speak  with 
Timon ; 
For  he  is  set  so  onl^  to  himself. 
That  nothing  but  himself,  which  looks  like  mai^ 
Is  friendly  with  him. 

1  Sen.  Bring  us  to  his  cave : 
It  is  our  part,  and  promise  to  the  Athenians, 
To  speak  with  Timon. 

2  ikn.  At  all  times  alike 

Men  are  not  still  the  same :  'Twas  time,  and  rriefi^ 
That  fram'd  him  thus :  time,  with  his  fiairer liaod. 
Offering  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days, 
The  former  man  may  make  him :  Bring  us  to  him. 
And  chance  it  as  it  may. 

Flav.  Here  is  his  cave. — 

Peace  and  content  be  here !  Lord  Timon !  Timon! 
Look  out,  and  speak  to  friends :  The  AtheniaDS, 
By  two  of  their  most  reverend  senate,  greet  tboe: 
Speak  to  them,  noble  Timon. 

Enter  Timon. 
Tim.  Thou  sun,  that  comfort'st,  bum !— Speak, 
and  be  hang'd : 
For  each  true  word,  a  blister !  and  each  &lse 
Be  as  a  caut'rizing  to  the  root  o'tbe  tongue. 
Consuming  it  with  speaking ! 

1  Sen.  Worthy  Timon— 
Tim.  Of  none  but  such  as  you,  and  you  of  Timoo. 

2  .Sen.  The  senators  of  Athens  greet  thee,  Timoo. 
Tim.  I  thank  them ;  and  would  send  them  back 

the  plague. 
Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them. 

1  Sen.  O,  forget 

What  we  are  sony  for  ourselves  in  thee. 
The  senators,  with  one  consent  of  love,< 

(3)  In  a  Jakes. 

(4)  With  one  united  voice  of  aflectioQ. 
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Entreat  thee  back  to  Athens ;  who  have  thought 
On, special  dignities,  which  vacant  lie 
For  thj  best  use  and  wearing. 

2  Sen,  They  confess. 

Toward  thee,  forgetfulness  too  ^eral,  gross : 
Which  now  the  public  body, — Which  doth  seldom 
Play  the  pecanter, — feeling,  in  itself 
^  lack  of  Timon*8  aid,  hath  sense  withal 
Of  its  own  fall,  restraining  aid  to  Timon ; 
And  send  forth  us,  to  make  their  sorrowed  renderi, 
Together  with  a  recompense  more  fruitful 
Than  their  offience  can  weigh  down  by  the  dram ; 
Ay,  even  such  heaps  and  sums  of  love  and  wealth. 
As  shall  to  thee  blot  out  what  wron|;s  were  theirs, 
And  write  in  thee  the  figures  of  their  love, 
Ever  to  read  them  thine. 

Tim.  You  witch  me  in  it ; 

Surprise  me  to  the  very  brink  of  tears  : 
Lend  me  a  fool's  heart,  and  a  woman's  eye%^ 
And  V\\  beweep  these  comforts,  worthy  senators. 

1  Sen.  Therefore,  so  please  thee  to  return  with  us, 
And  of  our  Athens  (thine,  and  ours,)  to  take 
The  captainship,  thou  shalt  be  met  with  thanks, 
Allow'cP  with  absolute  power,  and  thv  good  name 
Live  with  authority  : — so  soon  we  fihail  drive  back 
Of  Alcibiades  the  approaches  wild ; 

Who,  like  a  boar  too  savage,  doth  root  up 
His  countiy's  peace. 

2  Sen.  And  shakes  his  threat'ning  sword 
Against  the  walls  of  Athens. 

1  Sen.  Therefore,  Timon,— 

Tim.  Well,  sir,  I  will;  therefore,  I  will,  sir; 
Thus,— 
If  Alcibiades  kill  my  countrymen. 
Let  Alcitiiades  know  this  of  Timon, 
That — Timon  cares  not   But  if  he  sack  &ir  Athens, 
And  take  our  goodly  aged  men  b^  the  beards, 
Giving  our  holy  virgins  to  the  stam 
Of  contumelious,  bea;}tly,  mad-bra in*d  war ; 
Then,  let  him  know, — and  tell  him  Timon  speaks  it. 
In  pity  of  our  aged,  and  our  youth, 
1  cannot  choose  but  tell  him,  that — I  care  not, 
And  let  him  take't  at  worst ;  for  their  knives  care  not. 
While  you  have  throats  to  answer  :  for  myself, 
There's  not  a  whittle*  in  the  unruly  camp, 
But  I  do  prize  it  at  my  love,  before 
The  reverend'st  throat  in  Athens.     So  T  leave  you 
To  the  protection  of  the  prosperous  gods,^ 
As  thieves  to  keepers. 

Flav.  Stay  not,  all's  m  vain. 

Tim.  Why,  I  was  writing  of  my  epitaph. 
It  will  be  seen  to-morrow ;  My  long  sickness 
Of  health,*  and  living,  now  be^ns  to  mend. 
And  nothine  brings  me  all  things.     Go,  live  still ; 
Be  Alcibiades  your  plague,  you  his. 
And  last  so  long  enough ! 

1  Sen.  We  speak  in  vain. 

Tim.  But  ^et  I  love  my  country ;  and  am  not 
Qoe  that  rejoices  in  the  conunon  wreck, 
As  common  bruit^  doth  put  it 

1  Sen.  That's  well  spoke. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  my  loving  countrymen, — 

1  Sen,  These  words  become  your  lips  as  they 

n  through  them, 
enter  in  our  ears  like  great  triumphers 
In  their  applauding  gates. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  them ; 

^nd  tell  them,  that  to  ease  them  of  their  griefs. 
Their  fears  of  hostile  strokes,  their  aches,  losses, 

(1)  Confession.  (2)  Licensed,  uncontrolled. 

(3)  A  cla!>p  knife. 

(4)  t.  e.  The  gods  who  are  the  authors  of  the 
prosperity  of  mankind. 

TOL.  ri. 


Their  pangs  of  love,  with  other  incident  throes 

That  nature's  fragile  vessel  doth  sustain 

In  life's  uncertain  voyage,  I  will  some  kindness  do 

them: 
I'll  teach  them  to  prevent  wild  Alcibiades*  wrath. 

2  Sen.  I  like  this  well,  he  will  return  again. 

Tim.  I  have  a  tree,  which  ^rows  here  in  my  close, 
That  mine  own  use  invites  n^  to  cut  down. 
And  shortly  nriust  I  fell  it;  Tell  my  friends, 
Tell  Athens,  in  the  sequence  of  degree,^ 
From  high  to  low  throughout,  that  whoso  please 
To  stop  affliction,  let  him  take  his  haste. 
Come  hither,  ere  my  tree  hath  felt  the  axe. 
And  hang  himself : — I  pray  vou,  do  my  greeting. 

Flav.  Trouble  him  no  further,  thus  you  still  shall 
find  him. 

Tvn.  Come  not  to  me  again :  but  say  to  Athens, 
Timon  hath  made  his  everlasting  mansion 
Upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  salt  flood ; 
Which  once  a  day  with  his  embossed  frottf 
The  turbulent  surge  shall  cover;  thither  come, 
And  let  my  grave-stone  be  your  oracle. — 
Lips,  let  sour  words  go  by,  and  language  end ; 
W  hat  is  amiss,  plague  and  infection  mend ! 
Graves  only  be  men's  works;  and  death,  their  ^in ! 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams !  Timon  hath  done  his  reign. 
[Exit  Timon. 

1  Sen.  His  discontents  are  unremoveably 
Coupled  to  nature. 

2  Sen.  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead :  let  us  retuin. 
And  strain  what  other  means  is  left  unto  us 

In  our  dear^  peril. 
1  Sen,  It  requires  swift  foot  [Exeunt, 

SCEJ^E  111— The  toalU  of  Athens.    Enter  two 
Senators,  and  a  Messenger. 

1  Sen.  Thou  hast  painfully  discover'd;  arehisfilet 
As  full  as  thy  report  ? 

Mess.  •  I  have  spoke  the  least : 

Besides,  his  expedition  promises 
Present  approach. 

2  Sen.  We  stand  much  haxard,  if  they  bring  not 

Timon. 
Mtss.  1  met  a  courier,  one  mine  ancient  friend  ;— 
Whom,  though  in  general  part  we  were  oppoa'd. 
Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  force. 
And  made  us  speak  like  friends : — this  man  wiu 

riding 
From  Alcibiaoes  to  Timon's  cave. 
With  letters  of  entreaty,  which  imported 
His  fellowship  i'the  cause  against  your  city. 
In  part  for  his  sake  nx>v'd. 

Enter  Senators yrom  Timon. 
1  Sen,  Here  come  our  brothers 

3  Sen.  No  talk  of  Timon,  nothing  of  him  expect — 
The  enemies'  drum  is  heard,  and  fearful  scouring 
Doth  choke  the  air  with  dust :  in  and  prepare  ; 
Ours  is  the  fall,  I  fear,  our  foes  the  snare.  [Exeunt 

SCEJ^E  IV.— The  woods.    Timon's  care,  and 
a  tombstone  seen.    Enter  a  Soldier,  seeking 
Timon. 
SoL  By  all  description  this  should  be  the  place. 

Who's  here.'  speak,  ho! — No  answer.' — Wnat  U 
this  > 

Timon  is.dead,  who  hath  outstretch'd  his  span : 

Some  beast  rear'd  this;  there  does  not  live  a  nmn. 

(5)  He  means — the  disease  of  life  begins  to  pro- 
mise me  a  period. 
^6)  Report,  rumour. 

(7)  Methodically,  from  highest  to  lowest 

(8)  Swollen  fioth.        (9)  Dreadful 
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Dead,  sure  ;  and  this  his  grave. — 

Wha(*s  oil  thJ!*  tomb  1  caiiuot  read ;  the  character 

I*li  take  with  wax. 

Our  captain  hath  in  ever}'  figure  skill ; 

An  ag'd  interpreter,  though  young  in  days : 

Before  proud  Atnen!t  he's  ntX  down  by  this, 

Whose  fall  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.         \Kxxi. 

SCEJ^Er— Brfore  the  tcaUs  of  Athens.  Trum- 
pets sound.     Enter  Alcibiades,  and  Jorces, 

Alcih.  Sound  to  this  coward  and  lascivious  tovm 
Our  terrible  approach.  [A  parley  sounded, 

Enier  Senators  on  the  umUs. 

Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  filPd  the  time 
With  all  ficentiousi  measure,  making  your  wills 
The  scope  o(  justice ;  till  now,  myself,  and  such 
As  slept  within  the  shadow  of  your  power. 
Have  wander'd    with  our  traversM  arms,!  and 

breath'd 
Our  suflierance  vainly  :  Now  the  time  is  flush,^ 
When  crouching  marrow,  in  the  bea^r  strong, 
Cries,  of  itself,  jYo  more:  now  breathless  wrong 
Shall  sit  and  pant  in  your  great  chairs  of  ease  ; 
And  pursy  indolence  shall  break  his  wind. 
With  fear  and  horrid  flight 

1  Sen.  Noble  and  young, 
When  thy  first  griefs  were  but  a  mere  conceit. 
Ere  thou  hadst  power,  or  we  had  cause  to  fear, 
We  sent  to  thee  ;  to  give  thy  rages  balm, 

To  wipe  out  our  ingratitude  with  loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

2  Sen.  *So  did  we  woo 
Transformed  Timon  (o  our  citj's  love, 

Bj  humble  message,  and  by  promised  meant;* 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deserve 
The  commoQ  stroke  of  war. 

1  Sen.  These  walls  of  ours 
Were  not  erected  by  their  hands,  from  whom 
You  have  received  your  griefs :  nor  are  they  such. 
That  these  great  towers,  trophies,  aod  schools, 

should  fall 
For  private  faults  in  them. 

2  Sen.  Nor  are  they  living. 
Who  were  the  motives  that  you  first  went  out ; 
Shame,  that  they  wanted  cunning,  in  excess 
Hath  broke  their  hearts.     March,  noble  lord. 
Into  our  city  with  thy  banners  spread: 
By  decimation,  and  a  tithed  death, 
(If  thv  revenges  hunger  for  that  food, 
f\liicfi  nature  loaths,)  take  thou  the  destin*d  tenth; 
And  by  the  hazard  of  the  spotted  die. 

Let  die  the  spotted. 

1  Sen.  All  have  not  offended ; 

For  those  that  were,  it  is  not  square,^  to  take. 
On  those  that  are,  revenges :  crimes,  like  lands, 
Are  not  inherited.     Then,  dear  countryman. 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  without  t)iy  rage  : 
"       r  thv  Athenian  cradle,  and  those  kin. 


^pare  t 
Which 


iVhich,  in  the  bluster  of  thv  wrath,  must  fi&ll 
With  those  that  have  olfended :  like  a  shepherd. 
Approach  the  fold,  and  cull  the  infected  forth. 
But  kill  not  all  together. 

2  Sen.  mat  thou  wilt. 

Thou  rather  shalt  enforce  it  with  thy  smile. 
Than  hew  to*t  with  thv  sword. 

1  Sm.  Set  but  thy  loot 

Against  oar  rampir'd  gates,  and  they  shall' ope ; 

(1)  Aims  across.         (2)  Mature. 

(.*))  t.  c.  By  promising  him  a  competent  mbsis- 


So  thou  wilt  send  thy  gentle  heart  before. 
To  say,  thouMt  enter  friendly. 

2. Sen.  Throw  thy  gloves 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honour  else. 
That  thou  wilt  use  the  wars  as  thy  redress. 
And  not  as  our  confusion ;  all  thy  powers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  town,  till  we 
Have  seaPd  thy  full  desire.  » 

Alcib.  Then  there's  my  giore  \ 

Descend,  and  open  your  uncharged  ports  ;^ 
Those  enemies  of  Timon's  and  mine  own. 
Whom  you  yourselves  shall  set  out  for  reproof 
Pall,  and  no  more ;  and, — to  atone^  your  fean 
With  my  more  noble  meaning, — not  a  man 
Shall  pass  his  quarter,  or  odend  the  stream 
Of  regular  justice  in  your  city's  bounds, 
But  shall  be  remediea,  to  your  public  laws. 
At  heaviest  answer. 

Both.  *Tis  most  nobly  spoken. 

Alcib.  Descend,  and  keep  your  woros. 

The  Senators  descend^  and  open  the  gates.    EnUr 
a  Soldier. 

Sold.  My  noble  general,  Timon  is  dead ; 
Entomb'd  upon  the  veiy  hem  o'the  sea  : 
And  on  his  grave-stone,  this  in^culpture;  which 
With  wax  I  brought  away,  whose  soft  impression 
Interprets  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

Alcib.  [Reads.]  Here  Kes  a  wretched  corse,  of 

vpretchea  soul  ber^ : 
Seek  not  my  name:  A  plague  consume  you  vieked 

caitijpshft! 
Here  lie  I  Timon ;  toAo,  alive,  all  Hving  men  did 

hate: 
Pass  by,  and  curse  thy  Jill;  but  pass,  and  stay  not 

here  thy  gait. 

These  well  express  in  thee  thy  latter  spuits : 
Though  thou  abhorr'dst  in  us  our  human  griefi, 
Scom'dst  our  brain's  flow,?  and  those  oar  dropictt 

which 
From  niggard  nature  fall,  yet  rich  conceit 
Taught  Uiee  to  make  vast  NVotune  weep  for  ays 
On  thy  low  grave,  on  faults  forgiven.    Dead 
Is  noble  Timon ;  of  whose  memory 
Hereafter  more.     Bring  me  into  your  city, 
And  1  will  use  the  olive  with  my  sword : 
.Make  war  breed  peace ;  make  peace  stin^  wir; 

make  each 
Prescribe  to  other,  as  each  other's  leech.* 
Let  our  dnmu  strike.  [Extsn^ 


The  play  of  Timon  is  a  domestic  trajgedy,  9t» 
therefore  strongly  fastens  on  the  attention  of    ^^ 
reader.    In  the  plan  there  is  not  much  art,  IwC   ^ 
incidents  are  natural,  and  the  characters  vat  i"*^ 
and  exact     The  catastrophe  aflbrds  a  very  y^^ 
erful  warning  against  that  ostentatious  libera*- ^^ 
which  scatters  bounty,  but  confers  no  l)enefiii»        ^ 
buvs  flattery,  but  not  friendship.  i 

In  this  tragedy,  are  nnany  passages  perple^^— •Jv 
obscure,  and  probably  corrupt,  which  I  have^  ^^, 
deavoured  to  rectify,  or  explain  with  due  diliji  ^•'*» 
but  having  only  one  copy,  cannot  promise  n  ^ 
that  my  endeavours  shall*  be  much  applauded^ — 

JOHNSO*^^ 

(4)  Not  regular,  not  equitable. 

(5)  Unattacked  gates.  (6)  Recoocile. 
(7)  i.  e.  Our  tears.     (8)  Stop.     (9)  Physici»» 
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CORIOLANUS. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Cains  Marciiis  Coriolanus,  a  noble  Roman, 
Menenius  Apnppa,yHCTui  io  Coriolanus. 

friV^luT'l '"■*-" ''■^'*''«^'- 

Young  Marcius,  son  to  Cortolanus. 

A  Roman  Herald, 

Tullus  Aufidius,  general  of  the  Volsctans, 

Lieutenant  toAvJidius. 

Conspirators  with  Aujidtus, 

A  Citizen  of  Antium. 

Two  Volscian  guards. 


Volumnia,  mother  to  Coriolanus. 
Virg^ilia,  W{fe  to  Coriolanus. 
Valeria, yWenrf  to  Virgilia. 
Gentlewoman  attending  Virgilia. 

Roman  and  Volscian  Senators,  Patricians, 
JEdiles,  Lictors,  Soldiers,  Citizens,  Messengers, 
Servants  to  Aujldius,  and  other  Attendants. 

Scene,  partly  in  Rome ;  and  partly  in  the  terri- 
tories of  the  Folscians  and  Aniiates. 


ACT  I. 

SCEJVE  7.— Rome.  A  strut.  Enter  a  com 
pony  of  mutinous  Citixeiu,  vnth  staves,  clubs, 
ana  other  weapons. 

1  Citizen. 

jjEFORE  we  proceed  any  further,  hear  me  speak. 

at.  Speak,  speak.      [Several  speaking  at  once. 

1  Cit.  Vou  are  all  resolved  rather  to  die,  than  to 
fiunish  ? 

Cii.  Resolved,  resolved. 

1  Cit.  First  you  know,  Caius  Marcius  is  chief 
enemy  to  the  people. 

Cit.  We  know't,  we  know*t 

1  Cit.  Let  us  kill  him,andweMl  have  com  at  our 
own  price.     Is't  a  verdict  ? 

Cit.  No  more  talking  onU ;  let  it  be  done :  away, 
•way. 

2  Cit.  One  word,  good  citizens. 

1  Cit.  We  are  accounted  poor  citizens :  the  pa- 
trtctans,  good  :>  What  authority  surfeits  on,  would 
rdieve  us ;  If  they  would  yield  us  but  the  super- 
fluity, while  it  were  wholesome,  we  might  guess, 
tbey  relieved  us  humanely  ;  but  they  think,  we  are 
too  dear :  the  leanness  that  afflicts  us,  the  object 
of  our  misery,  is  as  an  inventory  to  particularize 
their  abundance ;  our  suflcrance  is  a  gain  to  them. — 
Let  as  revenge  this  with  our  pikes,  ere  we  befome 
nkes  :3  for  the  gods  know,  1  speak  this  in  hunger 
for  bread,  not  in  thirst  for  revenge. 

1  Cit.  Would  you  proceed  especially  against 
Caius  Marcius  ? 

Cit.  Aeainst  him  first ;  he*8  a  veiy  dog  to  the 
cammonaTty. 

2  Cit.  Consider  you  what  services  he  has  done 
for  his  country.^ 

1  Cit.  Very  well ;  and  could  be  content  to  give 
him  good  report  for*t,  but  that  he  pays  himself  with 
being  proud. 

2  Ctt.  Nay,  but  speak  not  maliciously. 

1  Cit.  I  say  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  fa- 
mously, be  did  it  to  that  end:   though  soft-con- 


(1)  Puch. 


(2)  Thin  as  raket. 


sciencM  men  can  be  content  to  say,  it  was  for  hia 
country,  he  did  it  to  please  his  mother,  and  to  be 
partly  proud ;  which  he  is,  even  to  the  altitude  of 
his  virtue. 

2  Cit.  WTiat  he  cannot  help  in  his  nature,  you 
account  a  vice  in  him:  Y  ou  must  in  no  way  say^  be 
is  covetous. 

1  Ctf.  If  I  must  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of 
accusations ;  he  hath  faults,  with  surplus,  to  tire  in 
repetition.  [Shouts  unlhin."^  What  shouts  are  these  ? 
Tne  other  side  o'the  city  is  risen  :  Why  stay  we 
prating  here.^  to  the  Capitol. 

Cif.  C(Mne,  come. 

1  Cit.  Soft ;  who  comes  here  ? 

£nfffr  Menenius  Agrippa. 

2  Cit.  Worthy  Menenius  Agrippa ;  one  that  hath 
always  loved  the  people. 

1  Cit.  He^sone  honest  enough;  'Would,  all  the 
rest  were  so ! 

Men.  What  work's,  my  countrymen,  in  hand.^ 
Where  go  you 
With  bats  and  clubs?  The  matter.'  Speak,  I  pray 
you. 

1  Cit.  Our  business  is  not  unknown  to  the  senate ; 
they  have  had  inkliftg,  this  fortnight,  what  we  in- 
tend to  do,  which  now  we'll  show  'em  in  deeds. 
They  say,  poor  suitors  have  strong  breaths ;  they 
!»half  know,  we  have  strong  amis  too. 

Men.    Why,  masters,  my  good  friends,  mine 
honest  neighbours, 
Will  vou  undo  yourselves  ? 

1  dt.  We  cannot,  sir,  we  are  undone  already. 

Men.  I  tell  you,  friends,  most  charitable  care 
Have  the  patricians  of  you.     For  your  wants. 
Your  suffering  in  this  dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  v^ith  your  staves,  as  lift  them 
Against  the  Roman  state  ;  whose  course  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thousand  curbs 
Of  more  strong  link  asunder,  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  impediment :  For  the  dearth, 
Tne  gods,  not  the  patricians,  make  it ;  and 
Your  knees  to  them,  not  arms,  must  help.     Alack, 
You  are  transported  by  calamity 
Thither  where  more  attends  you ;  and  you  slander 
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The  helms  o*the  Rtate,  who  care  for  jou  like  fathers, 
When  you  curse  them  as  atemies. 

1  CW.  Care  for  us  .'—True,  indeed  .'—They  ne'er 
cared  fiw  us  yet  Suffer  us  to  famish,  and  their 
■tore-houses  crammed  with  grain ;  make  edicts  for 
usury,  to  support  usurers :  repeal  daily  any  whole- 
some act  established  aeainst  the  rich ;  and  provide 
more  piercing  statutes  oiuly ,  to  chain  up  and  restrain 
the  poor.  If  the  wars  eat  us  not  up,  they  will  \  and 
there*s  all  the  love  they  bear  us. 

Men.  Either  you  must 
Confess  yourselves  woodrous  malicious. 
Or  be  accu8*d  of  folly.    I  shall  tell  you 
A  pretty  tale ;  it  may  be,  you  have  hoBird  it ; 
But,  sincf  it  serves  my  purpose,  I  will  venture 
To  scaleHi  a  little  more. 

1  at  Well,  1*11  hear  it,  sir :  yet  you  must  not 
think  to  fob  off  our  disgrace^  with  a  tale :  but,  an*t 
please  you,  deliver. 

Jtfim.  There  was  a  time,  when  all  the  body*s 
members 
Rebeird  asainst  the  belly ;  thus  accused  it  :— 
That  onlv  like  a  eulf  it  did  remain 
l*the  miost  o*the  oody,  idle  and  inactive. 
Still  cupboarding  the  viand,  nevef  bearing 
Like  labour  with  the  rest :  where'  the  other  mstru- 

ments 
Did  see,  and  hear,  devise,  instruct,  walk,  feel, 
And,  mutually  participate,  did  minister 
Unto  the  appetite  and  affection  common 
Of  the  whole  body.    The  belly  answered, — 

1  at.  Well,  sir,  what  answer  made  the  belly  i 

Men.  Sir,  I  shall  tell  you.— With  a  kind  of  smile, 
Which  ne^er  came  from  the  lungs,  but  even  thus 
^For,  look  you,  I  may  make  the  bellr  smile, 
As  well  as  speak,)  it  tauntingly  replied 
To  the  discontented  members,  the  mutinous  parts 
That  envied  his  receipt ;  even  so  most  fidy^ 
As  you  malign  our  senators,  for  that 
They  are  not  such  as  you. 

1  at                    Your  belly's  answer:  What 
Tlie  kingly  crowned  head,  the  vigilant  eye, 
The  counsellor  heart,  the  arm  our  soldier. 
Our  steed  the  le^,  the  tonnie  our  trumpeter, 
With  otlier  muniments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  fabric,  if  that  they 

Men,  What  then  ?— 

Tore  me,  this  fellow  speaks !— what  then  ?  what 
then? 

1  at  Should  by  the  cormorant  belly  be  restrained. 
Who  is  the  sink  o'the  body, 

Men.  Well,  what  then  ? 

1  at.  The  former  agents,  if  they  did  complain, 
What  could  the  belly  answerf 

Men.  I  will  tell  you; 

If  jroaUl  bestow  a  small  (of  what  you  have  little,) 
Pktience,  a  while,  you'll  hear  the  lielly's  answer. 

1  Cit.  You  are  long  about  it 

Men.  Note  me  this,  good  friend  ; 

Your  most  grave  belly  was  deliberate, 
Not  rash  like  his  accusers,  and  thus  answer'd : 
True  is  i7,  my  incorporate  friends,  quoth  he, 
Thai  1  receive  the  general  food  ai^rst^ 
Which  you  do  live  upon:  and  ft  tiis; 
Because  I  am  the  store-house,  and  the  shop 
Of  the  u^oU  body:  But  if  you^o  remember^ 
J  send  it  through  the  rivers  of  your  bloodj 
Even  to  the  court,  the  heart, — to  the  seat  o^the 

brain  f 
And,  through  the  cranks^  and  offices  of  mm. 
The  strongest  nerves,  and  small  if{ferior  Mt»u, 
From  me  receive  that  natural  competency 

(l)  Spread  it        (2)  Hardship.        (3)  Whereas. 


Whereby  they  Uve :  And  thovgh  thai  all  at  once. 
You,  my  good  friends,  (thb  says  the  belly,)  marik 
me, — 

1  at  Ay,  sir ;  well,  well. 

Men.  Though  all  ai  ones  eawwf 

See  vahaildo  deliver  out  to  Mch; 
Yet  I  can  make  my  audit  vp,  thai  aU 
From  me  do  back  receive  thejiower  of  ally 
And  leave  me  but  the  bran.    What  sav  you  to't  ? 

1  at  It  was  an  answer :  How  appy  you  this  ? 

Men.  The  senators  of  Rome  are  this  good  belly. 
And  you  tfie  mutinous  members :  For  examine 
Their  coimsels,   and  their  cares;    digest  thingt 

Touch  ng  the  weal  o'the  common ;  you  shall  find. 
No  public  benefit  which  you  receive. 
But  it  proceeds,  or  comes,  from  them  to  yoo. 
And  no  way  from  yourselves. — What  do  you  think? 
You  the  great  toe  of  this  assembly .' — 

1  at.  I  the  great  toe?  Why  the  rreat  toe  ? 

Men.  For  tl»t  being  one  o'the  lowest,  basest, 
poorest. 
Of  this  most  wise  rebellion,  thou  go'st  foremost : 
Thou  rascal,  that  art  worst  in  blood,  to  run 
Lead'st  first  to  win  some  vantage. — 
But  make  you  ready  your  stiff  bats  and  clubs ; 
Rome  and  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle. 
The  one  side  must  have  bale.*  Hail,  noble  Marcins ! 

Enter  Caius  Marcius. 

Mar.  Thanks.— What's  the  matter,  yon  dissen 
tious  rogues. 
That,  rubbing  the  poor  itch  of  your  opinion. 
Make  yourselves  scabs? 

1  at.  We  have  ever  your  good  word. 

Mar.  He  that  will  give  good  words,  to  thee,  will 
flatter 
Beneath  abhorring.— What  would  you  have,  you 

curs. 
That  like  nor  peace,  nor  war  ?  the  one  affrights  yoo. 
The  other  makes  you  proud.    He  that  trusts  ^-oo. 
Where  he  should  find  you  lions,  finds  you  hares; 
Where  foxes,  geese :  lou  are  no  surer,  no, 
Than  is  the  cmI  of  fire  upon  the  ice. 
Or  hailstone  in  the  sun.     Your  virtue  is. 
To  make  him  worthy,  whose  offence  sobdoes  him. 
And  curse  that  justice  did  it    Who  deserves  great- 
ness. 
Deserves  your  hate :  and  your  affections  are 
A  sick  man's  appetite,  wlio  desires  most  that 
Which  would  increase  his  evil.    He  that  depends 
Upon  your  favours,  swims  with  fins  of  lead. 
And  hews  down  oaks  with  rushes.  Hang  ye!  Tnnt 

ye? 
With  eveiy  minute  you  do  change  a  mind ; 
And  call  lum  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate, 
Him  Tile,  that  was  your  garland.    What's  tha 

matter. 
That  in  these  several  places  of  the  city 
You  C17  against  the  noble  senate,  who. 
Under  the  eods,  keep  you  in  awe,  which  else 
Would  feea  on  one  another? — What's  their  seekii^ 

Men.  For  com  at  their  own  rates;  whereof,  thej 

The  city  is  vrell  stor'd. 

Mar.  Hang  'em !  They  say  f 

They'll  sit  by  the  fire,  and  presume  to  know 
What's  done  i'the  Capitol :  who's  like  to  rise. 
Who  thrives,  and  who  declines :  side  factions,  and 

give  out 
Cooiectural  marriages ;  making  parties  stroi^. 
And  feeblii^  such  as  stand  not  in  their  liking, 

(4)  Exactly.        (5)  Windings.        (6)  Baat 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


ScetuII. 


CORIOLANUS. 


109 


Below  their  cobbled  shoes.  The/  say,  there*8  grain 
enough  ? 

Would  the  nobility  lay  aside  their  nith,i 

And  let  me  use  my  sword,  Pd  make  a  quarry^ 

With  thousands  ot  these  quarterM  slaves,  as  high 

As  I  could  pick'  my  lance. 
J^en.   Nay,  these  are  almost  thoroughly  per- 
suaded ; 

For  though  abundantly  they  lack  discretion. 

Yet  are  they  passing  cowardly.  But,  I  beseech  you. 

What  say  the  other  troop  ? 
Mar.  They  are  dissolved :  Hanff  era ! 

They  said,  they  were  a  hungiy;  sighM  forth  pro- 
verbs;— 

That  hunger  broke  stone  walls ;  that,  dogs  must  eat; 

That  meat  was  made  for  mouths;  that,  the  gods 
sent  not 

Com  for  the  rich  men  only : — With  these  shreds 

They  vented  their  complainings;    which  being 
answer*d. 

And  a  petition  granted  them,  a  strange  one 

fTo  break  the  heart  of  generosity. 

And  make  bold  power  look  pale,)  they  threw  their 
caps 

As  they  would  hane  them  on  the  horns  o*tbe  moon, 

Shoutiiig  their  emulation.^ 
Men,  What  is  granted  them  ? 

Mar.  Five  tribunes  to  defend  their  vulgar  wis- 
domBy 

Of  their  own  choice :  One's  Junius  Brutus, 

Sicinius  Velulus,  and  1  know  not — *Sdeath ! 

The.  rabble  should  have  first  unroof M  the  city ; 

Ere  so  prevaiPd  with  me :  it  will  in  time 

Win  upcMi  power,  and  throw  forth  greater  themes 

For  insurrection's  arguing.^ 
Men.  This  is  strange. 

Mar.  Go,  get  you  home,  you  fragments ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mes.  Where's  Caius  Marcius  ? 
Mar.  Here:  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mes.  The  news  is,  sir,  the  Voices  are  in  arms. 
Mar.  I  am  glad  on't;  then  we  shall  have  means 
to  vent 
Our  musty  superfluity : — Sec,  oar  best  elders. 

Elnter  Cominius,  Titus  Lartius,  a>u2o/A«r  Senators ; 
Junius  Brutus,  and  Sicinius  Velutus. 

1  Sen.  Marcius,  'tis  true,  that  you  have  lately 
told  us ; 
The  Voices  are  in  arras. 

Mar.  They  have  a  leader, 

Tullus  Aufidius,  that  will  put  you  to't 
I  t»in  in  envying  his  nobility : 
And  were  I  any  thing  but  what  I  am, 
I  would  wish  me  only  he. 

Com.  You  have  fought  together. 

Mar,  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  tl^  ears, 
and  he 
Upon  my  party,  I'd  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  wars  with  him :  he  is  a  lion 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 

1  Sen.  Then,  worthy  Marcius, 

Attend  upon  Cominius  to  these  wars. 

Com.  It  is  your  former  promise. 

Mar.  Sir,  it  is ; 

And  I  am  constant — Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  see  me  once  more  strike  at  Tullus*  face : 
What,  art  thou  stiff.'  stand'st  out.' 

(1)  Bty,  compassion.        (2)  Heap  of  dead. 
(3)  Pitch.  (4)  Faction. 

(5)  For  insurgents  to  debate  upon. 

(6)  Right  worthy  of  precedence.    (7)  Granaries. 


Tit.  No,  Caius  Marcius ; 

I'll  lean  upon  one  crutch,  and  fight  with  the  oth«>r 
Ere  stay  behind  this  business. 

Men.  O,  true  bred! 

1  Sen.  Your  company  to  the  Capitol ;  where  J 
know. 
Our  greatest  friends  attend  us. 

Tit.  Lead  you  oa: 

Follow,  Cominius ;  we  must  follow  you ; 
Right  worthy  your  priority .« 

Com.  Noble  Lartius ! 

1  Sen,  Hence !  To  your  homes,  be  gone. 

[To  the  Citizens 

Mar.  Nay,  let  them  follow  * 

The  Voices  have  much  com ;  take  these  rats  thither. 
To  gnaw  their  gamers  -J — Worshipful  mutineeib, 
Your  valour  puts*  well  forth :  pray  follow. 

[Exeunt  Senators,  Com.  Mar.  Tit  and 
Mendn.     Citizens  steal  axoay. 

Sic.  Was  ever  man  so  proud  as  is  this  Marcius.' 

Bru.  He  has  no  equaL 

Sic.    When  we  were  chosen  tribunes  for  the 


people,- 
Mark'cJ 


Bru.  Mark'd  you  his  lip,  and  eyes  ? 

Sic.  Nay,  but  his  taunts. 

Bru,  Being  raov'd,  he  will  not  spare  to  gird*  the 
gods. 

Sic.  Be-mock  the  modest  moon. 

Bru.  The  present  wars  devour  him :  he  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  so  valiant 

Sic.  Such  a  nature. 

Tickled  with  good  success,  disdains  the  shadow 
Which  he  treads  on  at  noon :  But  I  do  wonder, 
His  insolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded 
Under  Cominius. 

Bru.  Fame,  at  the  which  he  ahns, — 

In  whom  already  he  is  well  graced, — cannot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attain'd,  than  by 
A  place  below  the  first ;  for  what  miscarries 
Shall  be  the  general's  fault,  though  he  perform 
To  the  utmost  of  a  man  ;  and  giddy  censure 
Will  then  ciy  out  of  Marcius,  0,  {/*  A« 
Hftd  borne  the  business! 

Sic.  Besides,  if  thinn  go  well, 

Opinion,  that  so  sticks  on  Marcius,  shall 
Ot  his  demerits>o  rob  Cominius. 

Bru.  Con>e: 

Half  all  Cominius'  honours  are  to  Marcius, 
Though  Marcius  eam'd  them  not ;  and  all  his  fault! 
To  Marcius  shall  be  honours,  though,  indeed. 
In  aught  he  merit  not 

Sic.  Let's  hence,  and  hear 

How  the  despatch  is  made;  and  in  what  fitishioo. 
More  than  in  singularity,  hie  goes 
Upon  his  present  action. 

Bru.  Let's  along.      [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE  II— ConoM.    Th^  senate-house.    Enter 
Tullus  Aufidius,  and  certain  Senators. 

1  Sen.  So,  your  opinion  is,  Aufidius, 
That  they  of  Rome  are  enter*d  in  our  counsels. 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

Auf.  Is  it  not  yours .' 

What  ever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  state. 
That  could  be  broueht  to  bodily  act  ere  Rome 
Had  circumvention?''  'Tis  not  four  days  gone. 
Since  I  heard  thence ;  these  are  the  words :  I  think, 
I  have  the  letter  here  ;  yes,  here  it  is  :        [Reads, 
They  have  pressed  a  power^  but  it  is  not  known 

(8)  Shows  itself.        (9)  Sneer. 

(10)  Demerits  and  merits  had  anciently  the  nOM 
roeani  ner. 

(11)  Pre-occupation. 
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WTieiher  for  east,  or  west:  The  dearth  is  great,- 
The  people  mutinous :  and  it  is  rumour*df 
Cornitiius,  Marcius  your  old  enemy^ 
(  Who  is  of  Rome  ujorse  hated  than  qf  you^ 
And  Titiu  Lartius,  a  most  valiant  Roman^ 
These  three  lead  on  this  preparation 
Whither  Uis  bent :  most  likely,  His  for  you  : 
Consider  of  it. 

1  .Sen.  Our  army's  in  the  field : 

We  never  yet  made  doubt  but  Rome  was  ready 
To  ariitwer  us. 

Auf  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly, 

To  keep  your  great  pretences  veiPd,  till  when 
They  needs  must  show  themselves ;  which  in  the 

hatching, 
It  seemM,  appeared  to  Rome.    By  the  discovery, 
"We  shall  be  shortenM  in  our  aim ;  which  was. 
To  take  ini  many  towns,  ere,  almost,  Rome 
Should  know  we  were  afooL 

2  Sen,  Noble  Aufidius. 
Take  your  commission ;  hie  ^ou  to  your  banos : 
Let  us  alone  to  guard  Corioli : 
If  they  set  down  before  us,  for  the  remove 
Bring  up  your  anny  ;  but,  I  think,  youUl  find 
They  have  not  prepared  for  us. 

Auf  O,  doubt  not  that; 

I  speak  from  certainties.     Nay,  more. 
Some  parcels  of  their  powers  are  forth  already, 
And  only  hitherward.     I  leave  your  honours. 
If  we  and  Caius  Marcius  chance  to  meet, 
•Tis  sworn  between  us,  we  shall  never  strike 
Till  one  can  do  no  more. 

All.  The  gods  assbt  yon ! 

Auf.  And  keep  your  honours  safe ! 

1  Sen,  Farewell. 

2  Sen.  Farewell. 
AIL  Farewell.  [Exeunt. 

SCKATE  ITT. — Rome.  An  apartment  in  Marcius' 
house.  Enter  Volurania,  and  Virgilia:  They 
sit  down  on  two  low  stools,  and  sew. 

Vol.  I  pray  you,  daughter,  sing ;  Or  express  your- 
lelf  in  a  more  comfortable  sort :  If  m^  son  were 
my  husband,  I  should  freelier  rejoice  in  that  ab- 
sence wherein  he  won  honour,  than  in  the  embrace- 
men  ts  of  his  bed,  where  he  would  show  most  love. 
When  yet  he  was  but  tender-bodied,  and  the  only 
son  of  mv  womb;  when  youth  with  comeliness 
plucked  all  gaze  his  way  ;3  when,  for  a  day  of  king's 
entreaties,  a  mother  should  not  sell  him  an  hour 
from  her  beholding;  I,— considering  how  honour 
would  become  such  a  person  ;  that  it  was  no  better 
than  picture-like  to  hang  by  the  wall,  if  renown 
made  it  not  stir, — was  pleased  to  let  him  seek  dan- 
^r  where  he  was  like  to  find  fame.  To  a  cruel 
war  I  sent  him ;  from  whence  he  returned,  his  brows 
bound  with  ook.  I  tell  thee,  daughter, — I  sprang 
not  more  in  joy  at  first  hearing  he  was  a  man-child, 
than  now  in'first  seeing  he  l^d  proved  himself  a 
man. 

Vir.  But  had  he  died  in  the  business,  madam .' 
how  then  ? 

Vol.  Then  his  good  report  should  have  been  my 
son ;  I  therein  would  have  found  issue.  Hear  me 
profess  sincerely :  Had  I  a  dozen  sons, — each  in  my 
love  alike,  and  none  less  dear  than  Uiine  and  my 
rood  Marcius, — I  had  rather  had  eleven  die  nobly 
for  their  country,  than  one  voluptuously  suHeit  out 
of  action. 

Enter  a  Gentlewoman. 
Oeni.  Madam,  the  lady  Valeria  is  come  to  visit  you. 


(1)  To  subdue. 
(3)  Withdraw. 


(2)  Attracted  attention. 
(4)  Of  work. 


Vir.  'Beseech  yon,  give  me  leave  to  retire 
myself. 

Vol  Indeed,  you  shall  not 
Methinks,  I  hear  hither  your  husband's  dram ; 
See  him  pluck  Aufidius  down  by  the  hair ; 
As  children  from  a  bear,  the  Voices  shunning  him: 
Methinks,  I  see  him  stamp  thus,  and  call  thus, — 


Like  to  a  har>'est-man,  that's  taak'd  to  mow 
Or  all,  or  lose  his  hire. 

Vir.  His  bloody  brow !  O,  Jupiter,  no  blood ! 

VoL  Away,  you  fool !  it  more  becomes  a  man, 
Than  gilt  his  trophy :  The  breasts  of  Hecuba, 
When  she  did  suckle  Hector,  look'd  not  lovelier 
Than  Hector's  forehead,  when  it  suit  forth  blood 
At  Grecian  s^vords'  contending. — Tell  Valeria, 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  [ExU  Gent 

Vir.  Heavens  bless  my  lord  from  fell  Aufidius! 

VoL  He'll  beat  Aufidius'  head  below  his  knee. 
And  tread  upon  his  neck. 

Re-enter  Gentlewoman,  with  Valeria   astd  her 
Usher. 

VaL  My  ladies  both,  good  day  to  yoo. 

VoL  Sweet  madam, 

Vir.  I  am  elad  to  see  your  ladyship. 

VcU.  How  00  you  both  .•'  you  are  manifest  hoose* 
keepers.  What,  are  you  se>ving  here?  AfinespoC,^ 
b  good  faith. — How  does  your  little  son .' 

Vir.  I  thank  your  ladyship ;  well,  good  madam. 

VoL  He  had 'rather  see  tne  swords,  and  heart 
drum,  than  look  upon  his  school-master. 

VaL  O'my  wora,  the  father's  son :  I'll  swear,  *til 
a  very  pretty  boy.  O'my  troth,  I  look'd  upon  him 
o'Wednesday  half  an  hour  together  :  be  has  such 
a  confirmed  countenance.  I  saw  him  run  after  s 
gilded  butterflv ;  and  when  he  caught  it,  he  let  it 
go  again  ;  and  after  it  again ;  and  over  and  Ofer 
he  comes,  and  up  again;  catched  it  again:  or 
whether  his  fall  enraged  him,  or  how  'twas,  he  dkl 
so  set  his  teeth,  and  tear  it ;  O,  I  warrant,  how  be 
mammocked^  it ! 

VoL  One  of  his  father's  moods. 

VaL  Indeed,  la,  'tis  a  noble  child. 

Vir.  A  crack,^  madam. 

Vol.  Come,  lay  aside  your  stitchciy;  I  most 
have  you  play  the  idle  huswife  with  roe  this  aftei^ 
noon. 

Vir.  No,  good  madam ;  I  will  not  out  of  doon. 

Val.  Not  out  of  doors  .> 

Vol.  She  shall,  she  shall. 

Vir.  Indeed,  no,  by  your  patience :  I  will  not 
over  the  threshold,  till  my  lord  return  from  the  wars. 

VaL  Fie,  you  confine  yourself  most  unreasooap 
biy ;  Come,  you  must  go  visit  the  good  lady  diat 
lies  in. 

Vir.  I  will  wish  her  speedy  strength,  and  viat 
her  with  mv  prayers ;  but  I  cannot  go  thither. 

VoL  Why,  I  pray  you .' 

Vir.  'Tis  not  to  save  labour,  nor  that  I  want  tore. 

VcU.  You  would  be  another  Penelope :  yet,  thef 
say,  all  the  yam  she  spun,  in  Ulysses  absence,  d» 
but  fill  Ithaca  full  of  moths.  Come ;  I  would,  your 
cambric  were  sensible  as  joar  finger,  that  tm 
might  leave  pricking  it  for  pity.  Come,  yon  nail 
go  with  us. 

Vir.  No,  good  madam,  pardon  me ;  indeed,  I 
will  not  forth. 

Val.  In  truth,  la,  go  with  me ;  and  Pll  teD  jcm 
excellent  news  of  your  husband. 

(5)  Tore.  (6)  Boy. 
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Fir.  Of  ^ood  madam,  there  can  be  none  yet 

FaL  Yerilj,  I  do  not  jest  with  you ;  there  came 
news  from  him  last  night. 

Fir,  Indeed,  madam  f 

FaL  In  earnest,  it*s  true ;  I  beard  a  senator  speak 
it  Thus  it  is : — The  Voices  have  an  army  forth ; 
•gainst  whom  Cominius  the  general  is  gone,  with 
one  part  of  our  Roman  power :  your  lord,  and  Titus 
Lartius,  are  set  down  before  their  city  Corioli ;  thev 
nothing  doubt  prevailing,  and  to  make  it  brief' 
wars.  This  is  true,  on  mine  honour ;  and  so,  I  pray, 
go  with  us. 

Fir.  Give  me  excuse,  good  madam ;  IVill  obey 
yon  in  every  thing  hereafter. 

FoL  Let  her  alone,  lady ;  as  she  is  now,  she  will 
Init  disease  our  better  mirth. 

Fal  In  troth,  I  think,  she  would :— Fare  you 
well  then.— Come,  good  sweet  lady.— Pr'ythee, 
VirgiUa,  turn  thy  solemnessout  oMoor,  and  go  along 
with  us. 

Fir.  No:  at  a  word,  madam;  indeed,  1  must 
not    I  wish  you  much  mirth. 

raL  Well,  then  farewell.  [Exeunt 

SCEJ^E  IF.— Before  CorioW.  Enter,  with  drum 

and  cohurSj  Marcius,  Titus  Lartius,  Officers 

and  Soldiers.     To  them  a  Messenger. 

Mar.  Yonder  comes  news : — A  wager,  they  have 
met 

Lart  My  horse  to  yours,  na 

Mar.  »Tis  done. 

LarL  Agreed. 

Mar.'  Say,  has  our  general  met  the  enemy .' 

Mess.  They  lie  in  view;  but  have  not  spoke  as  yet. 

Ijart  So,  the  good  horse  is  mine. 

Mar.  V\\  buy  him  of  you. 

LarL  No,  IMl  nor  sell,  nor  give  him :  lend  you 
him,  I  will, 
For  half  a  hundred  years. — Summon  the  town. 

Mar.  How  far  odf  lie  the  armies  f 

Mess.  Within  this  mile  and  half. 

Mar.  Then  shall  we  hear  their  *larum,  and  they 
ours. 
Now,  Mars,  I  pr^ythee,  make  us  quick  in  work ; 
That  we  with  smoking  swords  may  march  from 

hence. 
To  help  our  fieldeda  friends !— Come,  blow  thy  blast. 

They  sound  a  parley.    Enter,  on  the  waUs,  some 
Senators,  and  others. 

Tullos  Anfidius,  is  he  within  your  walls  ? 

1  Sen.  No,  nor  a  man  that  fears  you  less  than  he, 
That*8  lesser  than  a  little.    Hark,  our  drums 

[Alarums  qfar  off. 
Are  bringing  fortil  our  youth:  We'll  break  our 

walls. 
Rather  than  they  shall  pound  us  up :  our  gates. 
Which  yet  seem  shut,  we  have  but  pinnM  with 

rushes; 
They'll  open  of  themselves.    Hark  you,  far  off; 

\Oihtr  alarums. 
There  is  Aufidius ;  list,  what  work  he  makes 
Amongst  your  cloven  army. 
Mar.  .  O.thejareatit! 

Ijarl.  Their  noise  be  our  instruction.— Ladders, 
bo! 
7%e  Voices  enter,  and  pass  oner  the  stage. 
Mar.  They  fear  us  not,  but  issue  forth  their  city. 
Now  put  your  shields  before  your  hearts,  and  fight 
With  hearts  more  proof  than  shields. — Advance, 
brave  Titus : 

(1)  Short  (2)  In  the  field  of  battle. 

(3)  Having  sensation,  feeling. 


They  do  disdain  us  much  beyond  our  thoughts, 
Which  makes  me  sweat  with  wrath. — Come  on,  my 

fellows ; 
He  that  retires.  Til  take  him  for  a  Voice, 
And  he  shall  feel  mine  edge. 

Alarum,  and  exeunt  Romans  and  Volcei,  Jighting, 
The  Romans  are  beaten  back  to  their  trenches, 
Re-entei'  Marcius. 

Mar.  All  the  contagion  of  the  south  light  on  you, 
You  shames  of  Rome!  you  herd  of— Boils  and 

plagues 
Plaster  you  o*er ;  that  vou  may  be  abhorr'd 
Further  than  seen,  ana  one  infect  another 
Against  the  wind  a  mile  !  You  souls  of  geese. 
That  bear  the  shapes  of  men,  how  have  you  run 
From  slaves  that  apes  would  beat  ?  Pluto  and  hell ! 
All  hurt  behind ;  backs  red,  and  faces  pale 
With  flight  and  agued  fear!  Mend,  and  chaige 

home, 
Or,  by  the  fires  of  heaven,  I'll  leave  the  foe. 
And  make  my  wars  on  vou :  look  to't :  Come  on ; 
If  youMl  stand  fast,  we'll  beat  them  to  their  wives. 
As  they  us  to  our  trenches  followed. 

Another  alarum.  TAc, Voices  and  Romans  re- 
enter, and  the  fight  is  renewed.  The  Voices  re- 
tire  into  CorioU,  and  Marcius  follows  them  to 
the  gates. 

So,  now  the  gates  are  ope:— Now  prove  good 

seconds: 
'Tis  for  the  followers  fortune  widens  them. 
Not  for  the  fliers :  mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 

[He  enters  the  gates,  and  is  shut  in, 

1  Sol.  Fool-hardiness;  not  I. 

2  Sol  Nor  L 

3  SoL  See,  they 
Have  shut  him  in.                    [Alarum  continues. 

AIL  To  the  pot,  1  warrant  him. 

Enter  Titus  Lartius. 

Zjort.  What  is  become  of  Marcius  ? 

All.  Slain,  sir,  doubtless 

1  SoL  Following  the  fliers  at  the  very  heels. 
With  them  he  enters :  who,  upon  the  sudden, 
Clapp'd  to  their  gates;  he  is  himself  al(Mie, 
To  answer  all  the  city. 

Lari.  O  noble  fellow ! 

Who,  sensible,'  outdares  his  senseless  sword. 
And,  when  it  bows,^  stands  up !    Thou  art  left, 

Marcius : 
A  carbuncle  entire,  as  big  as  thou  art. 
Were  not  so  rich  a  iewel.     Thou  wast  a  soldier 
Even  to  Cato's  wisn,  not  fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  strokes ;  but,  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 
The  thunder-like  percussion  of  thy  sounds. 
Thou  mad'st  thine  enemies  shake,  as  if  the  worid 
Were  feverous  and  did  tremble. 

Re-enter  Marcius  bleeding,  assaulted  by  the  enemy, 

1  SoL  Look,  sir. 

LarL  'Tis  Marcius: 

Let's  fetch  him  oflT,  or  make  remain  alike. 

[They  fight,  and  all  enter  the  city, 

SCEJ^E  F.— Within  the  town.    A  street.    En- 
ter certain  Romans,  with  spoils. 

1  Rom.  This  I  will  carry  to  Ronoe. 

2  Rom.  And  I  this. 

3  Rom,  A  murrain  on't !  I  took  this  for  silver. 

[Alarum  continues  SOU  afar  qjf. 

(4)  When  it  is  bent 
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Enter  Marcius,  oni  Titus  Lartius,  tot'M  a  trumpet. 

Mar.  See  here  these  movers,  that  do  prize  their 
hours 
At  a  crackM  drachm  !>  Cushions,  leaden  spoons. 
Irons  of  a  doit,  doublets  that  hanemen  would 
iiury  with  those  that  wore  them,  these  base  slaves, 
Ere  yet  the  fight  be  done,  pack  up : — Down  with 

them. — 
And  hark,  what  ncHse  the  general  makes! — To 

him:  — 
There  is  the  man  of  my  souVs  hate,  Aufidius, 
Piercing  our  Romans :  Then,  valiant  Titus,  take 
Convejiient  numbers  to  make  good  the  city  ; 
Whilst  I,  with  those  that  have  the  spirit,  will  haste 
To  help  Corainius. 

LarL  Worthy  sir,  thou  bleed^st ; 

Thy  exercise  hath  been  too  violent  for 
A  second  course  of  fight 

Mar.  Sir,  praise  me  not : 

My  work  hath  yet  not  warmM  me:  Fare  you  well. 
The  blood  I  drop  is  rather  physical 
Than  dangerous  to  me :  To  Aufidius  thus 
1  will  appear,  and  fight 

Larl.  ^ow  the  fair  goddess,  Fortune, 

Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee;  and  her  great  channs 
Misguide  thy  opposers*  swords !  Bold  gentleman. 
Prosperity  be  tny  page ! 

Mar.  Thy  friend  no  less 

Than  those  she  placeth  highest !  So  farewell. 

Lart.  Thou  worthiest  Marcius ! —     [Ex.  Mar. 
Go,  sound  thy  trumpet  in  the  market-place ; 
Call  thither  all  the  diicers  of  the  town. 
Where  they  shall  know  our  mind.    Away.   [Exe. 

SCEJV'E  Vl.—J^ear  the  camp  qf  Conunms.  En- 
ter Cominius  and  Jorces^  retreating. 

Com.  Breathe  you,  my  friends ;  well  fought,  we 
are  come  off 
Like  Romans,  neither  foolish  in  our  stands, 
Nor  cowardly  in  retire :  believe  me,  sirs. 
We  shall  be  charged  again.  Whiles  we  have  struck, 
Bv  interims,  and  conveying  gusts,  we  have  heard 
The  charges  of  our  friends : — The  R(xnan  gods 
Lead  their  succesKes  as  we  wish  our  own ; 
That  both  our  powers,  with  smiling  fronts  encoun- 
tering. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
May  give  you  thankful  sacrifice ! — Thjr  news.^ 

Mess.  The  citizens  of  Corioli  have  issued, 
And  given  to  Lartius  and  to  Marcius  battle : 
I  saw  our  party  to  their  trenches  driven, 
And  then  1  came  away. 

Com.  Though  thou  8peak*st  truth, 

Methinks,  thou  speakV  not  well.    How  long  is*! 

since  f 

Mess.  Above  an  hour,  mv  lord 

Com.  'Tis  not  a  mile ;  briefly  we  heard  their 
drums: 
How  could*st  thou  in  a  mile  confound^  an  hour. 
And  bring  thy  news  so  late  ? 

Mess.  Spies  of  the  Voices 

Held  me  in  chace,  that  I  was  forcM  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  miles  about ;  else  had  I,  sir. 
Half  an  hour  since  brought  my  report 

Enter  Marcius. 

Com,  Who's  yonder, 

That  does  appear  as  he  were  flay'd  ?  O  gods .' 
He  has  the  stamp  of  Marcius;  and  I  have 
Before-time  seen  him  thus. 

(1)  A  Roman  coin.  (2)  Expend. 

(3)  Front  (4)  Soldiers  of  Anliiim. 


Mar.  Come  1  too  late  ? 

Com.  The  shepherd  knows  not  thunder  from  a 
tabor. 
More  than  1  know  the  sound  of  Marcius*  toogoe, 
From  eveiy  meaner  man's. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  } 

Com.  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  (Motherly 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar.  O !  let  me  clip  you 

In  arms  as  sound,  as  when  I  woo'd ;  in  heart 
As  merry,  as  when  our  nuptial  day  was  done. 
And  tapers  bum'd  to  bedward. 

Com.  *  Flower  of  wartion, 

How  is't  with  Titus  Lartius .' 

Mar.  As  with  a  man  busied  about  decreet : 
Condemning  some  to  death,  and  some  to  exile; 
Ransoming  him,  or  pitying,  threatening  the  other; 
Holding  Corioli  in  the  name  of  Rome, 
Even  like  a  fawning  greyhound  in  the  leaah, 
To  let  him  slip  at  will. 

Com.  Where  is  that  slave. 

Which  told  me  they  had  beat  you  to  your  trenchei  ? 
Where  is  he  ?  Call  him  hither. 

Mar.  Let  him  alooe. 

He  did  inform  the  truth :  But  for  our  gentlemen, 
The  common  file,  (A  plaeue  I— Tribunes  for  them!) 
The  mouse  ne'er  i^unn'a  the  cat,  as  they  did  budge 
From  rascals  worse  than  they. 

Com.  But  how  prevaiTd  yoa  ? 

Mar.    Will  the  time  serve  to  tell?    I  do  not 
think- 
Where  is  the  enemy  ?  Are  yoa  lords  of  the  field? 
If  not,  why  cease  you  till  you  are  so  ? 

Com,  Marcim, 

We  have  at  disadvantage  fought,  and  did 
Retire,  to  win  our  purpose. 

Mar.  How  lies  their  battle?  Know  you  oa  whfcb 
side 
They  have  plac'd  their  men  of  trust  ? 

Com.  As  I  guess,  MarciBSi 

Their  bands  in  the  vaward*  are  the  Antiates,^ 
Of  their  best  trust :  o'er  them  Aufidius, 
Their  very  heart  of  hope. 

Mar.  I  do  beseech  yoa, 

By  all  the  battles  wherein  we  have  fought. 
By  the  blood  we  have  shed  together,  by  the  voin 
We  have  made  to  endure  friends,  that  you  directly 
Set  me  against  Aufidius,  and  his  Antiates: 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  present  ;*  but, 
Filling  the  air  with  swords  advaoc'd,  and  daxts. 
We  prove  this  veiy  hour. 

Com.  Though  I  could  wiA 

You  were  conducted  to  a  gentle  bath. 
And  balms  anplied  to  you,  yet  dare  I  never 
Deny  your  aslcmg ;  take  your  choice  of  those 
That  best  can  aid  your  action. 

Mar.  Those  are  they 

That  most  are  willing :— If  any  such  be  here 
(As  it  were  sin  to  doubt,)  that  love  this  painting 
Wherein  you  see  me  smear'd ;  if  any  fear 
Lesser  his  person  than  an  ill  report ; 
If  any  thinic,  brave  death  outweighs  bad  life. 
And  that  his  country's  dearer  than  himself; 
Let  him,  alone,  or  so  many,  so'  minded. 
Wave  thus,  [  TVaving  his  hxmd.]  to  express  his 

position. 
And  follow  Marcius. 

[They  all  shout j  and  wave  their  noords ; 
him  up  in  their  artM^  and  cast  vp  thtir 
O  me,  alone  !  Make  you  a  sword  of  me  ? 
If  these  frhows  be  not  outward,  which  of  yoa 
But  is  four  Voices  ?  None  of  you  but  is 

(5)  Present  time. 
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dos 


Abl«  to  bear  against  the  great  Au6dius 

A  shield  as  hard  as  his.     A  certain  numberf 

Thourh  thanks  to  all,  roust  I  select :  the  rest 

Shall  bear  the  business  in  some  other  %ht. 

As  cause  will  be  obeyed.     Please  you  to  march ; 

And  four  shall  quickij  draw  out  my  command. 

Which  men  are  best  inclined. 

Cbm.  March  on,  my  fellows ; 

Make  rood  this  ostentation,  and  you  shall 
Dividenn  all  with  us.  [Elxeuni. 

SCEJSTE  Vir.^The gates  of  Corioli.  Titus  Lar- 
tius,  having  set  a  guaraupon  Corioli,  going 
with  a  drum  and  trumpet  tovsard  Cominius  and 
Caius  Marcius,  enters  with  a  Lieutenant,  a  party 
qf  Soldiers^  and  a  Scout. 

Lart.  So,  let  the  ports'  be  guarded :  keep  your 
duties. 
As  I  have  set  them  down.     If  I  do  send,  despatch 
Those  centuries^  to  our  aid ;  the  rest  will  serre 
For  a  short  holding :  If  we  lose  the  field, 
We  cannot  keep  the  town. 

Lieu,  Fear  not  our  care,  sir. 

Ijort.  Hence,  and  shut  your  gates  upon  us. — 
Our  guider,  come ;  to  the  Koman  camp  conduct  us. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJVTE  nn.—A  JUld  qf  battU  between  the 
Romaa  and  the  \(Mciaa  camps.  Alarum.  En- 
ter Marcius  and  Aufidius. 

Mar.  V\\  fight  with  ixxie  but  thee ;  for  I  do  hate 
thee 
Worse  than  a  promise-breaker. 
^  Auf.  We  hate  alike ; 

Not  Afric  owns  a  serpent,  I  abhor 
More  than  thy  &me  and  envy :  Fix  thy  foot 

Mar.  Let  the  first  hiidgeH  die  the  other's  slave. 
And  the  gods  doom  him  wer ! 

Auf.  If  I  fly,  Marcius, 

Halloo  me  like  a  hare. 

Mar.  Within  these  three  hoars,  Tullus, 

Alone  I  fought  in  your  Corioli  walls. 
And  made  what  work  I  pleas*d ;  *Tis  not  my  blood, 
Wherein  thou  seest  me  maskM ;  for  thy  revenge, 
Wrench  up  thy  power  to  the  highest. 

Auf.  Wert  thou  the  Hector, 

That  was  the  whip<  of  your  bragg'd  progeny. 
Thou  should*st  not  scape  me  here. — 

[  They  fght,  and  certain  Voices  come  to  the 
aid  qf  Aufidius. 
Officious,  and  not  valiant — you  have  sham*d  me 
In  your  condemned  seconds.^ 

[Elxeunt  Jightingy  drioen  in  by  Marcius. 

SCEKEnC^The^amancamp.  Alarum.  A 
retreat  is  sounded,  flourish.  Enter  at  one 
rdej  Cominius,  and  Romans ;  at  the  other  side^ 
Marcius,  toith  his  arm  in  a  scarf  and  other 
Romans. 

Com.  If  I  should  tell  thee  o*er  this  thy  day's 
work, 
Thoa*lt  not  believe  thy  deeds :  but  Til  report  it, 
Wlterc  senators  shall  mingle  tears  with  smiles; 
"Where  great  patricians  shall  attend,  and  shrug, 
I*the  end,  admire ;  where  ladies  shail  be  frighted, 
^nd,  gladly  quak*d,o  hear  more;  where  the  dull 

tribunes, 
*Tbat,  with  the  fusty  plebeians,  hate  thine  honours, 
SShall  say,  against  their  hearts — fVe  thank  the  gods^ 
Otfr  Rome  hath  such  a  soldier! — 

(1)  Cates.      (2)  Companies  of  a  hundred  men. 
(3)  Stirrer.  (4)  Boast,  crack. 

(5>  In  sending  such  help. 

TOI.II. 


Yet  cam*8t  thou  to  a  morsel  of  this  fi»st, 
Having  fully  dined  before. 

Enter  Titus  Lartius,  unth  his  power,^  from  the 
pursuit 

Lart.  O  general. 

Here  is  the  steed,  we  the  caparison : 
Hadst  thou  beheld 

Mar.  Pray  now,  no  more :  my  mother. 

Who  has  a  charter^  to  extol  her  blood. 
When  she  does  praise  roe,  grieves  roe.  I  have  done. 
As  you  have  done;  that's  what  I  can ;  induced 
As  you  have  been ;  that's  for  my  countiy  : 
He,  that  has  but  effected  his  good  will. 
Hath  overtaken  mine  act. 

Com.  You  shall  not  be 

The  grave  of  your  deser?ing ;  Rome  must  know 
The  value  of  her  own  :  'Twere  a  concealment 
Worse  than  a  theft,  no  less  than  a  traducement. 
To  hide  your  doings  ;  and  to  silence  that. 
Which  to  the  spire  and  top  of  praises  vouch'd, 
Would  seem  but  modest:  Therefore,  I  beseech  you, 
(In  sign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  (uxie,)  before  our  army  hear  me. 

Mar.  I  have  some  wounds  upon  me,  and  they 
smart 
To  hear  themselves  remember'd. 

Com.  Should  they  not. 

Well  might  they  fester  Against  ingratitude. 
And  tent  themselves  with  death.    Of  all  the  horses, 
(Whereof  we  have  ta'en  good,  and  good  »tore,) 

of  all 
The  treasure,  in  this  field  achievM,  and  city, 
We  render  you  the  tenth ;  to  be  ta'en  forth. 
Before  the  conunon  distribution,  at 
Your  only  choice. 

Mar.  I  thank  you,  general ; 

But  cannot  make  my  heart  consent  to  take 
A  bribe  to  pay  my  sword :  I  do  refuse  it; 
And  stand  upon  my  common  part  with  those 
That  have  beheld  the  doing. 

A  Umg flourish.  They  all  cry,  Marcius !  Mar 
cius  I  cast  vn  their  caps  and  lances :  Co- 
minius and  Lartius  stand  bare. 

Mar.  May  these  same  instruments,  which  you 
profane. 
Never  sound  more !  When  drums  and  trumpets  shall 
Pthe  field  prove  flatterers,  let  courts  and  cities  be 
Made  all  of  false-fac'd  soothing :  When  steel  grows 
Soft  as  the  parasite's  silk,  let  him  be  made 
An  overture  for  the  wars !  No  more,  I  say ; 
For  that  I  have  not  wash'd  my  nose  that  bled. 
Or  foil'd  some  debile^  wretch, — which,  without  note. 
Here's  many  else  have  done, — ^you  shout  roe  forth 
In  acclamations  h^'perbolical ; 
As  if  I  lov'd  my  little  should  be  dieted 
In  praises  sauc'd  with  lies. 

Com.  Too  modest  are  you ; 

More  cruel  to  your  good  report,  than  grateful 
To  us  that  give  you  truly  :  by  your  patience. 
If  'gainst  yourself  you  be  incens'd,  we'll  put  you 
(Like  one  that  means  his  proper'^  barm,)  m  mana- 

cles. 
Then  reason  safely  with  you. — Therefore,  be  it 

known, 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  world,  that  Caius  Marcius 
Wears  this  war's  garland :  in  token  of  the  which, 
Mv  noble  steed,  known  to  the  camp,  I  give  him. 
With  all  his  trim  belonging;  and,  from  tliis  time. 
For  what  he  did  before  Corioli,  call  him, 

(6)  Thrown  into  gratefiil  trepidation. 

(7)  Forces.  (8)  Privilege. 
(9)  Weak,  feeble.         (lU)  Own. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


S04 


OORIOLANUS. 


AdU 


With  all  the  applaiue  and  clamour  of  (he  host, 
Caius  Marcius  Coriolanua.-~ 
Bear  the  addition  nobly  ever ! 

[FUmriah.     7\-vmpeU  sounds  and  <irufru. 

AIL  Caius  Marciua  Ck>rioIaniu ! 

Cbr.  I  will  go  wash ; 
And  when  my  face  is  fair,  you  shall  perceiVe 
Whether  I  blush,  or  no :  Howbeit,  I  thank  yoa : — 
I  mean  to  stride  your  steed ;  and,  at  all  times, 
To  undercrest^  your  good  addition, 
To  the  &iniess  of  my  power. 

Com.  So,  toourtent; 

Where,  ere  we  do  repose  us,  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  success. — You,  Titus  Lartius, 
Must  to  Corioli  back :  send  us  to  Rome 
The  be8t,3  with  whom  we  may  articulate,' 
For  their  own  good,  and  ours. 

Lart.  I  shall,  my  lord. 

Cor.  The  gods  begin  to  mock  me.    I  that  now 
RefusM  most  princely  gifts,  am  bound  to  beg 
Of  my  lord  general. 

Com,  Take  it:  *ti8  yours.— What  isH? 

Cor.  I  sometime  lay,  here  in  Corioli, 
At  a  poor  man*8  house ;  he  us*d  roe  kindly : 
He  cned  to  me ;  I  saw  him  prisoner ; 
But  then  Aufidius  was  within  «ny  view. 
And  wrath  o*erwhehn*d  my  pity :  I  request  yoa 
To  give  my  poor  host  freedom. 

Com.  0,weUbegg*d! 

Were  he  the  butcher  of  mv  son,  he  should 
Be  free,  as  is  the  wind.    iJeliver  him,  Titua. 

Lart.  Marcius,  his  name ' 

Cbr.  By  Jupiter,  torgoit : — 

I  am  weaiy ;  3rea,  my  memoiy  is  tir*d. — 
Have  we  no  wine  here? 

Com.  Go  we  to  our  tent : 

The  bkxxl  upon  your  visage  dries :  *tis  time 
It  should  be  lookM  to :  come.  [Exeunt 


SCE^TE  X.—Th€  camp  of  the  Voices.  AJUmr 
ith.  Comets.  Enter  ToUus  Aufidius,  bloody^ 
urilh  two  or  three  Soldiers. 
Auf.  The  town  is  ta*en ! 
1  SoL  *Twill  be  delivered  back  on  goodcoaditkm. 


Auf.  Condition.'- 
f  would,  I 


[  were  a  Roman ;  for  I  cannot. 
Being  a  Voice,  be  that  I  am.--Conditkm ! 
What  good  conditkm  can  a  treaty  find 
l*the  part  that  is  at  mercy  ?  Five  timet,  Marcius, 
I  have  fought  with  thee ;  so  often  hast  thou  best  me; 
And  would*st  do  so,  I  think,  should  we  encounter 
As  odea  as  we  eat. — By  the  elements. 
If  e'*er  again  I  meet  him  beard  to  beard. 
He  is  mine,  or  I  am  his :  Mine  emulation 
Hath  not  that  honour  in*t,  it  had ;  for  where* 
I_diaught  to  crush  him  in  an  eoual  force 

Srue  sword  to  sword,)  IMl  potcn*  at  him  some  way; 
wrath,  or  craft,  may  get  him. 
1  SoL  He*s  the  devil. 

Auf.  Bolder,  though  not  so  subtle :  My  val- 
our's pdsonM, 
With  only  suflferin^  stain  by  him;  for  him 
Shall  fly  out  of  itaelf :  nor  sleep,  nor  sanctuaiy. 
Being  naked,  tick :  nor  fane,  nor  Capitol, 
The  prayers  of  priests,  nor  times  of  sacrifice, 
Embarquements  all  of  fury,  shall  lift  up 
Their  rotten  privilege  and  custom  *cainst 
My  hate  to  Marcius:  where  I  find  him,  were  it 
At  home,  upon  my  brother's  guard,^  ev«i  there 
Against  the  hospitable  canon,  would  I 

(1)  Add  more  by  doing  his  best 

(2)  Chief  men.        (3)  Enter  into  articles. 
(4)  Whereas.        (5)  foke,  puiOw 


Wash  my  fierce  hand  in  his  heart    Go  yoa  to  the 

citv; 
Learn,  bow 'tis  held ;  and  what  thej  are,  that  most 
He  hostages  ibr  Rome. 

I  SoL  Will  not  yoa  go? 

Auf.  I  am  attended^  at  the  cypress  grove : 


I  pray  you 

(•Tis 


STis  south  the  city  mills,)  bring  me  word  thither 
ow  the  world  goes;  that  to  this  pace  of  it 
I  may  spor  on  my  journey. 
l&L  IshaU,8ir.     [Exeunt 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  /.—Rome.  A  public  place.  Entet 
Menenius,  Sicinius,  and  Brutus. 

Men.  The  augurer  tells  me,  we  shall  have  news 
to-night 

BriL.  Good,  or  bad? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people, 
for  they  love  not  Marcius. 

Sic.  Nature  teaches  beasts  to  know  their  friends. 

Men.  Pray  you,  who  does  the  wolf  love? 

Sic.  The  lamb. 

Men.  Ay,  to  devour  him ;  as  the  hungiy  plebeians 
would  the  noble  Marcius. 

Bru,  He's  a  lamb,  indeed,  that  baes  like  a  bear. 

Men.  He's  a  bear,  indeed,  that  lives  like  a  lamb. 
You  two  are  old  men ;  tell  me  one  thing  that  1 
shall  ask  you. 

Both  Trib.  Well,  sir. 

Men.  In  what  enoimi^r  is  Marcius  poor,  that 
you  two  have  not  in  abuncunoe  ? 

Bru.  He's  poor  in  no  one  fault,  but  stored  with  aU. 

Sic  Espeoally,  in  pride. 

Bru.  And  topping  all  others  b  boasting. 

Men.  This  is  strange  now:  Do  you  two  know 
how  you  are  censured  here  in  the  city,  1  mean  of 
us  o'the  rirht  hand  file  ?  Do  you  ? 

Both  7Vi6.  Why,  how  are  we  censured  ? 

Men.  Because  you  talk  of  pride  now, — Will  yoa 
not  be  angiy  ? 

Both  Trxb.  Well,  well,  sir,  well. 

Men.  Why,  'tis  no  great  matter ;  for  a  very  little 
thief  of  occasion  will  rob  ^ou  of  a  great  deal  of 
patience :  give  vour  disposition  the  reins,  and  be 
angiy  at  your  pleasure ;  at  the  least,  if  you  take  it 
as  a  pleasure  to  you,  in  being  so.  You  blame  Mar- 
cius for  being  proud  ? 

Bru.  We  do  it  not  alone,  sir. 

Men.  I  know,  you  can  do  veiy  little  alone ;  for 
your  helps  are  many ;  or  else  vour  actxms  would 
f  row  wondrous  single :  your  abilities  are  too  in- 
tant-like,  for  doing  much  alone.  You  talk  of  pride : 
O,  that  you  could  turn  your  eyes  towards  the  nf^ei^ 
of  your  necks,  and  make  but  an  interior  survey  of 
your  good  selves !  O  that  you  could ! 

Bru.  What  then,  sir? 

Men.  Why,  then  you  should  discover  a  brace  of 
unmeriting,  proud,  violent,  testy  magistrates  (aliaa» 
fools,)  as  any  in  Rome. 

Sic.  Menenius,  you  are  known  well  enough  too. 

Men.  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  patrician, 
and  one  that  loves  a  cup  of  hot  wine  with  not  a  dn^ 
of  allaying  Tybei^  in't ;  said  to  be  something  im> 
perfect,  in  favouring  the  first  complaint :  hasty,  and 
tindei^like,  upon  too  trivial  motion ;  one  that  coo* 
verses  more  with  the  buttock  of  the  night,  than 

(6)  Mt  brother  posted  to  protect  hink 

(7)  Waited  for.         (8)  Back. 
(9)  Water  of  the  Tyber. 
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with  the  forehead  of  the  morning.  What  I  think, 
1  utter;  and  spend  mjr malice  in  mj  breath:  Meet- 
ing two  8uch  weals^'Hien  as  jou  are  (I  cannot  call 
jou  Lycuiguses)  if  the  drink  joa  gave  me,  touch 
my  palate  adversely,  I  make  a  crooked  face  at  it. 
I  cannot  say,  your  worships  have  delivered  the 
matter  well,  when  I  find  the  ass  in  compound  with 
the  major  part  of  Tour  syllables :  and  though  I 
must  be  content  to  Dear  with  those  that  say  you  are 
reverend  grave  men ;  yet  they  lie  deadly,  that  tell, 
you  have  good  faces.  If  you  see  this  in  the  map 
of  my  microcosm,^  follows  it,  that  I  am  known 
well  enough  too?  What  harm  can  your  bisson'  con- 
spectuities  glean  out  of  this  character,  if  I  be  known 
well  enough  too? 

Bru,  Come,  sir,  come,  we  know  you  well  enough. 

Men.  You  know  neither  me,  yourselves,  nor  any 
thing.  You  are  ambitious  for  poor  knaves*  caps  and 
len  ,4  prou  wear  out  a  good  wholesome  forenoon, 
in  teanne  a  cause  between  an  orange-wife  and  a 
fosset-selier;  and  then  rejourn  the  controversy  of 
three-pence  to  a  second  day  of  audience. — When 
^ott  are  hearing  a  matter  between  party  and  party, 
if  you  chance  to  be  pinched  with  the  colic,  you 
make  fitces  like  mummers ;  set  up  the  bloody  flag 
against  all  patience;  and,  in  roaring  for  a  chamber- 
pot, dismiss  the  controversy  bleeding,  the  more  en- 
tangled by  your  hearing :  all  the  peace  you  make 
in  their  cause,  is  calling  both  the  parties  knaves : 
You  are  a  pair  of  strange  ones. 

Bru.  Come,  come,  you  are  well  understood  to 
be  a  perfecter  giber  for  the  t^ble,  than  a  necessary- 
bencher  in  the  Capitol. 

Mm.  Oor  reiy  priests  must  become  mockers,  if 
Ifaey  shall  encounter  such  ridiculous  subjects  as  you 
•re.  When  you  speak  best  unto  the  purpose,  it  is 
not  worth  the  wagging  of  your  bearos ;  and  your 
beards  deserve  not  so  honourable  a  grave,  as  to 
•tuff  a  botcher*s  cushion,  or  to  be  entombed  in  an 
ass*s  pack-saddle.  Yet  you  must  be  saying.  Mar- 
aud is  prood ;  who,  in  a  cheap  estimation,  is  worth 
all  your  {Medecessors,  since  Deucalion;  thoueh, 
peradventure,  tome  of  the  best  of  them  were  ne- 
reditaiy  ban^nen.  Good  e*en  to  your  worships; 
more  oif  your  conversatk»  would  infect  my  brain, 
being  the  herdsmen  of  the  beastly  plebeians :  I  will 
be  bold  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 

[Bra.  and  SSc.  retire  to  the  back  of  the  scene. 

Emier  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  aiu2  Valeria,  4'C. 

How  now,  my  as  fair  as  noble  ladies,  (and  the  moon, 
were  she  earihly,  no  nobler,)  whither  do  you  fol- 
lowyoar  eyes  so  fast ? 

FoL  Honourable  Meoenius,  my  boy  Marcius  ap- 
proarbes;  for  the  love  of  Juno,  let*s  ga 

Men.  Ha !  Marcius  coming  home  r 

J^oL  Ay,  worthy  Menenius ;  and  with  most  pros- 
perous approbation. 

Men.  Take  my  cap,  Jupiter,  and  I  thank  thee : — 
Hoo !  Marcius  coming  home  ? 

Two  Ladies.  Nay,  *tis  true. 

F'oL  Look,here*s  a  letter  from  him;  the  state 
hath  another,  his  wife  another;  and,  I  thmk,  there^ii 
one  at  home  for  you. 

Men,  I  will  make  my  veiy  house  reel  to-night: — 
A  letter  for  me  .> 

Fir.  Yes,  certain,  there*8  a  letter  for  you ;  I 
aaw  it 

Men.  A  letter  for  me?  It  gives  me  an  estate  of 


1  Tears*  health ;  in  which  time  I  will  make  a 
lip  at  the  physician 


the  most  sovereign  prescrip- 


(1)  States. 
(3)  Blind. 


(2)  Whole  man. 
(4)  Obeisance. 


tion  in  Galen  is  but  empiricutic,  and,  to  this  pre- 
servative, of  no  better  report  than  a  horse-drench. 
Is  he  not  wounded?  he  was  wont  to  come  home 
wounded. 

Vir.  O,  no,  no,  no. 

KoL  O,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  the  gods  for*t 

Men.  So  do  I  too,  if  it  be  not  too  much : — Brings 
*a  victory  in  his  pocket.' — The  wounds  became 
him. 

Fbl.  On*s  brows,  Menenius :  he  comes  the  third 
time  home  with  the  oaken  garland. 

Men.  Has  he  disciplinecTAufidius  soundly? 

KoL  Titus  Lartius  writes, — they  fought  together, 
but  Aufidius  e^ot  ofL 

Men.  And  *twas  time  for  him  too.  Til  warrant 
him  that :  an  he  had  staid  by  him,  I  would  not 
have  been  so  fidiused  for  all  the  ch^ts  in  Corioli, 
and  the  gold  that*!  in  them.  Is  the  senate  po»' 
sessed^  of  this  ? 

Fol.  Good  ladies,  let*s  go : — Yes,  yes,  yes :  the 
senate  has  letters  from  the  general,  wherein  he  gives 
m^  son  the  whole  name  of  the  war :  he  hath  in 
this  action  outdone  his  former  deeds  doubly. 

VaL  In  troth,  tbere*s  yroodsoua  things  spoke  of 
him. 

Men.  Wondrous  ?  a^,  I  warrant  you,  and  not 
without  his  true  purchasing. 

Fir.  The  sods  grant  them  true ! 

F^oL  True?  pow,  wow. 

Men.  True.'  1*11  be  sworn  they  are  true: — 
Where  is  he  wounded .' — God  save  your  good  wor- 
ships! [To  the  Tribunes,  who  come  forward] 
Marcius  is  coming  home ;  he  has  more  cau«e  to  be 
proud. — Where  is  he  wounded  ? 

FoL  rthe  shoulder,  and  i*the  left  arm :  There 
will  be  large  cicatrices  to  show  the  people,  when 
he  shall  stand  for  his  place.  He  received  in  the 
repulse  of  Tarquin,  seven  hurts  i*the  body. 

Men.  One  in  the  neck,  and  two  in  the  thigh, — 
there*s  nine  that  I  know. 

F'oL  He  had,  before  this  last  expedition,  twenty- 
five  wounds  upon  him. 

Men.  Now  it*s  twenty^seren :  eveiy  gash  was 
I  enemy*s  grave :  [A  shout^  andJlourisK.]  Hark ! 
the  trumpets. 

FoL  Tnese  are  the  ushers  of  Marcius :  before  him 
He  carries  noise,  and  behind  him  he  leaves  tears ; 
Death,  that  dark  spirit,  in*8  nervy  arm  doth  lie ; 
Which  being  advanced,  declines;  and  then  men  die. 


A  sennetA  Trvmpeti  sound.  Enter  Cominius 
and  Titus  Lartius;  between  them,  Coriolanus, 
crowned  with  an  oeJcen  garland;  vnth  Captains^ 
Soldiers,  and  a  Herald. 

Her.  Know,  Rome,  that  all  alone  Marcius  did 
fight 
Within  Conoli*s  gates :  where  he  hath  won, 
With  fame,  a  name  to  Caius  Marcius ;  these 
In  honour  follows,  Coriolanus : 
Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus ! 

[Flourish. 
AIL  Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus  I 
Cor.  No  more  of  this,  it  does  offend  my  heart ; 
Pray  now,  no  more. 

Com.  Look,  sir,  your  mother, 

Cor.  01 

You  have,  I  know,  petition*d  all  the  gods 
For  my  prosperity.  [Kneelt. 

FoL  Nay,  my  good  soldier,  up ; 

My  rentle  Marcius,  wo«lhy  Caius,  and 
By  deed-achieving  honour  newly  nain*d. 
What  is  it  ?  Coriolanus,  must  I  call  thee  ? 

',6)  Fully  informed.    (6)  Flourish  oa  coroetB. 
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fiat  O,  Ay  wife. 

Cor.  Mr  rncioosi  silence,  M ! 

Woold'it  thoa  have  laugfa'd,  had  I  come  coffinM 

home, 
That  weep*8t  to  see  roe  triumph  ?  Ah,  my  dear, 
Such  eyes  the  widows  in  Qwioli  wear. 
And  mothers  that  lack  sons. 

Men.  Now  the  gods  crown  thee! 

Cor.  And  lire  you  yet  ?— O  my  sweet  lady,  par- 
don. [To  Valeria. 

VcL  I  know  not  where  to  tura:--0  welcome 
borne; 
And  welcome,  general ; — And  yoo  are  welcome  all. 

Mm,  A  hundred  thousand  welcomes :  I  could 
weep, 
And  I  could  laugh ;  I  am  light,  and  heavy :  Wel- 
come: 
A  curse  begin  at  veiy  root  of  his  heart. 
That  is  not  rlad  to  see  thee !— Yon  are  three, 
That  Rome  snottld  dote  on:  yet,  by  the  faith  of  men, 
We  have  some  old  ciab-trees  here  at  home,  that  will 

not 
Be  gnAed  to  your  relish.  Yet  welcome,  warriors : 
We  call  a  nettle,  but  a  nettle ;  and 
The  faults  of  fools,  but  folly. 

Com.  Ever  right 

Cor.  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 

Her.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 

Cor,  Your  hand,  and  yours : 

[To  his  wife  and  mother. 
Ere  in  our  own  house  I  do  shade  ray  head, 
The  good  patricians  must  be  visited ;     « 
From  whom  I  have  receiv*d  not  only  greetings. 
But  with  them  change  of  honours. 

roL  I  have  lived 

To  see  inherited  my  veiy  wishes. 
And  the  buildings  of  my  fancy :  only  there 
Is  one  thing  wanting,  which  I  doubt  not,  but 
Our  Rome  will  cast  upon  thee. 

Cor,  Know,  good  mother, 

I  had  rather  be  their  servant  in  my  way. 
Than  sway  with  them  in  thein. 

Com.  On,  to  the  Capitol. 

[Flourish.    Comets.    Exeunt  in  state,  as  btfore. 
The  Tribunes  rmudn. 

Bru.  All  tongues  speak  of  him,  and  the  bleared 
sights 
Are  spectacled  to  see  him :  Your  prattling  nurse 
Into  a  rapture^  lets  her  baby  cnr. 
While  she  chats  him :  the  kitcnen  matkin*  pins 
Her  richest  lockram^  *bout  her  reechy*  neca. 
Clambering  the  walls  to  eye  him:  stalls,  bulks, 

windows. 
Are  smotherM  up,  leads  fiU^d,  and  rid^  horsed. 
With  variable  complexion^;  all  aereeinr 
In  earnestness  to  see  him :  seld^-shown  flamens^ 
Do  press  among  the  popular  throngs,  and  puff 
To  win  a  vulgar  station  fi  our  veird  dames 
Commit  the  war  of  white  and  damask,  in 
Their  nicely-gawded^  cheeks,  to  the  wanton  spoil 
Of  Phoebus*  burning  kisses :  such  a  pother. 
As  if  that  whatsoever  (|^,  who  leads  him. 
Were  slily  crept  into  bis  human  powers. 
And  gave  him  graceful  posture. 

Sic.  On  the  sudden, 

I  warrant  him  consuL 

Bru.  Then  our  office  may. 

During  his  power,  go  sleep. 

Stc.  He  cannot  temperately  transport  his  honours 
From  where  he  should  begin,  and  end ;  but  will 

(1)  Greceful.  (2)  Fit 

(3)  Maid.  (4)  Best  linen. 

(5)  Sailed  with  sweat  and  smok«:    (6)  Seldom 


Lose  those  that  he  hadi  won. 

Bru.  In  that  diere's  comfort 

Sic.  Doubt  not  tiie  commoners,  for  whom  we 
stand. 
But  they,  upon  their  ancient  malice,  will 
Foieet,  with  the  least  cause,  these  his  new  hooours ; 
Which  that  heMl  give  them,  make  as  little  questioa 
As  he  is  proud  to  do*t 

Bru.  I  heard  him  swear, 

Were  he  to  stand  for  consul,  never  would  he 
Appear  i*the  market-place,  nor  on  him  put 
The  napless'o  vesture  of  humility; 
Nor,  showing  (as  the  manner  is)  his  wounds 
To  the  people,  beg  their  stinking  breaths. 

Sic.  *Tis  right 

Bru.  It  was  his  word :  O,  he  would  miss  it,  rattier 
Than  cany  it,  but  by  the  suit  o*the  gentiy  to  him. 
And  the  desire  of  tlie  nobles. 

Sic.  I  wish  no  better. 

Than  have  hhn  hold  that  purpose,  and  to  put  it 
In  execution. 

Bru.  *Tis  most  like,  he  will. 

Sic.  It  shall  be  to  him  then,  as  our  good  wiltt ; 
A  sure  destructioiL 

Bru.  So  it  must  fall  out 

To  him,  or  our  authorities.    For  an  end, 
We  must  suegest"  the  people,  in  what  bstred 
He  still  hath  held  them ;  that,  to  his  power,  he  would 
Have  madi  them  mules,  silencM  their  pleaders,  and 
Dispropertied  their  freedoms :  holding  them. 
In  human  action  and  capacity. 
Of  no  more  soul,  nor  fitness  lor  the  worid. 
Than  camels  in  their  war;  who  have  their  provandO 
Only  for  bearing  burdens,  and  sore  blows 
For  sinking  under  thenoL 

Sic  This,  as  you  say,  suggested 

At  some  time  when  his  soaring  insolence 
Shall  teach  the  people  (which  time  shall  not  want. 
If  he  be  put  upon*t ;  and  that's  as  easy. 
As  to  set  dogs  on  sheep,)  will  be  his  fire 
To  kindle  tMir  dnr  stubble ;  and  their  blaia 
Shall  darken  him  tor  ever. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Bru.  What*s  the  matter  > 

Mess.   You  are  sent  for  to  the  Capitol.    *Tis 
thought. 
That  Marcius  shall  be  consul :  I  have  seen 
The  dumb  men  throng  to  see  him,  and  the  blind 
To  hear  him  speak :  The  matrons  flung  their  cloves, 
Ladles  and  maids  their  scarfs  and  handkercbiefs, 
Upon  him  as  he  passM :  the  nobles  bended. 
As  to  Jove's  statue ;  and  the  commons  made 
A  shower,  and  thunder,  with  their  caps,  and  shouts : 
I  never  saw  the  like. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol ; 

And  carry  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  the  time. 
But  hearts  for  the  event 

Stc.  Have  with  you.  [£x<i(iil. 

SCEJVE  II.— TTie  same.    Ths  CupiioL    Enter 
two  Officers,  to  lay  cushions. 

1  Q^  Come,  come,  they  are  alnoost  here :  How 
many  stand  for  consulships  f 

2  'O^:  Three,  they  say :  but  'tis  thought  of  eveiy 
one,  Coriolanus  will  cariy  it 

1  (W.  That's  a  brave  fellow ;  but  he's  vengeance 
proud^and  loves  not  the  common  people. 

2  0J\  'Faith,  there  have  been  many  great  men 
that  have  flatter'd  the  people,  who  ne'er  lov'd  them, 

(7)  Priests.  (8)  Common  standing-place. 

(9)  Adom'd.        (10)  Thread-bare. 
(11)  Inform.         (12)  Provender. 
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and  there  be  many  that  they  have  loved,  they  know 
not  wherefore :  so  that,  if  they  love  they  know  not 
why,  they  hate  upon  no  better  a  ground  :  Therefore, 
lor  Coriolanus  neither  to  care  whether  they  love  or 
hate  him,  manifests  the  true  knowledge  be  has  in 
their  disposition ;  and  out  of  his  noble  carelessnen, 
lets  them  plainly  see't 

1  O^.  if  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their 
love,  or  no,  he  waved  indifferently  *twixt  doing  them 
neither  good,  nor  harm ;  but  he  seeks  their  hate 
with  greater  devotion  than  they  can  render  it  him ; 
and  leaves  nothing  undone,  that  may  fully  discover 
him  their  opposite.  ^  Now,  to  seem  to  affect  the  mal- 
ice and  displeasure  of  the  people,  is  as  bad  as  that 
which  he  dislikes,  to  flatter  them  for  their  love. 

2  O^  He  hath  deserved  worthily  of  his  country : 
And  his  ascent  is  not  by  such  easy  degrees  as  those, 
who,  having  been  supple  and  courteous  to  the  peo- 
ple, bonnetted,3  wit}K>ut  any  further  deed  to  heave 
them  at  all  into  their  estimation  and  report :  but  he 
hath  so  planted  his  honours  in  their  eyes,  and  his 
actions  in  their  hearts,  that  for  their  tonnes  to  be 
•ilent,  and  not  confess  so  much,  were  a  kmd  of  in- 
rrateful  injury ;  to  report  otherwise  were  a  malice, 
tt^t,  giving  itself  the  lie,  would  pluck  reproof  and 
rebuke  from  eveiy  ear  that  heara  it. 

1  Ojff'.  No  more  of  him ;  he  is  a  worthy  man  : 
Make  way,  they  are  coming. 

A  tetmeL  Enter ,  with  Lictors  before  theniy  Co- 
minius,  the  Consul^  Menenius,  Coriolanus,  many 
other  Senators,  Sicinius,  and  Brutus.  The  Sena- 
tors take  their  places;  the  Tribunes  take  theirs 
also  by  themselves. 

JHen.  Having  determin*d  of  the  Voices,  and 
To  send  for  Titus  Lartius,  it  remains, 
As  the  main  point  of  this  our  after-meeting, 
To  gratify  his  noble  service,  that 
Hath  thus  stood  for  his  country :  Therefore,  please 

you. 
Most  reverend  and  grave  elders,  to  desire 
The  present  consul,  and  last  general 
In  our  well-found  successes,  to  report 
A  Iktie  of  that  worthy  work  performed 
By  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus ;  wh<xn 
We  meet  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remember 
With  honours  like  himself. 

1  Sen,  Speak,  good  Cominius : 

L,eave  nothing  out  ibr  length,  and  make  us  think. 
Rather  our  state's  defective  for  requital, 
*rhen  we  do  stretch  it  out     Masters  o'the  people. 
We  do  request  your  kindest  ears :  and,  after. 
Your  loving  motion  toward  (he  common  body, 
To  jield  wnat  passes  here. 

Ste.  We  are  convented 

XJpoa  a  pleasing  treaty ;  and  have  hearts 
Xnc  Unable  to  honour  and  advance 
llie  theme  of  our  assembly. 

Bru.  Which  the  rather 

"We  shall  be  blessM  to  do,  if  he  remember 
A  kinder  value  of  the  people,  than 
He  hath  hereto  orizM  them  at. 

Men.  That*s  oflT,  that*s  off,) 

I  would  yoo  rather  had  been  silent :  Please  you 
To  hear  Cominius  speak? 

Bru.  Most  willingly : 

But  yet  my  caution  was  more  pertinent, 
Than  the  rebuke  you  give  iL 

Mien.  He  loves  your  people ; 

(1)  Adversaiy.  (2)  Took  off  caps. 

(3)  Nothing  to  the  purpose. 

(4)  Summons  to  battle.        (5^  Possessor. 
(6)  Without  a  beaitl.  (7)  Reaided. 


But  tie  him  not  to  be  their  bedfiellow. — 
Worthy  Cominius,  speak. — Nay,  keep  your  place. 
rCoriolanus  rises,  ana  offers  to  go  away. 

1  Sen,  Sit,  Coriolanus :  never  shame  to  hear 
What  you  have  nobly  done. 

Cor.  Tour  honours*  pardon ; 

I  had  rather  have  my  wounds  to  heal  again, 
Than  hear  say  bow  I  got  them. 

Bru.  Sir,  I  hope. 

My  words  disbenchM  you  not 

Cor.  No,  sir :  yet  oft. 

When  blows  have  made  me  stay,  I  fled  from  wonds. 
You  soothM  not,  therefore  hurt  not:  But,  vour 

people, 
I  love  them  as  they  weigh. 

Men.  Pray  now,  sit  down. 

Cor.  I  had  rather  have  one  scratch  my  head  i*the 
sun, 
When  the  alarum  were  struck,^  than  idly  sit 
To  hear  my  nothings  monster*d.  [Elxit  Coriolanns. 

Men.  Masters  o*the  people. 

Your  multiplying  spawn  how  can  he  flatter 
(That*s  thousand  to  one  good  one,)  when  you  now 

see. 
He  had  rather  venture  all  his  limbs  for  honou:. 
Than  one  of  his  ears  to  hear  it  .^ — Proceed,  CorainiiMi 

Com.  1  shall  lack  voice  :  the  deeds  of  Coriolanus 
Should  not  be  utterM  feebly.— It  is  held, 
That  valour  is  the  chiefest  virtue,  and 
Most  dignifies  the  haver  :*  if  it  be. 
The  man  I  speak  of  cannot  in  the  world 
Be  singly  counterpoised.     At  sixteen  years, 
When  Tarquin  made  a  head  for  Rome,  he  fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others:  our  then  dictator. 
Whom  with  all  praise  1  point  at,  saw  him  fight. 
When  with  his  Amazonian  chin^  he  drove 
The  bristled?  lips  before  him  :  he  bestrid 
An  o'er-pressM  Roman,  and  i^the  consul's  view 
Slew  three  opposers  :  Tarquin*s  self  he  met. 
And  struck  him  on  his  knee  :  in  that  day's  feats. 
When  he  might  act  the  woman  in  the  scene,^ 
He  prov'd  best  man  i'the  field,  and  for  his  mee<y> 
Was  brow-bound  with  the  oak.     His  pupil  age 
Man-enter'd  thus,  he  waxed  like  a  sea ; 
And,  in  the  brunt  of  seventeen  battles  since, 
He  lurch'dio  ^11  swords  o'the  garland.  For  this  last, 
Before  and  in  Corioli,  let  me  say, 
[  cannot  speak  him  home :  He  stopped  the  fliers ; 
And,  by  his  rare  example,  made  tne  coward 
Turn  terror  into  sport :  as  waves  before 
A  vessel  under  sail,  so  men  obey'd. 
And  fell  below  his  stem :  his  sword  (death's  stamp} 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took ;  frcxn  face  to  foot 
He  was  a  thing  of  blood,  whose  every  motion  >l 
Was  timedu  with  dying  cries :  alone  he  enter'd 
The  mortal  gate  o'the  city,  which  he  painted 
With  shunless  destiny,  aidless  came  off, 
And  with  a  sudden  reinforcement  struck 
Corioli,  like  a  planet ;  now,  all's  his : 
When  by  and  oy  the  din  of  war  'gan  pierce 
His  ready  sense ;  then  straight  his  doubled  spirit 
Re-quicken'd  what  in  flesh  was  fatigate,!' 
And  to  the  battle  came  he ;  where  ne  did 
Run  reeking  o'er  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 
'Twere  a  perpetual  spoil :  and,  till  we  cali'd 
Both  field  ana  city  ours,  he  never  stood 
To  ease  his  breast  with  panting. 

Men.  Worthy  man ! 

1  Sen.  He  cannot  but  with  measure  fit  the  honours 
Which  we  devise  him. 

(8)  Smooth-faced  enough  to  act  a  woman's  part 

(9)  Reward.        (10)  Won.        (11)  Stroke. 
(12)  Followed.        (13)  Wearied. 
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Com,  Our  spoils  he  kiclcM  at ; 

And  lookM  upon  things  precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  muck  o*the  world  :  he  covets  less 
Than  misery*  itself  would  fpve  ;  rewards 
His  deeds  with  doing  them  ;  and  b  content 
To  SDend  the  time,  to  end  it 

Mm.  He*s  right  noble ; 

f^t  him  be  caird  for. 

1  Sen.  Call  for  Coriolanus. 

Q^  He  doth  appear. 

Re-enter  Coriolanus. 

Men.  The  senate,  Coriolanus,  are  well  pleasM 
To  make  thee  consul. 

Cor.  I  do  owe  them  still 

My  life,  and  services. 

Men.  It  then  remains. 

That  you  do  speak  to  the  people. 

Cor.  I  do  beseech  you, 

Let  me  overleap  that  custom ;  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  gown,  stand  naked,  and  entreat  them. 
For  my  wounds'  sake,  to  give  their  suffrage:  please 

you, 
That  I  may  pass  this  doing. 

Sic,  Sir,  the  people 

Must  have  their  voices ;  neither  will  they  bate 
One  jot  of  ceremony. 

.Wen.  Put  them  not  to't  :— 

Pray  you,  go  fit  you  to  the  custom ;  and 
Take  to  you,  as  vour  predecessors  have, 
Your  honour  with  your  form. 

Cor.  Tt  is  a  part 

That  I  shall  blush  in  acting,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  people. 

Bru.  Mark  you  that  f 

Cor.  Tobrag  unto  them, — Thus  I  did,  and  thus; — 
Show  them  the  unaching  scars  which  1  should 

hide. 
As  if  I  had  received  them  for  the  hire 
Of  their  breath  only : — 

Men.  Do  not  stand  upon't. — 

We  recommend  to  you,  tribunes  of  the  people. 
Our  purpose  to  them ; — and  to  our  noble  cousiU 
Wish  we  all  joy  and  honour. 

Sen.  To  Coriolanus  come  all  joy  and  honour! 
[Flourish.     Then  exeunt  Senators. 

Bru.  You  see  how  he  intends  to  use  the  people. 

Sic,  May  they  perceive  his  intent !  He  that  will 
require  them. 
As  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requested 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bru.  Come,  we'll  inform  them 

Of  our  proceedings  here  :  on  the  market-place, 
I  know,  they  do  attend  us.  [Exeunt. 

SCE:JVE  in.^The  same.     The  Forum,   Enter 
several  Citizens. 

1  Cit.  Once,  if  he  do  require  our  voices,  we  ought 
not  to  denv  him. 

2  Cit.  VVe  may,  sir,  if  we  will. 

3  Cit.  We  have  power  in  ourselves  to  do  it,  but 
it  is  a  power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do :  for  if 
be  show  us  his  wounds,  and  tell  us  his  deeds,  we 
"Are  to  put  our  tongues  int*  those  wounds,  and  speak 
for  them ;  so,  if  he  tell  us  his  noble  deed;*,  wc  mu«t 
also  tell  him  our  noble  acceptance  of  them.  In- 
gratitude is  monstrous :  and  for  the  multitude  to  be 
ingrateful,  were  to  make  a  monster  of  the  multi- 
tude; of  the  which,  we  being  members,  should 
bring  ourselves  (o  be  monstrous  members. 

1  Cit.  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of,  a 
little  help  will  serve  :  for  once,  when  we  stood  up 

(I)  Avarice. 


alxnit  the  com,  he  himself  stuck  not  to  call  us  the 
many-headed  multitude. 

3  Cit.  We  have  been  called  so  of  many  ;  not  that 
our  heads  are  some  brown,  some  black,  some  au- 
burn, some  bald,  but  that  our  wits  are  so  diversely 
oloured  :  and  truly  I  think,  if  all  our  wits  were  to 
issue  out  of  one  scull,  they  would  fly  east,  west, 
north,  south  ;  and  their  consent  of  one  direct  way 
should  be  at  once  to  all  the  points  o'the  compass. 

2  Cit.  Think  you  so  f  Which  way,  do  you  judge, 
my  wit  would  fly  ? 

3  Cit.  Nay,  your  wit  will  not  so  soon  out  as 
another  man*s  will,  *tis  strongly  wedged  up  in  a 
block-head :  but  if  it  were  at  Uberty,  Uwoula,  sure, 
southward. 

2  Cit.  W\v  that  way  f 

3  Cit.  To  lose  itself  in  a  fog ;  where  being  three 
parts  melted  away  with  rotten  dews  the  fourth 
would  return  for  conscience  sake,  to  help  to  get 
thee  a  wife. 

2  Cit.  You  are  never  without  your  tricks : — You 
may,  you  may. 

3  Cit.  Are  you  all  resolved  to  give  your  voices.' 
But  that's  no  matter,  tl»e  greater  part  carries  it  I 
say,  if  he  would  incline  to  the  people,  there  was 
never  a  worthier  man. 

Enter  Coriolanus  and  Menenius. 

Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  gown  of  humility ;  marie 
his  behaviour.  We  are  not  to  stay  all  together,  but 
to  come  by  him  where  he  stands,  by  ones,  by  twos, 
and  by  threes.  He's  to  make  his  requests  by  par- 
ticulars :  wherein  every  one  of  us  has  a  single 
honour,  in  giving  him  our  own  voices  with  our  own 
tongues :  therefore  follow  me,  and  1*11  direct  you 
how  vou  shall  go  by  him. 

All.  Content,  content  [Exeunt. 

Men.  O  sir, you  are  not  right:  have  you  not 
known 
The  worthiest  men  have  done  it .' 

Cor.  What  must  I  say  .>— 

1  pray,  sir, — Plague  upon't!  I  cannot  bring 

Niy  tongue  to  such  a  pace : Look,  sir ; ray 

wounds ; — 
f  got  them  in  my  country's  service,  when 
.'^ome  certain  of  your  brethren  roar'd,  and  ran 
From  the  noise  of  our  own  drums. 

Men,  O  me,  the  gods ! 

Vou  must  not  speak  of  that ;  you  must  desire  them 
To  think  upOn  you. 

Cor.  Think  upon  me  ?  hang  *em ! 

I  would  they  would  forget  me,  like  the  virtues 
Which  our  divines  lose  by  them. 

Men.  You'll  roar  all; 

I'll  leave  you:  Pray  you,  speak  to  them,  I  pniTyou, 
(n  wholesome  manner.  [Exit 

Enter  two  Citizens. 

Cor.  Bid  them  wash  their  faces, 

And  keep  their  teeth  clean. — So,  here  ccmdcs  a 

orace. 
Vou  know  the  cause,  sir,  of  my  standing  here. 

i  Cit.  We  do,  sir ;  tell  us  wnat  hath  brought  you 
to't 

Cor.  Mine  own  desert 

2  Cit.  Your  own  desert  ? 

Cor.  Ay,  not 

Mine  own  desire. 

1  Cit.  How !  not  your  own  desire.' 

Cor.  No,  sir : 
'Twas  never  my  desire  vet. 
To  trouble  the  poor  with  begging. 

I  Cit.  You  must  think,  if  we  give  you  any  dung, 
We  hope  to  gain  by  you. 
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Cor.  Well  then,  I  pray,  your  price  o'the  consul- 
ship  ? 

1  CiL  The  price  is,  sir,  to  ask  it  kindly. 

Cor.  Kindly: 

Sir,  I  pray  let  meba't :  I  have  wounds  to  show  you, 
Whicn  shall  be  yours  in  private. — Your  good  voice, 

sir; 
What  say  you  ? 

2  Cit.  You  shall  have  it,  worthy  sir. 
Cor.  A  match,  sir : — 

There  is  in  alt  two  worthy  voices  beggM : — 
I  have  your  alms ;  adieu. 

1  Cit.  But  this  is  something  odd. 

2  Cit.  An  'twere  to  give  again, — But 'tis  no  matter. 

[Exeunt  /too Citizens. 

Enter  two  other  Citizens. 
Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  stand  with  the  tune 
of  your  voices,  that  I  may  be  consul,  I  have  here  the 
customary  gown. 

3  Cit.  You  have  deserved  nobly  of  your  countjy, 
and  you  have  not  deserved  nobly. 

dr.  Yourenignui.' 

3  at  You  have  been  a  scourge  to  her  enemies, 
you  have  been  a  rod  to  her  friends ;  you  have  not, 
indeed,  loved  the  common  people. 

Cor.  You  should  account  me  the  more  virtuous 
that  I  have  not  been  common  in  my  love.  I  will, 
sir,  flatter  my  sworn  brother  the  people,  to  earn  a 
dearer  estimation  of  them ;  'tis  a  conaition  they  ac- 
count gentle  :  and  since  the  wisdom  of  their  choice 
is  rather  to  hare  my  hat  than  my  heart,  I  will  prac- 
tise the  insinuating  nod,  and  bie  off  to  them  most 
counterfeitly ;  that  is,  sir,  I  will  counterfeit  the  be- 
witchment of  some  popular  man,  and  give  it  boun- 
tifully to  the  desirers.  Therefore,  bewech  you,  I 
may  be  consul. 

4  Cit.  We  hope  to  find  you  our  friend ;  and  there- 
fore give  you  our  voices  heartily. 

3  Cit.  You  have  received  many  wounds  for  your 
country. 

Cor.  I  will  not  seal  your  knowledge  with  showing 
them.  I  will  make  much  of  your  voices,  and  so 
trouble  you  no  further. 

Both  Cit.  The  gods  give  you  joy,  sir,  heartily  ! 

[Exeimt. 

Cor.  Most  sweet  voices! — 
Better  it  is  to  die,  better  to  starve. 
Than  crave  the  hire,  which  first  we  do  deserve. 
Why  in  this  woolvish  ^wn  should  I  stand  here. 
To  beg  of  Hob  and  Dick,  that  do  appear. 
Their  needless  vouches  f  Custom  calls  me  to't : 
What  custom  wills,  in  all  things  should  we  do't. 
The  dust  on  antique  time  would  lie  unswept. 
And  mountainous  error  be  too  highly  heap'd 
For  truth  to  over-peer.  • — Rather  thau  fool  it  so. 
Let  the  high  offices  and  the  honour  go 
To  one  that  would  do  thus. — I  am  half  through ; 
The  one  part  suffisr'd,  the  other  will  1  da 

Enter  three  other  Citizens. 

Here  come  more  voices,-* 
Your  voices :  for  your  voices  I  have  fought ; 
Watch'd  for  your  voices ;  for  your  voices,  bear 
Of  wounds  two  dozen  odd ;  battles  thrice  six 
I  have  seen  and  heard  of;  for  your  voices,  have 
Bone  many  things,  some  less,  some  more :  your 

voices: 
Indeed,  I  would  be  consul. 

5  CU.  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  with- 
out any  honest  roan's  voice. 

6  dt.  Therefore  let  him  be  consul :  The  gods 

(1)  Over-look. 


give  him  joy,  and  make  him  good  friend  to  the 
people ! 

Alt.  Amen,  Amen. 

God  save  thee,  noble  consul !      [Exeunt  Citizens. 

Cor.  Worthy  voices ! 

Re-entef  Menenius,  toiih  Brutus,  and  Sicinius. 

Men.  You  have  stood  your  limitation ;  and  the 
tribunes 
Endue  you  with  the  people's  voice :  Remains, 
That,  in  the  ofikrial  marks  invested,  you 
Anon  do  meet  the  senate. 

Cor.  Is  this  done  ? 

Sic.  The  custom  of  request  you  have  discharg'd : 
The  people  do  admit  you ;  and  are  summon'd 
To  meet  anon,  upon  your  approbation. 

Cor.  Where?  at  the  senate-house .' 

Sic.  There,  Coriolanus. 

Cbr.  May  I  then  change  these  garments  ? 

Sic.  You  may,  fir. 

Cor.  That  I'll  straight  do;  and,  knowing  myself 

r'n, 
senate-house. 
Mm.  I'll  keep  vou  company. — Will  you  along.' 
Bru.  We  stay  nere  for  the  people. 
Sic.  Fare  you  well. 

I  Exeunt  Cor.  and  Menea. 
He  has  it  now ;  and  by  nis  looks,  niethinks, 
'Tis  warm  at  his  heart 

Bru.  With  a  proud  heart  he  wore 

His  humble  weeds :  Will  you  dismiss  the  people.^ 

Re-^nter  Citizens. 

Sic.  How  now,  my  masters  ?  have  you  chose  this 
man.' 

1  Cit.  He  has  our  voices,  sir. 

Bru.  We  pray  the  gods,  he  may  deserve  your 
loves. 

2  Cit.  Amen,  sir:  To  my  poor  unworthy  notice. 
He  mock'd  us,  when  he  bc^'d  our  voices. 

3  Cit.  Certainly, 
He  flouted  us  down-right 

1  Cit.  No,  'tis  his  kind  of  speech,  he  did  not  mock 

us. 

2  Cit.  Not  one  amongst  us  save  yourself,  but 

says, 
He  us'd  us  scornfully:  he  should  have  show'd  us 
His  marks  of  merit,  wounds  receiv'd  for  his  country. 
Sic.  Why,  so  he  did,  I  am  sure. 
Cit,  No ;  no  man  saw  *em. 

[Several  speak. 

3  Cit.  He  said,  he  had  wounds,  which  he  could 

show  in  private ; 
And  with  his  hat,  thus  waving  it  in  scorn, 
/  would  be  consuly  says  he  :  aged  custom. 
But  by  your  voices,  will  not  so  permit  me  ; 
Your  voices  ther^ore:  When  we  granted  that. 
Here  was, — /  thank  you  for  your  voices^ — thank 

you,— 
Your  most  sweet  voices: — now  you  have  i^  your 

voices^ 
I  have  no  further  with  you : ^Was  not  this 

mockery? 
Sic.  Why,  eitbBr,  you  were  i^orant  to  see't? 
Or,  seeing  it,  of  such  childish  friendliness 
To  yield  your  vdces  f 

Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him. 

As  you  were  lesson'd, — When  he  had  no  power. 
But  was  a  petty  servant  to  the  state. 
He  was  your  enemy ;  ever  spake  against 
Your  liberties,  and  the  charters  that  you  bear 
rthe  body  of  the  weal :  and  now,  arriving 
A  place  o{  potency,  and  sway  o'the  state. 
If  ne  should  still  malignantly  i 
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Fait  foe  to  the  plebeii,!  your  Toiees  might 
Be  cones  to  jounelres?  You  should  have  said, 
That,  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  less 
Than  what  he  stood  for;  so  his  gracious  nature 
Would  think  upon  you  for  your  voices,  and 
Translate  his  malice  towards  you  into  love. 
Standing  your  friendly  lord. 

Sic  Thus  to  have  said. 

As  you  were  fore-advis*d,  had  taoch*d  his  spirit. 
And  tiT*d  his  inclination ;  from  him  pIock*a 
Either  his  gracious  promise,  which  you  might. 
As  cause  Imd  callM  you  up.  have  held  him  to; 
Or  else  it  would  have  gallM  his  suriy  nature, 
M^ch  easily  endures  not  article 
Tyinr  him  to  aught ;  so,  putting  him  to  rage. 
You  uould  have  ta*en  the  advantage  of  his  choler, 
And  pass*d  him  unelecled* 

Bru.  Did  you  perceive, 

He  did  solidt  yon  in  free  contempt. 
When  be  did  need  your  loves;  and  do  you  think. 
That  his  contempt  shall  not  be  braising  to  you. 
When  he  hath  power  to  crush?  Why,  had  your 

bodies 
No  heart  among  you?  Or  had  yoo  tongues,  to  ciy 
Against  the  rectorship  of  judgment  ? 

Sic  Have  you. 

Ere  now,  denyM  the  asker.^  and  now  again. 
On  him,  that  did  not  ask,  but  mock,  bestow 
Your  suM-for  tongues  ? 

3  at.  He*s  not  confirmM,  we  may  deny  him  yet 

2  CU,  And  will  deny  him  : 
1*11  have  five  hundred  voices  of  that  sound. 

1  CiL  I  twice  five  hundred,  and  their  friends  to 
piece  *em. 

BrvL  Uet  you  hence  instantly;  and  tell  those 
friends, — 
The^  have  chose  a  consul,  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  liberties ;  make  them  of  no  more  voice 
Than  don,  that  are  as  often  beat  for  baridng. 
As  therefore  kept  to  do  sa 

Sic  Let  them  assemble ; 

And,  on  a  nfer  judgment,  all  revoke 
Your  ignorant  election :  Enforces  his  pride. 
And  his  old  hate  unto  you ;  besides,  lonet  not 
With  what  contempt  m  wore  the  humbte  weed ; 
How  in  his  suit  he  scomM  you :  but  your  loves, 
Thinking  upon  his  services,  took  from  you 
The  apprehension  of  his  present  portance,* 
Which  gibingly,  unsravely  he  did  fashion 
After  tlw  inveterate  hate  he  bears  you. 

Bru.  Lay 

A  &ult  on  OS,  your  tribunes ;  that  we  labour*d 
fNo  impedinwnt  between)  but  that  you  must 
Cast  your  electioD  on  him. 

Sic  Say,  you  chose  him 

More  after  our  commandment,  than  as  guided 
By  yoar  own  true  aflections :  and  that,  your  minds 
Pra-occnpyM  with  what  you  nther  must  do 
Than  what  you  should,  made  you  against  the  grain 
To  voice  him  consul :  Lay  tlie  fault  on  us. 

Bru,  Ay,  spare  us  not    Say,  we  read  lectures 
to  you. 
How  Tonngly  he  began  to  serve  his  coontiy. 
How  long  cootinned :  and  what  stock  he  springs  of. 
The  nobfe  house  o*the  Marcians ;  from  whence  came 
That  Ancus  Marcios,  Numa*s  daughter's  son. 
Who,  afW  great  Hostilius,  here  was  king : 
Of  the  same  house  Publius  and  Quintus  were. 
That  our  best  water  brought  by  conduits  hither ; 
And  Censorinas,  darling  of  the  people, 

(1)  Plebeians,  common  people. 

(2)  Object.  (3)  Cnrriasfv^. 
(4)  \yeighing.  (5)  Incitatinn. 


And  nobly  nam*d  so,  befai^  cennr  twice^ 
Was  his  great  ancestor. 

Sic.  One  thus  descended, 

That  hath  beside  well  in  his  person  wroitt;ht 
To  be  set  high  in  place,  we  aid  commend 
To  your  remembrances ;  but  yoo  have  found, 
Scaling*  his  present  bearing  with  his  pilst. 
That  te's  your  fixed  enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  Sudeten  approbation. 

Bru.  Say,  you  ne*er  had  dooteX 

(Harp  on  that  still,)  but  by  our  putting  on :' 
And  presently,  when  you  have  drawn  yoor  number. 
Repair  to  the  Capitol 

CiL  We  win  so:  ahnoet  all 

[Several  speaL 
Repent  in  their  electioQ.  [JE*nm/  Citisens. 

Bru.  Let  wm  go  on ; 

This  mutiny  were  better  pot  in  haxaid. 
Than  stay,  past  doubt,  for  greater : 
If,  as  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 
With  their  refusal,  both  observe  and  answer 
The  vantage^  of  his  anger. 

Sic  To  the  Capitol : 

Come;  well  be  there  before  the  stream  o*the  people; 
And  this  shall  seem,  as  partly  *tis,  their  own, 
Which  we  have  goaded?  onward.  [Excimf. 


ACT  in. 

SCEJ^  I.— The  iome.  A  tirtei.  ConuU.  Em- 
ter  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  Comimos,  Titus  Lar> 
tins.  Senators,  and  Phtricians. 

Cor.  Tullus  Aufidios  then  had  made  new  head  ? 

Lari.  He  had,  my  loid;  and  that  it  was,  whkfa 
causM 
Our  swifter  composition. 

Cor.  So  then  the  Voices  stand  but  as  at  first; 
Ready,  when  time  shall  prompt  them,  to  make  road 
Upon  us  again. 

Com.  They  are  worn,  lord  consol,  so. 

That  we  shall  hardly  in  oor  ages  see 
Their  banners  wave  again. 

Cor.  Saw  yoo  Aufidias  ? 

LarL  On  nfe-goard*  he  came  to  me ;  and  did 
curse 
Against  the  Voices,  for  they  had  so  vilely 
Yielded  the  town :  he  is  retii'd  to  Antium. 

Cbr.  Spoke  he  of  roe? 

iMTt.  He  did,  my  lord. 

Cor.  ntm*  what? 

Lart.  How  ofkea  be  had  meC  yoo,  sword  to 


That,  of  all  things  opoo  the  earth,  he  hated 
Yoor  person  most :  that  he  would  pawn  his  fortonea 
To  hmless  restitutk»,  so  he  mignt 
Be  call*d  yoor  vanquisher. 

Cor.  At  Antium  lives  he  ? 

Lari.  AtAntiom. 

Cor.  I  wish,  I  had  a  cause  to  seek  him  there. 
To  oppose  bis  hatred  /ully.— Welcome  home. 

[To  Laitios. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brotos. 
Behold !  these  are  the  tribunes  of  the  people. 
The  tongues  of  the  conomon  mouth.    I  do  despise 


For  they  do  prank*  them  in  aothority, 

(6)  Advantage.  (7)  Driven. 

(8)  With  a  guard.  (9)  Plume,  deck. 
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Against  all  noble  lofkrance. 

Sie.  Pass  no  further. 

Cor.  Ha !  what  is  that  ? 

Bru.  It  will  be  dangerous  to 

Go  on :  no  further. 

Cor.  What  makes  this  change  ? 

Mat.  The  matter  ? 

Com.  Hath  be  not  pess'd  the  nobles,  and  the 
commons? 

Bru.  Cominius,  na 

Cor.  Have  I  had  children*s  voices  ? 

1  Sen.  Tribunes,  give  waj ;  he  shall  to  the  mar- 
ket-place. 

Bru.  The  people  are  incensed  aigainst  him. 

Sic.  Stop, 

Or  all  will  fall  in  broil. 

Cor.  Are  these  your  herd  ? — 

Must  these  have  voices,  that  can  ^neld  them  now. 
And  straight  disclaim  their  tongues.^ — What  are 

your  offices.' 
You  being  their  mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their 

teeth  .> 
Have  you  not  set  them  on  ? 

Men.  Be  calm,  be  calm. 

Cor.  It  is  a  purposM  thine,  and  grows  by  plot. 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  nobility : — 
Suffer  it,  and  live  with  such  as  cannot  nile, 
Nor  ever  will  be  rul'd. 

Bru.  CaU'tnotaplot: 

The  people  C17,  you  mockM  them ;  and,  of  late, 
When  com  was  given  them  gratis,  you  repin*d ; 
ScandaPd  the  suppliants  for  the  people ;  callM  them 
Time-pleasers,  flatterers,  foes  to  nooleness. 

Cor.  Why,  this  was  known  before. 

Bru,  Not  to  them  all. 

Cor.  Have  you  informed  them  since? 

Bru.  How  ?  I  inform  them  ? 

Car.  You  are  like  to  do  such  business. 

Bru.  Not  unlike, 

Each  way  to  better  yours. 

Cor.  Why  then  should  I  be  consul  ?    By  yon 
clouds. 
Let  roe  deserve  so  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow-tribune. 

Sic.  Yon  show  too  much  of  that. 

For  which  the  people  stir :  If  you  will  pass 
To  where  you  are  bound,  you  must  inquire  your  way. 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  spirit ; 
Or  never  be  so  noble  as  a  consul, 
Nor  yoke  with  him  Sot  tribune. 

Men.  LbVb  be  calm. 

Com.  The  people  are  abus*d :-— Set  on. — This 
palt*ringl 

Becomes  not  Rome;  nor  has  Coriolanus 
Deserved  this  so  dishonoured  rub,  laid  falsely^ 
I*the  plain  way  of  his  merit 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  com! 

This  was  my  speech,  and  I  will  speakU  again ; — 

Men.  Not  flow,  not  now. 

1  Sen.  Not  in  this  heat,  sir,  now. 

Cor.  Now,  as  I  live,  I  will. — My  nobler  friends, 
I  crave  their  pardons : — 
For  the  mutaole,  rank-scented  many,'  let  them 
Regard  me  as  I  d9  not  flatter,  and 
Therein  behold  themselves:  I  sa^  again, 
In  soothing  them,  we  nourish  Against  our  senate 
The  cockle  oi  rebellion,  insolence,  sedition, 
Which  we  ourselves  have  ploughed  for,  sowM  and 

scattered, 
Br  mingling  them  with  us, the  honoured  number; 
Who  lack  not  virtue,  no,  iK>r  power,  but  that 


(1)  Shuffling. 

(3)  Populace. 

vol*  11. 


(2)  Treacherously. 
^4)  Lepers. 


Which  they  have  given  to  beggars. 

Men.  Well,  no  mofe. 

1  Sen.  No  more  words,  we  beseech  you. 

Cor.  How!  no  more? 

As  for  my  country  T  have  shed  my  blood. 
Not  fearine  outward  force,  so  shall  my  lungs 
Coin  words  till  their  decay,  against  tliose  meazelt* 
Which  we  disdain  should  tetter^  us,  yet  sought 
The  veiy  way  to  catch  them. 

Bru.  You  speak  o*the  people. 

As  if  you  were  a  eod  to  punish,  not 
A  man  of  their  innrmity. 

Sic.  'Twere  well. 

We  let  the  people  know't. 

Men.  What,  what?  hischoler? 

Cor.  Choler! 
Were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  sleep, 
By  Jove,  'twould  be  my  mind. 

Sic.  It  is  a  mind, 

That  shall  remain  a  poison  where  it  is. 
Not  poiscNi  any  further. 

Cor.  Shall  remain ! — 

Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  minnows  .^  mark  yoa 
His  absolute  shall? 

Com.  *Twas  from  the  canon.^ 

Cor.  ShaU! 

0  good,  but  most  unwise  patricians,  why. 

You  grave,  but  reckless^  senators,  have  you  fhnt 
Given  Hydra  here  to  choose  an  officer, 
That  with  his  peremptory  shatL,  being  but 
The  horn  and  noise  o'the  monsters,  wants  not  tpbi 
To  say,  he'U  turn  your  current  in  a  ditch. 
And  make  your  channel  his  ?  If  he  have  power. 
Then  vail  your  ignorance :  if  none,  awake 
Your  dangerous  lenity.     If  you  are  learned. 
Be  not  as  common  fools ;  if  you  are  not. 
Let  them  have  cushions  bv  you.   You  are  plebeians. 
If  they  be  senators :  and  tney  are  no  less. 
When  both  your  voices  blended,  the  p^eatest  taste 
Most  palates  theirs.  They  choose  their  magistrate ; 
And  such  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  his  shall^ 
His  popular  shall,  against  a  graver  bench 
Than  e\'er  frown'd  in  Greece !  By  Jove  himself^ 
It  makes  the  consuls  base :  and  my  soul  aches. 
To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up. 
Neither  supreme,  how  soon  confusion 
May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 
The  one  by  the  other. 

Com.  Well— on  to  the  market-place. 

Cor.  Whoever  gave  that  counsel,  to  give  forth 
The  com  o'the  store-house  gratis,  as  'twas  us*d 
Sometime  in  Greece, 

Men.  Well,  well,  no  more  of  fliat 

Cor.  (Though  there  the  people  had  more  abso- 
lute power,) 

1  say,  they  nourished  disobedience,  fed 
The  min  of  the  state. 

Bru.  WTiy,  shall  the  people  giv« 

One,  that  speaks  thus,  their  voice  ? 

Cor.  I'll  give  my  reasons. 

More  worthier  than  their  voices.     They  know,  the 

com 
Was  not  our  recompense ;  resting  well  assur'd 
They  ne'er  did  service  for't ;   Being  press'd  to  the 

war. 
Even  when  the  navel  of  the  state  was  touch'd. 
They  would  not  thread^*  the  gates :   this  kind  of 

8er\'ice 
Did  not  deserve  com  gratis :  being  i'the  war, 
Their  mutinies  and  revolts,  wherein  they  showM 
Most  valour,  spoke  not  for  them :  The  accusation 

(5)  Scab.    (6)  Small  fish.    (7)  According  tolaw 
(8)  Careless.  (9)  Plus  through. 
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Which  they  hnve  often  made  a^inst  the  seoate. 
All  cause  UQbtirn,  could  never  be  the  native' 
Of  our  so  frank  donation.     Well,  what  then? 
How  shall  this  l>osom  multiplied  digest 
The  senate^s  courtesy  ?     Let  deeds  express 
What*8  like  to  be  their  words : — IVe  did  request  it 
We  are  the  greater  polly"^  and  in  true  fear 
They  gave  us  our  demands : — Thus  we  debase 
The  Aature  of  our  seats,  and  make  the  rabble 
Call  our  cares,  fears  :  which  will  in  time  break  ope 
The  locks  o*the  senate,  and  bring  in  the  crows 
To  peck  the  eagles. — 

Men,  Come,  enough. 

Bru.  Enough,  with  over-measure. 

Cor.  No,  take  more  : 

What  may  be  sworn  by,  both  divine  and  human. 
Seal  what  I  end  withal ! — This  double  worship, — 
Where  one  part  does  disdain  with  cause,  the  other 
Insult  without  all  reason ;  where  gentry,  title,  wb- 

dom, 
Cannot  conclude,  but  by  the  yea  and  no 
Of  general  ignorance, — it  must  omit 
Real  necessities,  and  giv^^way  the  while 
To  unstable  slightness :  purpose  so  barr*d,  it  follows. 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpose:  Therefore,  beseech 

you, — 
You  that  will  beiess  fearful  than  discreet ; 
That  love  the  fundamental  part  of  state. 
More  than  you  doubt'  the  change  of*t ;  that  prefer 
A  noble  life  before  a  long,  and  wish 
To  jump<  a  body  with  a  dan,^rous  physic 
That^s  sure  of  death  without  it, — at  once  pluck  out 
The  multitudinous  tongue,  let  them  not  lick 
The  sweet  which  is  their  poison  :  your  dishonour 
Mangles  true  Judgment,  and  bereaves  the  state 
Of  that  integnty  which  should  become  it ; 
Not  having  the  power  to  do  the  good  it  would. 
For  the  illwhicn  doth  control  it. 

Bru.  He  has  said  enough. 

Sic.  He  has  spoken  like  a  traitor,  and  shall  an- 
swer 
As  traitors  do. 

Cor.  Thou  wretch  !  despite  o'crwhelm  thee  ! — 
What  should  the  people  do  with  these  bald  tribunes? 
On  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 
To  the  greater  bench  :  In  a  rebellion, 
When  what*s  not  meet,  but  what  must  be,  was  law. 
Then  were  they  chosen  ;  in  a  better  hour, 
Let  what  is  meet,  be  said  it  must  be  meet. 
And  throw  their  power  i*the  dusL 

Bru,  Manifest  treason. 

•Sic.  This  a  consul  ?  na 

Bru.  TTie  aediles,  ho ! — Let  him  be  apprehended. 

Sic.   Go,  call   the  people;   [Exit  Brutus.]   in 
whose  name,  myself 
Attach  thee,  as  a  traitorous  innovator, 
A  foe  to  the  public  weal :  Obey,  I  charge  thee, 
And  follow  to  thine  answer. 

Cor.  Hence,  old  goat ! 

Sen.  4-  Pat.  We'll  surety  him. 
■  Com.  A^ed  sir,  hands  off 

Cor.  Hence,  rotten  thing,  or  I  shall  shake  thy 
bones 
Out  of  thy  garments. 

Sic.  Help,  ye  citizens. 

Re-enter  Brutus,  unth  the  £diles,  and  a  rabble  (f 
Citizens. 

Men.  On  both  sides  more  respect. 
Sic.  Here's  he,  that  would 

Take  from  you  all  your  power. 

.1)  Motivo.  i»o  doubt,  was  Shakspcare's  word. 
(2)  Number.  (3)  Fear.  (4)  Risk. 


Bru,  Seize  him,  ledilea. 

CiL  Down  with  him,  down  with  him  I 

[.Septra/  speak. 

2  Sen.  Weapons,  weapons,  weapofisi ! 

[They  all  bustle  about  Coriolaous. 
Tribunes,  patricians,  citizens  I — what,  bo  I — 
Sicinius,  Brutus,  Coriolanus,  citizens  ! 

at.  Peace,  peace,  peace ;  stay,  hold,  peace  ! 

Men.  What  is  about  to  be  ? — 1  am  out  ol'  breath ; 
Confusion's  near :  I  cannot  speak  : — You,  tribunes 
To  the  people, — Coriolanus,  patience : — 
Speak,  good  Sicinius. 

Sic.  Hear  me,  people ; — Peace. 

Cit.  Let's  near  our  tribune  : — Peace.     Speak, 
speak,  speak. 

Sic.  You  are  at  point  to  lose  your  liberties : 
Marcius  would  have  all  from  you ;  Marcius, 
Whom  late  you  have  nam'd  for  consul. 

Men,  Fie,  fie,  fie! 

This  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to  auench. 

1  Sen.  To  unbuild  the  city,  and  to  lay  all  flat 

Sic.  What  is  the  city,  but  the  people .' 

Cit.  True, 

The  people  are  the  city. 

Bru.  By  the  consent  of  all,  we  were  estaUish'd 
The  people's  magistrates. 

Cit.  You  so  remain. 

Men.  And  so  are  like  to  do. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  flat ; 
To  bring  the  roof  to  the  foundation ; 
And  bury  all,  which  yet  distinctly  ranges, 
In  heaps  and  piles  of  ruins. 

Sic.  This  deserves  death. 

Bru.  Or  let  us  stand  to  our  authority. 
Or  let  us  lose  it : — We  do  here  pronounce. 
Upon  the  part  o'the  people,  in  whose  power 
VVe  were  elected  theirs,  Marcius  is  worthy 
Of  present  death. 

Sic.  Therefore,  lay  hold  of  him ; 

Bear  him  to  the  rock  Tarpeian,^  and  from  tbenoe 
Into  destruction  cast  him. 

Bru.  JEdiles,  seize  him. 

Cit.  Yield,  Marcius,  yield. 

Men.  Hear  roe  one  word 

Beseech  you,  tribunes,  hear  me  but  a  word. 

^du  Peace,  peace. 

Men.   Be  that  you  seem,  truly  your  coantiy*s 
friend. 
And  temprhtely  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  violently  redress. 

Bru.  Sir,  those  cold  ways. 

That  seem  like  pnident  helps,  are  vciy  poisonous 
Where  the  disease  is  violent : — Lay  hands  upon  him. 
And  bear  him  to  the  rock. 

Cor.  No;  I'll  die  here. 

[Drawing  his  sword. 
There's  some  among  you  have  beheld  roe  figbtii^; 
Come,  tiy  upon  yourselves  what  you  have  seen  me. 

Men.  Down  with  that  sword ; — tribunes,  with* 
draw  a  while. 

Bru.  Lay  hands  upon  him. 

Men.  Help,  Marcius !  help, 

You  that  be  noble ;  help  him,  young,  and  old  I 

Cit.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him  ! 

[In  this  mviinuj  the  Tribunes,  the  £di]es, 
and  the  People^  are  ail  IfoU  in. 

Men.  Go,  get  you  to  your  house ;  be  gone  away. 
All  will  be  naught  else. 

2  Sen,  Get  you  gone. 

Cor.  Stand  fiist; 

We  have  as  many  friends  as  cneroies. 

(5)  From  whence  criminals  were  thrown,  and 
I  dashed  to  pieces. 
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Men,  Shall  it  be  put  to  that  ? 

1  Sffi.  The  gods  forbid 

I  prVtbee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  house ; 
Leafe  us  to  cure  this  cause. 

JHen.  For  *tis  a  sore  upon  us. 

You  cannot  tent  yourself:  Begone,  ^beseech  you. 

Com.  Come,  sir,  along  with  us. 

Cor.  I  would  they  were  barbarians  (as  they  are. 
Though  in  Rome  littered,)  not  Romans  (as  they  are 

not. 
Though  calv'd  i*the  porch  o'the  Capitol,) — 

Men.  Be  gone ; 

Put  not  your  worthy  ra^  into  your  tongue ; 
One  time  will  owe  anotl^r. 

Cor.  On  fair  ground, 

I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men.  I  could  myself 

Take  up  a  brace  of  the  best  of  them ;  yea,  the  two 
I  tribunes. 

Com.  But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  arithmetic; 
And  manhood  is  callM  foolery,  when  it  stands 
Against  a  falling  fabric. — Will  you  hence, 
Before  the  tagi  return  ?  whose  rage  doth  rend 
Like  interrupted  waters,  and  o'erbear 
What  they  are  us'd  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you,  be  gone 

1*11  try  whether  my  old  wit  be  in  request 
With  those  that  have  but  little ;  this  must  be  patchM 
With  cloth  of  any  colour. 

Com,  Nay,  come  away. 

[Exeunt  Cor.  Com.  and  others. 

1  Pat.  This  man  has  marrM  his  fortune. 
Men.  His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world  : 

He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident, 

Or  Jove  for  his  power  to  thunder.     His  heart's  his 

mouth : 
Wliat  his  breast  forces,  that  his  tongue  must  vent ; 
And,  being  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 
He  heard  the  name  of  death.        [A  noise  witMn. 
Here's  goodly  work ! 

2  Pat  I  would  they  were  a-bed ! 
Men.  I  woul4  they  were  in  Tyberl — What,  the 

vengeance, 
Coald  he  not  speak  them  fair? 

Re-enter  Brutus  and  Sicinius,  with  the  Rabble. 

Sic.  Wliere  is  this  viper, 

That  would  depopulate  the  city,  and 
Be  eveiy  man  himself.' 
Men.  You  worthy  tribunes, — 

Sie.  He  shall  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian  rock 
With  rigorous  hands ;  he  hath  resisted  law, 
And  therefore  law  shall  scorn  him  further  trial 
Than  the  severity  of  the  public  power, 
Which  he  so  sets  at  nought 

1  at.  He  shall  well  know, 

The  noble  tribunes  are  the  people's  mouths. 
And  we  their  hands. 

at.  He  shall,  sure  on't.3 

[Seoeral  speak  together. 

Men.  Sir, — 

Sic.  Peace. 

Men.  Do  not  ciy,  havoc,'  where  you  should  but 

hunt 

l¥itb  modest  warrant 

Sic.  Sir,  how  comes  it,  that  you 

Have  holp  to  make  this  rescue  ? 

Men.  Hear  me  speak  : — 

At  I  do  know  the  consul's  worthiness. 
So  can  I  name  his  faults : — 

(1)  The  lowest  of  the  populace;  tag,  rag,  and 
oobtail. 

(2 1  Be  sure  oii't     (3)  The  signal  for  slaughter. 


Sic.  Consul  ? — what  cobsuI  ? 

Men.  The  consul  Coriolanus. 

Bru.  He  a  consul  f 

Cit.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Men.  If,  by  the  tribunes'  leave,  and  yours,  good 
people, 
I  may  be  heard,  Pd  crave  a  word  or  two ; 
The  which  shall  turn  to  you  no  further  harm. 
Than  so  much  loss  of  time. 

Sic.  Speak  briefly  then ; 

For  we  are  peremptoiy,  to  despatch 
This  viperous  traitor :  to  eject  nim  hence, 
W' ere  but  one  danger ;  and,  to  keep  him  here, 
Our  certain  death ;  therefore  it  is  decreed. 
He  dies  to-night. 

Men.  Now  the  good  gods  forbid, 

That  our  renowned  Rome,  vrho^e  gratitude 
Towards  her  deserved^  children  is  enroll'd 
In  Jove's  own  book,  like  an  unnatural  dam 
Should  now  eat  up  her  own  ! 

Sic.  He's  a  disease,  that  must  be  cut  away. 

Men.  0,  he's  a  limb,  that  has  but  a  disease ; 
Mortal,  to  cut  it  oflF;  to  cure  it,  easy. 
What  has  he  done  to  Rome,  that's  worthy  death  ' 
Killing  our  enemies  ?  The  blood  he  hath  lost, 
(Which,  I  dare  vouch,  is  more  than  that  he  hath, 
By  many  an  ounce,)  he  dropp'd  it  for  his  countiy ; 
And,  what  is  left,  to  lose  it  by  his  country. 
Were  to  us  all,  that  do't,  and  suflfer  it, 
A  brand  to  the  end  o'the  world. 

Sic.  This  is  clean  kam  * 

Bru.    Merely^  awry:   when  he  did  love  his 
country, 
It  honour'd  him. 

Men.  The  service  of  the  foot 

Being  once  gangren'd,  is  it  uot  then  respected 
For  what  before  it  was .' 

Bru.  We'll  hear  no  more : — 

Pursue  him  to  his  house,  and  pluck  him  thence ; 
Lest  his  infection,  being  of  catching  nature. 
Spread  further. 

Men.  One  word  more,  one  word. 

This  tiger-footed  rage,  when  it  shall  find 
The  harm  of  unscann'd  swiftness,?  will,  too  late. 
Tie  leaden  pounds  to  his  heels.  Proceed  by  process ; 
Lest  parties  (as  he  is  belov'd)  break  out. 
And  sack  great  Rome  with  Romans. 

Bru.  If  it  were  so, — 

Sic.  What  do  Tc  talk.' 
Have  we  not  haci  a  taste  of  his  obedience  ? 
Our  tediles  smote  ?  ourselves  resisted  ? — Come : — 

Men.  Consider  this ; — He  has  been  bred  i'the  wan 
Since  he  could  draw  a  sword,  and  is  ill  school'd 
In  boulted^  language;  meal  and  bran  tt^ther 
He  throws  witlnnit  distinction.     Give  me  leave, 
I'll  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him 
Where  he  shall  answer,  by  a  lawful  form, 
(In  peace)  to  his  utmost  peril. 

1  Sen.  Noble  tribunes, 

It  is  the  humane  way :  the  other  course 
Will  prove  too  bloody ;  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sic.  Noble  Menenius, 

Be  you  then  as  the  people's  oflicer : 
Masters,  lay  down  your  weap<Mi8. 

Bru.  Go  not  home. 

Sic.  Meet  on  the  market-place  : — We'll  attend 
you  there : 
Where,  if  you  bring  not  Marcius,  we'll  proceed 
In  our  first  way. 

Men.  I'll  bring  him  to  you  : — 

(4)  Deserving.    (5)  Quite  awry.    (6)  Absolutely. 
(7)  Inconsiderate  haste.        (8)  Finely  sifted. 
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Let  me  desire  yoar  company.  [To  the  Senatori.] 

He  must  come, 
Or  what  is  worst  will  follow. 

1  Sen,  Pray  you,  let's  to  hira. 

[ExeufU. 

SCE^E   11. — A  room  in  Conolanus*s  house. 
Enter  Coriolanus,  and  Patricians. 
Cor.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears ;  present 
me 
Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horses*  heeli; 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock. 
That  the  precipitation  might  down  stretch 
Below  the  beam  of  sight,  yet  will  I  still 
Be  thus  to  them. 

Enter  Yolumnia. 

1  Pat  You  do  the  nobler. 

Cor.  I  muse,<  my  mother 
Does  not  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont 
To  call  them  woollen  vassals,  things  created 
To  buy  and  sell  with  groats ;  to  show  bare  heads 
In  congregations,  to  yawn,  be  still,  and  wonder, 
When  one  but  of  my  ordinance^  stood  up 
To  speak  of  peace,  or  war.     I  talk  of  you  ; 

[  To  Volunmia. 
Why  did  you  wish  me  milder  ?  Would  you  have  roe 
False  to  my  nature?  Rather  say,  I  play 
The  man  1  am. 

VoL  O,  sir,  sir,  sir, 

I  would  have  had  you  put  your  power  well  on. 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out 

Cor.  Let  go. 

KoL  You  might  have  been  enough  the  man  you 
are. 
With  striving  less  to  be  so :  Lesser  had  been 
The  thwartiogs  of  your  dispositions,  if 
You  had  not  showM  them  how  you  were  dispo6*d 
Ere  they  lackM  power  to  cross  you. 

Cor.  Let  them  hang. 

KoL  Ay,  and  bum  too. 

Enter  Menenius,  and  Senators. 

Men.  Come,  come,  you  have  been  too  rough, 
something  too  rough ; 
You  must  return,  and  mend  it 

1  Sen.  There's  no  remedy ; 

Unless,  by  not  so  rfoing,  our  good  city 
Cleave  in  the  midst,  and  perish. 

Vol.  Pray  be  counseled: 

I  have  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  yours. 
But  yet  a  brain,  that  leaos  my  use  of  anger, 
"l^o  better  vantage. 

Men.  Well  said,  noble  woman 

Before  he  should  thus  stoop  to  the  herd,  but  that 
The  violent  fit  o'the  time  craves  it  as  physic 
For  the  whole  state,  I  would  put  mine  armour  on. 
Which  I  can  scarcely  bear. 

Cor.  What  must  I  do? 

Men.  Return  to  the  tribunes^ 

Cor.  Well, 

What  then  ?  what  then  ? 

Men.  Repent  what  you  have  spoke. 

Cor.  For  them? — I  cannot  do  it  to  the  gods ; 
Must  I  then  do't  to  them? 

VoL  You  are  too  absolute; 

Though  therein  you  can  never  be  too  noble. 
But  when  extremities  speak.  I  have  heard  you  say. 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unsever'd  friends, 
Pthe  war  do  grow  t(M;ether :  Grant  that,  and  tell  roe. 
In  peace,  what  each  of  them  by  th'  other  lose, 


(1)  Wonder. 
(4)  Subdue. 


(2)  Rank.  (3)  Vr^ 

(5)  Common  clowns. 


That  they  combine  not  there. 

Cor.  Tush,  tush ! 

Men.  A  good  demand. 

V<d.  If  it  be  honour,  in  your  wars,  to  seem 
The  same  you  are  not,  (which,  for  your  best  ends, 
Vou  adopt  your  policy,)  how  is  it  less,  or  worse. 
That  it  snail  hold  companionship  in  peace 
With  honour,  as  in  war;  since  tnat  to  both 
It  stands  in  like  request  ? 

Cor.  WTiy  force*  yoa  this  ? 

VoL  Because  that  now  it  lies  you  on  to  speak 
To  the  people ;  not  by  your  own  instruction. 
Nor  by  the  matter  which  your  heart  prompts  yoa  to, 
But  with  such  words  that  are  but  roted  in 
Your  tongue,  though  but  bastards,  and  syllables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  your  bosom's  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  dishonours  yoa  at  all. 
Than  to  take  in*  a  town  with  gentle  words, 
Which  else  would  put  you  to  your  fortune,  and 
The  hazard  of  much  blood. — 
I  woqld  dissemble  with  my  nature,  where 
My  fortunes,  and  my  friends,  at  stake,  reqoir'dy 
1  should  do  so  in  honour :  I  am  in  this. 
Your  wife,  your  son,  these  senators,  the  nobles; 
And  you  will  rather  show  our  general  lowts* 
How  vou  can  frown,  than  spend  a  fawn  upon  dieni. 
For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves,  and  safeguard 
Of  what  that  want  might  ruin. 

Men.  Noble  lady!— 

Come,  go  with  us ;  speak  fair :  you  may  nlve  ao. 
Not  what  is  dangerous  present,  but  the  toss 
Of  what  is  past 

VoL  I  pr'ythee  now,  my  son. 

Go  to  them,  with  this  bonnet  in  thy  hand ; 
And  thus  far  having  stretch'd  it  (herebe  wid)  them,) 
Thy  knee  bussing  the  stones  (for  in  such  buaineas 
Action  is  eloauence,  and  the  eyes  of  the  %norant 
More  learned  than  the  ears,)  waving  thy  head. 
Which  often,  thus,  correcting  thy  stout  heart. 
That  humble,  as  the  ripest  mulberry. 
Now  win  not  hold  the  handling :   Or,  say  to  them. 
Thou  art  their  soldier,  and  being  bred  in  broils. 
Hast  not  the  soft  way,  which,  ifaiou  dost  confesa. 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  use,  as  they  to  cUim, 
In  asking  their  good  loves ;  but  thou  wilt  frame 
Thyself,  forsoom,  hereafter  theirs,  so  far 
As  thou  hast  power,  and  person. 

Men.  This  bat  done. 

Even  as  she  speaks,  why,  all  their  hearts  were  yours: 
For  they  have  pardons,  being  ask'd,  as  free 
As  words  to  little  purpose. 

VoL  Pr'ythee  now. 

Go,  and  be  rul'd:  although,  I  know,  than  l»dst 

rather 
Follow  thine  enemy  in  a  fiery  gulf. 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  bower.     Here  is  Cocniniui 

Enter  Cominius. 

Com.  I  have  beoi  i'the  market-place  :  and,  sir, 
'tis  fit 
You  make  strong  party,  or  defend  yourself 
By  calmness,  or  by  absence ;  all's  m  anger. 

Men.  Only  fair  speech. 

Com.  I  think,  'twill  aerve,  if  he 

Can  thereto  frame  his  spirit 

VoL  He  most,  and  wiU  ^— 

Pr'ythee  now,  say,  you  will,  and  go  about  it 

Cor.  Must  1  go  show  them  my  unbarb'd  sconce  .^ 
Must  I, 
With  my  base  toneue,  give  to  my  noble  heart 
A  lie,  that  it  must  bear?  Well,  I  will  do't: 
Yet  were  there  but  this  single  plot  to  lose, 

!  (6)  Unshaven  head. 
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This  mould  of  Marcius,  they  to  dust  should  grind  it, 
And  throw  it  against  the  wind. — To  the  market- 
place : — 
You  have  put  me  now  to  such  a  part,  which  never 
I  shall  discharge  to  the  life. 

Com.  Come,  come,  we*ll  prompt  you. 

Vol  I  pr*7thee  now,  sweet  son ;  as  thou  hast  said, 
My  praises  made  thee  first  a  soldier,  so. 
To  have  my  praise  for  this,  perform  a  part. 
Thou  hast  not  done  before. 

Cor.  Well,  Imustdo't: 

Away,  my  disposituxi,  and  possess  roe 
Some  harlot's  spirit!    Mv  throat  of  war  be  tum*d. 
Which  quired  with  my  arum,  into  a  pipe 
Small  as  an  eunuch,  or  the  virgin  voice 
That  babies  lulls  asleep !    The  smiles  of  knaves 
Tenti  in  my  cheeks ;  and  school-boys*  tears  take  up 
The  glasses  of  my  sight !  A  beggar's  tongue 
Make  motion  through  my  lips;  ana  my  arm*d  knees. 
Who  bow*d  but  in  my  stirrup,  bend  like  his 
That  hath  receiv'd  an  alms ! — I  will  not  do't : 
Lest  I  surcease  to  honour  mine  own  truth, 
And,  by  my  body's  action,  teach  my  mind 
A  most  inherent  baseness. 

Vol.  At  thy  choice  then : 

To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  dishonour. 
Than  thou  of  them.    Come  all  to  ruin ;  let 
Thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  stoutness ;  for  I  mock  at  death 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.     Do  as  thou  list 
Thy  valiantness  was  mine,  thou  suck'dst  it  from  me ; 
But  owe'  thy  pride  thyself. 

Cor.  Pray,  be  content ; 

Mother,  I  am  going  to  the  market-place ; 
Chide  me  no  more.     PU  mountebank  their  loves, 
Cog  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home  belov'd 
Of  all  the  trades  in  Rome.     Look,  1  am  going : 
Commend  me  to  my  wife.     1*11  return  consul ; 
Or  never  trust  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
rthe  way  of  flattery,  fur&er. 

Vol.  Do  your  will.  [Exit. 

Com,  Away,  the  tribunes  do  attend  you :  ami 
yourself 
To  answer  mildly ;  for  they  are  prepar*d 
With  accusations,  as  1  hear,  more  strong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet 

Cor.  The  word  is,  mildly : — Pray  you,  let  us  go ; 
Let  them  accuse  me  by  invention,  I 
Will  answer  in  mine  lionour. 

Men.  Kjy  but  mildly. 

Cor.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then;  mildly.  [Exeuni. 

SCEJ^E  IIL^Theaame.    The  Fhrvm,    Enter 
Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Bru.  In  this  point  charge  him  home,  that  he  af- 
fects 
Tyrannical  power :  If  he  evade  us  there, 
Knforce  him  with  his  envy'  to  the  people ; 
And  that  the  spoil,  got  on  the  Antiates, 
Was  ne'er  distribute. — 

Enter  an  JEdile. 

What  will  he  come? 

.^di.  He's  anning. 

Bru.  How  accompanied? 

JEdi.  With  old  Menenius,  and  those  senators 
That  always  favoured  him. 

Sic.  Have  you  a  catalogue 

Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  procur*d, 
Set  down  by  the  poll  ? 

m^di.  I  have ;  'tis  ready,  here. 

Sic.  Have  you  collected  them  by  tribes.^ 

(1)  Dwell      (2)  Own.     (3)  Object  his  hatred. 


^di,  I  have. 

Stc.  Assemble  presently  the  people  hither : 
And  when  they  hear  me  say,  //  sfuUl  be  to 
Pthe  right  tmd  strength  o'the  commons^  be  it 

either 
For  death,  for  fine,  or  banishment,  then  let  dwm, 
If  I  say,  fine,  cry  Jint ;  if  death,  ciy  death  f 
Insisting  on  the  old  prerogative 
And  power  i'the  truth  o'the  cause. 

XdL  I  shell  infonn  tfiem. 

Bru.  And  when  such  time  they  have  begun  to  07, 
Let  them  not  cease,  but  with  a  din  ccnfus'd 
Enforce  the  present  execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  sentence. 

JEdi.  Very  well 

Sic.  Make  them  be  strong,  and  ready  for  this  hint, 
When  we  shall  hap  to  giv't  them. 

Bru.  Go  about  it— 

\Exit  iEdile. 
Put  him  to  choler  straight :  He  hath  oeen  us'd 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  worth 
Of  contradiction :  Being  once  chaTd,  he  caanot 
Be  rein'd  again  to  temperance ;  then  he  speaks 
What's  in  his  heart;  and  that  is  there,  which loohi 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  Cominius,  Senatan» 
and  Patricians. 

Stc.  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Men.  Calmly,  I  do  beseech  jm. 

Cor.  Ay,  as  an  ostler,  that  for  the  poorest  piece 
Will  bear  the  knave*  by  the  volume. — Thehononr'd 

gods 
Keep  Rome  in  safety,  and  the  chairs  of  justice 
Supplied  with  worthy  men  !  plant  love  among  at ! 
Throng  our  large  temples  with  the  shows  of  peace, 
And  not  our  streets  with  war ! 

1  .Sen.  Amen,  amen! 

Men.  A  noble  wish. 

Re-enter  JEdile,  with  Citizens. 

Sic.  Draw  near,  ye  people. 

^(f I.  List  to  your  tribunes ;  audience :  Peace, 
I»y. 

Cwr.  First,  hear  me  speak. 

Both  Tri.  Well,  say.— Peace,  bo. 

Cor.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  further  than  this  pre- 
sent.^ 
Must  all  determine  here  ^ 

Sic.  I  do  demand. 

If  you  submit  you  to  the  people's  voices, 
Allow  their  dBcers,  and  are  content 
To  sufler  lawful  censure  for  such  faults 
As  shall  be  prov'd  upon  you  .^ 

Cor.  I  am  content 

Men.  Lo,  citizens,  he  says,  he  is  content : 
The  warlike  service  he  has  done,  consider ; 
Think  on  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  show 
Like  graves  i'the  holy  churchyard. 

Cor.  Cratches  with  briars, 

Scars  to  move  laughter  only. 

Men.  Consider  further. 

Thai  when  he  speaks  not  like  a  citizen. 
You  find  him  like  a  soldier :  Do  not  take 
His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  sounds. 
But,  as  1  say,  such  as  become  a  soldier. 
Rather  than  envy*  you. 

Com.  Well,  well,  no  more. 

Cor.  What  is  the  matter, 
That  being  pass'd  for  consul  with  full  voice, 
I  am  so  dishonour'd,  that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  ofif  again  ^ 

(4)  Will  bear  being  caUed  a  knave.     (5)  Injure. 
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Sic.  Answer  to  n%. 

Cor.  Say  tncn .  'tis  true,  I  ought  so. 

Sic.  We  charge  jou,  that  you  have  cootriv'd  to 
take 
From  Rome  all  seasonM'  office,  and  to  wind 
Yourself  into  a  power  tyrannical ; 
For  which,  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  people. 

Cor.  How  !  Traitor? 

J^en.  Nay ;  temperately  :  Your  promise. 

Cor.  The  fires  i*the  lowest  hell  fold  in  the.  people ! 
Call  me  their  traitor  ? — Thou  injurious  tribune  ! 
Within  thine  eves  sat  twenty  thousand  deaths, 
In  thv  hands  clutchM^  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers,  I  would  say, 
Thou  liest,  unto  thee,  with  a  voice  as  free 
Al  I  do  pray  the  gods. 

Sic.  Mark  you  this,  people  ^ 

at.  To  the  rock  with  him;  to  the  rock  with  him  I 

Sic.  Peace. 

We  need  not  put  new  matter  to  his  char^ : 
What  you  have  seen  him  do,  and  heard  him  speak. 
Beating  your  officers,  cursing  yourselves. 
Opposing  laws  with  strokes,  and  here  defying 
Trose  whose  great  power  must  try  him;  even  this. 
So  criminal,  and  in  such  capital  kind, 
Deserves  the  extremest  death. 

Bru.  Bat  since  he  hath 

Serv'd  well  for  Rome, 

Cor.  What  do  you  prate  of  service.' 

Bnt.  I  talk  of  that,  that  know  it 

Cor.  YoQ.? 

Mm.  lathis 

The  promise  that  you  made  your  mother  ? 

Com.  Know 

I  pray  you, 

Cor.  V\\  know  no  further : 

Let  them  pronounce  the  steep  Tarpeian  death, 
Vagabona  exile,  flaying ;  Pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word ; 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  pve. 
To  have^t  with  saying,  Good-morrow. 

Sic.  For  that  he  has 

(As  much  as  in  him  lies)  from  time  to  time 
Envied*  against  the  people,  seeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  power ;  as  now  at  last 
Given  hostile  strokes,  and  that  not^  in  the  presence 
Of  dreaded  justice,  but  on  the  ministers 
That  do  distribute  it ;  In  the  name  o'the  people. 
And  in  the  power  of  us  the  tribunes,  we. 
Even  from  this  instant,  banish  him  our  city ; 
In  peril  of  precipitation 
From  off  the  roclc  Tarpeian,  never  more 
To  enter  our  Rome  gates :  Pthe*  people's  name, 
I  say,  it  shall  be  so. 

Cit.  It  shall  be  so. 

It  shall  be  so;  let  him  away :  he's  banish'd. 
And  so  it  shall  be. 

Com.  Hear  me,  my  masters,  and  my  common 
friends ; 

Sic.  He's  sentenc'd  :  no  more  hearing. 

Com.  Let  me  speak : 

I  have  been  consul,  and  can  show  from'  Rome, 
Her  enemies'  marks  upon  me.     I  do  love 
My  countiy's  good,  with  a  respect  more  tender, 
More  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life, 
My  dear  wife's  estimate,^  her  womb's  increase, 
And  treasure  of  my  loins ;  then  if  I  would 
Speak  that 

Sic.  We  know  your  drift :  Speak  what  ? 

(1)  Of  long  standing.  (2)  Grasped. 

(3)  .Showed  hatred.  (4)  iNot  only. 

(5^  For.  (6)  Value. 


Bru.  There*!  no  more  to  be  said,  but  he  is  ban- 
ish'd. 
As  enemy  to  the  people,  and  his  countiy : 
It  shall  be  so. 
Cit.  It  shall  be  so,  it  shall  be  sa 

Cor.  You  common  ciy?  of  curs !  whose  breath 
I  hate 
As  reek^  o'the  rotten  fens,  whose  loves  I  priie 
As  the  dead  carcases  of  unburied  men 
That  do  corrupt  my  air,  I  banish  you ; 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty ! 
Let  every  feeble  rumour  shake  your  hearts ! 
Your  enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  plumes. 
Fan  you  into  despair !  Have  the  power  still 
To  banish  your  defenders ;  till,  at  length. 
Your  ignorance  (which  finds  not,  till  it  feels,) 
Making  not  reservation  of  yourselves 
(Still  your  own  foes,)  deliver  you,  as  most 
Abated*  captives,  to  some  nation 
That  won  you  without  blows  !  Despising, 
For  you,  the  city,  thus  I  turn  my  back  : 
There  is  a  world  elsewhere. 

[Exeunt  Coriolanus,  Cominius,  Menenios, 
Senators,  and  Patricians. 
»^di.  The  people's  enemy  is  gone,  is  g^ooe ! 
Cit.  Our  enemy's  banish'd  !   he  is  gone !    Hoo! 
hoo! 
[T^e  People  shout,  and  throw  up  their  aqu 
Sic.  Go,  see  him  out  at  gates,  and  follow  him, 
As  he  hath  follow'd  you,  with  all  despite ; 
Give  him  descrv'd  vexation.     Let  a  guard 
Attend  us  through  the  city. 
Cit.  Come,  come,  let  us  see  him  out  at  gates ; 
come : — 
The  gods  preserve  our  noble  tribunes! — Come. 

[£.Teiiiit 


ACT  IV. 

SCEJ^E  I— The  same.  Before  a  gaU  of  thM 
city.  Enter  Coriolanus,  Volumnia,  Vii^lia, 
Menenius,  Cominius,  and  several  young  Ps 
tricians. 

Cor.  Come,  leave  your  tears ;  a  brief  farewell  >~ 
the  beast'o 
With  many  heads  butts  me  away. — Nay,  mother. 
Where  is  your  ancient  courage  f  you  were  us'd 
To  say,  extremity  was  the  trier  of  spirits ; 
That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear ; 
That,  when  the  sea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 
Show'd  mastership  in  floating :  fortune's  blows. 
When  most  strucic  home,  being  gende  wounded, 

craves 
A  noble  cunning :  you  were  us'd  to  load  me 
With  precepts,  that  would  make  invincible 
The  heart  that  conn'd  them. 

Vir.  O  heavens !  O  heavens  ! 

Cor.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  woman,— 

Fol.  Now  the  red  pestilence  strike  all  trades  in 
R(Mne, 
And  occupations  perish ! 

Cor.  What,  what,  what ! 

I  shall  be  lov'd  when  I  am  lack'd.     Nay,  mother. 
Resume  that  spirit,  when  you  were  wont  to  say, 
If  you  had  been  the  wife  of  Hercules, 
Six  of  his  labours  you'd  have  done,  and  sav'd 
Your  husband  so  much  sweat. — Cominius, 
Droop  not;  adieu: — Fare  well,  my  wife!  my  mother 
I'll  do  well  yet. — Thou  old  and 'true  Menenius, 

(7)  Pack.         (8)  Vapour.         (9)  Subdued 
(10)  The  government  of  the  people. 
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Thy  tears  are  Salter  than  a  younger  man^s, 

And  venomous  to  thine  eyes. — My  sometime  general, 

1  have  seen  thee  stem,  and  thou  hast  oft  beheld 

Heart-hard*ning  spectacles ;  tell  these  sad  women 

*Tis  fondi  to  wail  mevitable  strokes, 

Af  'tis  to  laugh  at  them.— My  mother,  you  wot  well, 

My  hazards  still  have  been  your  solace  :  and 

BelieveH  not  lightly  (though  1  go  alone 

Like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  that  his  {en 

Makes  fear*d,  and  talk'd  of  more  than  seen,)  your 

son 
Will,  or  exceed  t\ie  common,  or  be  caught 
With  cautelou^  baits  and  practice. 

KoL  My  firsts  son, 

"Whither  wilt  thou  go  ?  Take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  a  while  :  Determine  on  some  course, 
More  than  a  wild  exposture^  to  each  chance 
That  starts  i'the  way  before  thee. 

Cor.  O  the  ^s ! 

Com.  1*11  follow  thee  a  month,  devise  with  thee 
Where  thou  shalt  rest,  that  thou  may*st  hear  of  us, 
And  we  of  thee :  so,  if  the  time  thrust  forth 
A  cause  for  thy  repeal,  we  ^all  not  send 
O'er  the  vast  world,  to  seek  a  single  man ; 
And  lose  advanta^,  which  doth  ever  cool 
Pthe  absence  of  toe  needer. 

Cor.  Fare  ye  well : — 

Thou  hast  years  upon  thee;  and  thou  art  too  full 
Of  the  wars*  surfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 
That*s  yet  unbruis'd :  bnne  me  but  out  at  gate. — 
Come,  my  sweet  wife,  m  v  aearest  mother,  and 
My  frienas  of  noble  touch,*  when  I  am  forth. 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  smile.     I  pray  you,  come. 
While  I  rttfoain  above  the  ground,  you  shall 
Hear  from  me  still ;  and  never  of  me  aught 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That's  worthily 

Af  any  ear  can  hear. — Come,  let's  not  weep. — 
If  I  could  shake  off  but  one  seven  years 
From  these  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  gods, 
I'd  with  thee  every  foot 

Cor.  Give  me  thy  hand : — 

Come.  [Exeunt. 

SCELYE  n.—The  same.    A  street  near  the  gate. 
Enter  Sicinius,  Brutus,  and  an  JEdile, 
Sic  Bid  them  all  home ;  he's  gone,  and  we'll 
no  further. — 
The  nobility  are  vex'd,  who,  we  see,  have  sided 
In  hisbebaul 

Bru.  Now  we  have  shown  our  power, 

Let  OS  seem  humbler  after  it  is  done. 
Than  when  it  was  a  doing. 

Sic  Bid  them  home : 

Say,  their  great  enemy  is  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  their  ancient  strength. 
Bru,  Dismiss  them  home. 

[Exit  Mdile. 
Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  and  Menenius. 

Here  comes  his  mother. 

Sic  Let's  not  meet  her. 

Bru.  Why: 

Sic  They  say,  she's  mad. 

Bru.  They  hare  ta'en  note  of  us  ; 

Keep  on  your  way. 

KoL  O,  you're  well  met:  TTie  hoarded  plague 
o'the  gods 
Requite  your  love ! 

Men,  Peace,  peace ;  be  not  so  loud. 

yoL  If  that  I  could  for  weeping,  you  should 
bear, — 


(1)  Foolish. 
(4)  EXjpostue. 


(2)  Insidious.        (3)  Noblest 
(5)  True  metal. 


Nay,  and  you  shall  hear  some. — Will  yon  be  gone.' 

[To  Brutus. 
Kir.  You  shall  stay  tpo:  [To  Sicb.]  1  would,  I 
had  the  power 
To  say  so  to  my  husband. 
Sic  Are  you  mankind .' 

Fol.  Ay,  fool ;  is  that  a  shame  .^— Note  but  this, 
fool. —       ^ 
Was  not  a  man  my  father.'  Hadst  thou  foxship^ 
To  banish  him  that  struck  more  blows  for  Rome, 
Than  thou  hast  spoken  words  ^ 
Sic  O  blessed  heavens ! 

VoL  More  noble  blows,  than  ever  thou  wise 
words; 
And  for  Rome's  good.— I'll  tell  thee  what ;— Yet 

Nay,  but  thou  shalt  stay  too : — I  would  my  son 
Were  in  Arabia,  and  thy  tribe  before  him. 
His  good  sword  in  his  hand. 

Sic.  What  then  f 

Vir.  What  then? 

He'd  make  an  end  of  thy  posterity. 

V(A.  Bastards,  and  all.— 
Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Rome ! 

Men.  Come,  come,  peace. 

Sic  I  would  he  had  continu'd  to  his  countiy, 
As  he  began  ;  and  not  unknit  himself 
The  noblest  knot  he  made. 

Bru.  I  would  he  had. 

VoL  I  would  he  had  ?  'Twas  you  incens'd  die 
rabble : 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  worth, 
As  I  can  of  those  mysteries  which  Heaven 
Will  not  have  earth  to  know. 

Bru.  Pray,  let  uf  ga 

Vol.  Now,  pray,  sir,  get  you  gone : 
You  have  done  a  brave  d(«d.    Ere  you  go,  hear 

this: 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
The  meanest  house  m  Rome ;  so  far,  my  son 
(This  lady's  husband  here,  this,  do  you  see,) 
Whom  you  have  baniah'd,  does  exceed  you  all 

Bru.  Well,  well,  we'll  leave  you. 

Sic  Why  stay  we  to  be  baited 

With  one  that  wants  her  wits .' 

VoL  Take  my  prayers  with  you.^ 

I  would  the  gods  had  nothing  else  to  do, 

[Exeunt  Tribunei. 
But  to  confirm  my  curses !  Could  I  meet  them 
But  once  a  day,  it  would  unclog  my  heart 
Of  what  lies  heavy  to't 

Men.  You  have  told  them  home. 

And,  by  my  troth,  you  have  cause.     You'll  sup 
with  me .' 

Vol.  Anger's  my  meat ;  I  sup  upon  myself. 
And  so  shall  sUrve  with  feeding.— Coine,  let's  go : 
Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do, 
In  anger,  Juno-like.    Come,  come,  come. 

Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie!  [Exeunt, 

SCEJ^E  III. — A  highuHiy  between  Rome  and 

Antium.  Enter  a  Roman  and  a  Voice,  meeting. 

Rom.  I  know  you  well,  and  you  know  me ;  your 
name,  I  think,  is  Adrian. 

VoL  It  is  so,  sir :  truly,  I  have  forgot  you. 

Rom.  I  am  a  Roman  ;  and  my  services  are,  af 
you  are,  against  them  :  Know  you  me  yet  ? 

Vol.  Nicanor.'  No. 

Rom.  The  same,  sir. 

VoL  You  had  more  beard,  when  I  last  saw  you; 
but  your  favour^  is  well  appeared  by  your  tongue 
What's  the  news  in  Rome  f  I  have  a  note  from  tbt 

(6)  M^an  canning.         (7)  Coonteoancn. 
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Volscian  state,  to  find  you  out  there :  Ypu  have 
well  saved  me  a  dav*9  journey. 

Rom.  There  hath  been  in  Roroe  strmnge  insur- 
rection :  the  people  against  the  senators,  patricians, 
and  nobles. 

Vol.  Hath  been!  Is  it  ended  then?  Our  state 
thinks  not  so ;  they  are  in  a  most  warlike  prepara- 
tion, and  hope  to  coine  upon  them  in  the  heat  of 
their  division. 

Rom.  The  main  blaxe  of  it  is  past,  but  a  small 
tiling  would  make  it  flame  again.  For  the  nobles 
receive  so  toHieart  the  banishment  of  that  worthy 
Coriolanus,  that  they  are  in  a  ripe  aptness,  to  take 
all  power  from  the  people,  and  to  pluck  from  them 
their  tribunes  for  ever.  This  Ues  glowing,  I  can 
tell  you,  and  is  almost  mature  fi>r  the  violent  break- 
ing out 

rol.  Coriolanus  banished? 

Rom.  Banished,  sir. 

VoL  You  will  be  welcome  with  this  intelligence, 
Nicanor. 

Rom.  The  day  serves  well  for  them  now.  I  have 
heard  it  said,  the  fittest  time  to  corrupt  a  man*: 
wife,  is  when  she^s  fallen  out  with  her  husband 
Your  noble  Tullus  Aufidius  will  appear  well  in 
these  wars,  his  great  oppoeer,  Coriolanus,  being 
now  in  no  request  of  his  country. 

Vol.  He  cannot  choose.  I  am  most  fortunate, 
thus  accidentally  to  encounter  you :  You  have 
ended  my  business,  and  I  will  merrily  accompany 
you  home. 

Rom.  I  shall,  between  this  and  supper,  tell  yon 
most  strange  thinp  from  Rome*,  all  tending  to  the 
good  of  their  adversaries.  Have  you  an  army 
ready,  say  you  ? 

Vol.  A  most  ro^al  one:  the  centurions,  and 
(heir  charges,  distinctly  billeted,  already  in  the 
entertainment,!  and  to  be  on  foot  at  an  hour's 
warning. 

Rom.  I  am  iorful  to  hear  of  their  readiness,  and 
am  the  man,  I  think,  that  shall  set  them  in  present 
action.  So,  sir,  heartily  well  met,  and  most  glad 
of  your  company. 

Vol  Vou  take  my  part  from  me,  sir ;  I  have  the 
WKWt  cause  to  be  glad  of  yours. 

Rom.  Well,  let  us  go  together.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE  /T.— Antium.  Before  AuMius'i house. 
Enter  Coriolanus,  in  mean  apparel^  disguised 
andmvffled. 

Cor.  A  goodly  city  is  this  Antium :  City, 
*Ti8  1  that  made  thy  widows ;  many  an  heir 
Of  these  fair  edifices  'fore  my  wars 
Have  [  heard  groan,  and  drop:  then  know  me  not ; 
Lest  that  thy  wives  with  spits,  and  boys  with  stones. 

Enter  a  Citizen. 

In  puny  battle  slay  me. — Save  you,  sir. 

Cit.  And  you. 

Cor.  Direct  me,  if  it  be  your  will, 

Where  great  Aufidius  lies  :  Is  he  in  Antium? 

Cit.  He  \9y  and  feasts  the  nobles  of  the  state, 
At  his  house  this  night. 

Cor.  Which  is  his  house,  'beseech  you  ? 

Cit.  This,  here,  before  vou. 

Cor.  Thank  you,  sir;  farewell. 

[Ezt/Citiien. 

O,  world,  thy  slippery  turns !    Friends  now  fast 

sworn, 
Whose  double  bosoms  seem  to  wear  one  heart. 
Whose  hours,  whose  bed,  whose  meal,  and  exercise, 

(1)  In  pay.  (2)  A  small  coin. 

(3)  Having  derived  that  name  from  Corioli. 


Are  still  together,  who  twin,  as  'twere,  in  lore 

Unseparable,  shall  within  this  hour. 

On  a  dissension  of  a  doit,^  break  out 

To  bitterest  enmity  :  So,  fellest  foes. 

Whose  passions  and  whose  plots  have  broke  1 

sleep 

To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  some  chance, 
Some  trick  not  worth  an  egg,  shall  grow  dear 

friends. 

And  interjoin  their  issues.     So  with  me  : — 
My  birth-place  hate  I,  and  my  love's  upon 
This  enemy  town. — I'll  enter :  if  he  slay  roe. 
He  does  fair  justice  ;  if  he  give  roe  way, 
rU  do  his  country  service.  [Exit 

SCEJVE  V.^Thesame.    A  haU  in  Aufidim'i 
house.    Music  toithin.    Bonier  a  Servant 

Serv.  Wine,  wine,  wine!  Wliatservke  is  here? 
I  think  our  fellows  are  asleep.  [EML 

Enter  another  Servant 

2  Serv.  Where's  Cotus?  my  master  calls  for  hinu 
Cotus!  [Exit 

Enter  Coriolanus. 

Cor.   A  goodly  house:  the  feast  smells  well: 
but  I 
Appear  not  like  a  guest 

Re-enter  the  Jirst  Servant 

1  Serv.  What  would  you  have,  fnend?  Whence 
are  you  ?  Here's  no  place  for  you :  Pray,  go  to  the 
door. 

Cor.  I  have  deserv'd  no  better  entertainroent, 
In  being  Coriolanus.' 

Re-enter  second  Servant 

2  Serv.  Whence  are  you,  sir  ?  Has  the  porter 
his  eyes  in  his  head,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  such 
companions  ?4    Pray,  get  you  out 

Cor.  Away ! 

jtServ.  Away?  Get  you  away. 

Cor.  Now  thou  art  troublesome. 

2  Serv.  Are  you  so  brave  ?  I'll  have  yoQ  talksd 
with  anon. 

Enter  a  third  Servant     The  Jirst  mttU  Am. 

3  Serv.  What  fellow's  this  ? 

1  Serv.  A  strange  one  as  ever  I  looked  oo :  1 
cannot  get  him  out  o'the  house :  Pr'ythee,  call  my 
master  to  him. 

3  Serv.  What  have  you  to  do  here,  fellow?  ftmy 
you,  avoid  the  house.  ^ 

Cor.  Let  me  but  stand ;  I  will  not  hurt  yoor 
hearth. 

2  Serv.   What  arc  you? 
Cor.  A  gentleman. 

3  Serv.  A  mar>'ellous  poor  one. 
Cor.  True,  so  I  anrL 

3  Serv.  Pray  you,  poor  gentleman,  take  up  some 
other  station ;  here's  no  place  for  you;  pray  yon, 
avoid:  come. 

Cor.  Follow  your  function,  go ! 
And  batten*  on  cold  bits.  \Pushes  him  aiwry. 

3  Serv.  What,  will  you  not  r  Pr'vthee,  tell  my 
master  what  a  strange  guest  he  has  oere. 

2  Serv.  And  I  shall.  [Exit 

3  Serv.  Where  dwellest  thou  ? 
Cor.  Under  the  canopy. 

3  Serv.  Under  the  canopy  ? 

Cor.  At. 

3  Se-rt?.' Where's  that? 


(4)  Fellows. 
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Oar.  Pthe  citjr  of  kites  and  crows. 

3  Serv.  Vthe  citj  of  kites  and  crows  ? — ^What  an 
ass  it  is ! — Then  thou  dwellest  with  daws  too .' 

Cor.  No,  I  senre  not  thy  master. 

3  Serv.    How,  sir .'  Do  yoa  meddle  with  mj 
master? 

Cor.  Ay ;  'tis  an  hooester  service  than  to  meddle 
with  thy  mistress : 

Tboa  prat'st,  and  prat'st ;  serve  with  thy  trencher, 
hence  I  [Beats  Mm  awaif. 

Einier  Aufidiut  and  the  tecand  Servant 

Avf.  Where  is  this  fellow  ? 

2  Sero.  Here,  sir ;  Pd  have  beaten  him  like  a  dog, 
hot  for  disturbing  the  lords  within. 

Auf.  Whence  come»t thou ?  what wouldest  thou? 
Thy  name  ? 
Why  speak*st  notf  Speak,  man :  What*8  thy  name  i* 

Cor.  If,  Tullus,     [Unmuffling. 

Not  yet  thoa  know*st  me,  and  seeing  me,  dost  not 
Think  me  for  the  man  1  am,  necessity 
Commands  me  name  myselC 

Avf,  Wliat  is  thy  name  ? 


[Servants  retire. 


Cor.  A  name  unmusical  to  the  Volsciaus*  ears, 
And  harsh  in  sound  to  thine. 

Auf.  Say,  what's  thy  name  ? 

Thou  hast  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  face 
Bears  a  command  in't ;  though  thy  tackle's  torn, 
Thoa  show'itt  a  noble  vessel :  What's  thy  name  ? 

Cor.  Prepare  thy  brow  to  frown :  Know'st  thou 
me  yet } 

Auf.  I  know  thee  not : — Thy  name  } 

Cot.  My  name  isCaius  Marcius,  who  hath  done 
To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Voices, 
(«rpat  hurt  and  mischief;  thereto  witness  may 
My  surname,  Coriotanus  :  The  painful  service, 
The  extreme  dangers,  and  the  drops  of  blood 
Shed  for  my  thankless  country,  are  requited 
But  with  that  suroame ;  a  good  memoiy,! 
And  witness  of  the  malice  and  displeasure 
Which  thou  should'st  bear  roe :  only  that  name  re- 
mains; 
The  crueltv  and  envy  of  the  people, 
Permitted  by  our  dastard  nobles,  who 
Have  all  forsook  me,  hath  devour'd  the  rest; 
And  suAered  me  by  the  voice  of  slaves  to  be 
Whoop'd  out  of  Rome.    Now,  this  extremity 
Halh  brought  me  to  thy  hearth ;  Not  out  of  hope. 
Mistake  me  not,  to  save  my  life ;  for  if 
1  had  fear'd  death,  of  all  the  men  i'the  world 
1  would  have  'voided  thee :  But  in  mere  spite. 
To  be  fiall  quit  of  those  my  banishers. 
Stand  I  before  thee  here.    Then  if  thou  hast 
A  heart  of  wreak^  in  thee,  that  will  revenge 
Thine  own  particular  wrongs,  and  stop  those  maims* 
Of  shame  seen  through  thy  countiy,  speed  thee 

straight. 
And  make  my  misery  serve  thy  turn ;  to  use  it. 
That  my  revei^ful  services  may  prove 
As  benefits  to  thee ;  for  I  will  fight 
Aninst  my  canker'd  country  with  the  spleen 
Of  all  the  ondeH  fiends.     But  if  so  be 
Thou  dar'st  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more  fortunes 
TJiOQ  art  tir'd,  then,  in  a  word,  I  also  am 
Longer  to  live  most  weary,  and  present 
Mv  throat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  malice : 
W'bich  not  to  cut,  would  show  thee  but  a  fool ; 
Since  I  have  ever  follow'd  thee  with  hate. 
Drawn  tons  of  blood  out  of  thy  country's  breast, 
And  cannot  live  but  to  thy  shsiroe,  unless 
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It  be  to  do  thee  terrke. 

Auf.  O,  Marcius,  Marcius, 

Each  word  thou  hast  spoke  hath  weeded  from  mv 

heart 
A  root  of  ancient  envy.     If  Jupiter 
Should  from  yon  cloud  speak  divme  things,  and  say. 
""ris  true;  I'd  not  believe  them  more  &Ln  thee, 
All-noble  Marcius. — O,  let  me  twine 
Mine  arms  about  that  bodv,  where  against 
My  grained  ash  a  hundred  times  hath  broke, 
And  scar'd  the  moon  with  splinters !  Here  I  clip* 
The  anvil  of  my  sword ;  and  do  contest 
A  9  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love. 
As  ever  in  ambitious  strength  J  did 
Contend  against  thy  valour.    Know  thou  first, 
I  luvM  the  maid  I  married ;  never  man 
St<:hM  truer  breath :  but  that  1  see  thee  here. 
Thou  noble  thing !  more  dances  my  rapt  heart, 
Than  when  I  first  my  wedded  mistress  saw 
Bestride  my  threshold.  Why,  thou  Mars!  I  tell  thee, 
We  have  a  power  on  foot ;  and  I  had  purpose 
Once  more  to  hew  thy  tamet  from  thy  brawn,* 
Or  lose  mine  arm  for't :  Thou  hast  beat  me  out? 
Twelve  several  times,  and  I  have  nightly  since 
Dream*t  of  encounters  'twixt  thyself  and  me ; 
We  have  been  down  together  in  my  sleep, 
Unbuckling  helms,  fisting  each  other's  throat, 
And  wak'dhalf  dead  with  nothing.    Worthy  Mar> 

cius. 
Had  we  no  quarrel  else  to  Rome,  but  that 
Thou  art  thence  banish'd,  we  would  muster  all 
From  twelve  to  seventy ;'  and,  pouring  war 
Into  the  bowels  of  ungrateful  Rome, 
Like  a  bold  flood  o*er-oeat    O,  come,  go  in. 
And  take  our  friendly  senators  by  the  hands ; 
Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me. 
Who  am  prepar'd  against  your  territories. 
Though  not  for  Rome  itBelf. 

Cor.  You  bless  me,  gods  ! 

Auf.  Therefore,  most  absolute  sir,if  thou  wilthave 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
The  one  half  of  my  commission ;  and  set  down, — 
As  best  thou  art  experienc'd,  since  thou  know'st 
Thy  country's  strength  and  weakness, — thine  own 

ways: 
Whether  to  knock  against  the  gates  of  Rome ; 
Or  nidely  visit  them  in  parts  remote. 
To  fright  them,  ere  destroy.    But  come  in : 
r^t  me  commend  thee  fint  to  those,  that  shall 
Say,  yea^  to  thpr  desires.     A  thousaiid  welcomes ! 
And  nx>re  a  fnend  than  e'er  an  enemy ; 
Yet,  Marcius,  that  was  much.     Your  hand  !  Most 

welcome!  \Exeunl  Cor.  and  Auf. 

1  Serv.  {Adoanictnf;.^  Here's  a  strange  alteration! 

2  Serv.  By  my  hand,  I  had  thought  to  have 
strucken  him  with  a  cudgel ;  and  yet  my  mind  gava 
nie,  his  clothes  made  a  false  report  of  nim. 

1  Sero.  What  an  arm  he  has !  He  turned  me 
about  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb,  as  one  would 
set  up  a  top. 

2  hero,  rfay,  I  knew  by  his  face  that  there  was 
something  in  him :  He  had,  sir,  a  kind  of  foce,  me> 
thought, — I  cannot  tell  how  to  term  it 

1  ^ro.  He  had  so:    looking  as  it  were, 

Would  I  were  hanged,  but  I  ttiought  there  was 
more  in  him  than  I  could  think. 

2S^ro.  So  did  I,  I'll  be  sworn :  He  is  simply  the 
rarest  man  i'the  world. 

1  Serr.  I  think,  be  is :  but  a  greater  soldier  thai 
he,  you  wol»  one. 

SSero.  Who.'  my  matter? 

(5)  Embrace.        (6)  Arm.        (7)  Fall 
U        (8)  Years  of  age.         (9)  Know. 
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1  Sen.  Nay,  it*0  no  matter  for  that 
S  Serv.  Worth  six  of  him. 

1  Serv.  Nay,  not  so  neither ;  but  I  take  him  to  be 
the  greater  soldier. 

2  Serv.  *Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  hem  to 
tay  that :  for  the  defence  ol  a  town,  our  general  is 
excellent 

1  Serv.  Aj,  and  for  an  assault  toa 

Re-enter  third  Servant 

S  Serv.  O,  slaves,  I  can  tell  you  news ;  news, 
/OQ  rascals. 

1.  2.  Serv.  What,  what,  what?  let*s  partake. 

3  Serv.  I  would  not  be  a  Roman,  of  all  nations; 
I  had  as  lieve  be  a  condemned  man. 

1,  2.  Serv.  Wherefore  ?  wherefore  ? 
S  Serv.  Why,  hereN  he  that  was  wont  to  thwack 
our  general, — Caius  Marcius. 

1  Strv.  Why  do  you  say,  thwack  our  general  ? 
3  Serv.  I  do  not  say,  thwack  our  general ;  but 

be  was  always  good  enough  for  him. 

2  Serv.  Come,  we  are  fellows,  and  friends  :  he 
was  ever  too  hard  for  him ;  I  have  heard  him  say 
lohimseI£ 

1  Serv.  He  was  too  hard  for  him  diredlv,  to  say 
the  truth  on*t :  before  Corioli,  he  scotched  him  and 
DOtched  him  like  a  carbonado.  ^ 

2  Serv.  An  he  had  been  cannibally  given,  he 
might  have  broiled  and  eaten  him  toa 

1  Serv.  But,  more  of  thy  news  ? 

3  Serv.  Why,  he  is  so  made  on  here  within,  a.« 
if  he  were  son  and  heir  to  Mars  :  set  at  upper  end 
o*the  table  :  no  question  asked  him  by  any  of  the 
senators,  but  they  stand  bald  before  him :  Our  gen- 
eral himself  makes  a  mistress  of  him ;  sanctifies 
himself  withes  hand,  and  turns  up  the  white  o*the 
eye  to  his  discourse.  But  the  bottom  of  the  news 
is,  our  general  is  cut  i^the  middle,  and  but  one  half 
of  what  he  was  yesterday  ;  for  the  other  has  half, 
by  the  entreaty  and  grant  of  the  whole  table.  HeMl 
■[O,  he  says,  and  sowle^  the  porter  of  Rome  gates 
by  the  ears :  He  will  mow  down  all  before  nim, 
and  leave  his  pa!>sage  polled.' 

2  Serv.  And  he's  as  like  to  do*t,  as  any  man  I 
can  imagine. 

3  Sero.  Do't  ?  he  will  do't :  For,  look  you,  sir,  he 
has  as  many  friends  as  enemies :  which  friends,  sir, 
(as  it  were,)  durst  not  (look  you,  sir,)  show  them- 
selves (as  we  term  it,)  his  friends,  whilst  he's  in 
directitude. 

1  Serv.  Directitude!  what's  that.' 

3  Serv.  But  when  they  shall  see,  sir,  his  crest  up 
aigain,  and  the  man  in  blood,^  they  will  out  of  their 
borrows,  like  coneys  after  rain,  and  revel  all  with 
him. 

1  Serv.  But  when  goes  this  forward  ? 

3 Serv.  To-morrow;  to-day, presently.  You  shall 
have  the  drum  struck  up  this  afternoon :  'tis,  as  it 
were,  a  parcel*  of  their  feast,  and  to  be  executed 
ere  they  wipe  their  lips. 

2  Serv.  Why,  then  we  shall  have  a  stirring  world 
again.  This  peace  is  nothing,  but  to  rust  iron,  in- 
crease tailors,  and  breed  ballad-makers. 

1  Serv.  Let  me  have  war,  say  I ;  it  exceeds  peace, 
as  far  as  day  docs  night ;  it's  sprightly,  waking, 
audible,  and  full  of  vent.8  Peace  is  a  verj'  apo- 
plexy, lethargy;  mulled,^  deaf,  sleepy,  insensible; 
a  getter  of  more  bastard  children,  than  war's  a  de- 
stroyer of  men. 

2  Serv.  'Tis  so :  and  as  war,  in  some  sort,  mav 
be  said  to  be  a  ravisher ;  so  it  cannot  be  denied, 

(1)  Meat  cut  across  to  be  broiled. 
f2)  Pull.  (3)  Cut  clear. 


but  peace  is  a  great  maker  of  cuckolds. 

1  Sero.  Ay,  and  it  makes  men  hate  one  another. 

3  Serv.  Reason ;  Becauite  they  then  less  need 
one  anoiher.  The  wars,  for  my  money.  I  hope 
to  see  Romans  as  cheap  as  Volscians.  They  are 
rising,  they  are  rising. 

Au.  In,  in,  in,  in.  [Elxeunt 

SCEJSTE  r/.— Rome.    A  public  place.    Enter 
Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Sic.  We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  we  fear 
him; 
His  remedies  are  tame  i'the  present  peace 
And  quietness  o'the  people,  which  before 
Were  in  wild  hurry.   Here  do  we  make  his  friends 
Blush,  that  the  world  goes  well ;  who  rather  had. 
Though  they  themselves  did  suffer  by't,  behold 
Dissentious  numbers  pestering  streets,  than  tee 
Our  tradesmen  singii^  in  theu-  shops,  and  going 
About  their  functions  friendly. 

Enter  Menenius. 
Bru.  We  stood  to't  in  good  time.    Is  this  Me- 
nenius ? 
Sic.  'Tis  he,  'tis  he  :  O,  he  b  grown  most  kind 
Of  late— Hail,  sir! 
Men.  Hail  to  Jjrou  both ! 

Sic.  Your  Coriolanus,  sir,  is  not  much  missed. 
But  with  his  friends;  the  commonwealth  dolb 

stand; 

And  so  would  do,  were  he  more  angiy  at  it 
Men.  All's  well ;  and  might  have  been  mncfa 
better,  if 
He  could  have  temporiz'd. 
Sic.  Where  is  he,  hear  too  ? 

Men.  Nay,  I  hear  nothing ;  his  mother  and  his 
wife 
Hear  nothing  from  him. 

Enter  three  or  four  Citixens^ 

at.  The  gods  preserve  you  both ! 

Sic.  Good-e'en,  our  neighbours. 

Bru.  Good-e'en  to  you  all,  good-e'en  to  you  all. 

1  at.  Ourselves,  our  wives,  and  children,  on  our 
knees, 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 

Sic.  Live,  and  thrive ! 

Bru.  Farewell,  kind  neighbours:  we  wish'd 
Coriolanus 
Had  lov'd  you  as  we  did. 

at  Now  the  gods  keen  you ! 

Both  Tri.  Farewell,  forewell.     [Exe.  Citixens. 

Sic.  This  is  a  happier  and  more  comely  time, 
Thun  when  these  fellows  ran  about  the  streets, 
Crjing,  Ccxifusion. 

Bru.  Caius  Marcius  was 

A  worthy  officer  i'the  war ;  but  insolent, 
O'ercome  with  pride,  ambitious  past  all  thinking. 
Self-loving, 

Sic.  And  affecting  one  sole  throoe. 

Without  assistance.^ 

Men.  I  think  not  so. 

Sic.  We  should  by  this,  to  all  our  lamentation, 
If  he  had  gone  forth  consul,  found  it  so. 

Bru.  The  gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and  Rome 
Sits  safe  and  still  without  him. 

Enter  JEdile. 

^(fi.  Worthy  tnbones 

There  is  a  slave,  whom  we  have  put  in  prison. 
Reports, — the  Voices  with  two  several  powers 


(4)  Vigour. 
(7)  Softened. 


(5)  Part        (6)  Rurooor. 
(B)  Suffrage. 
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Are  entered  in  the  Roman  territories ; 
And  with  the  deepest  malice  of  the  war 
Destroy  what  lies  oefore  them. 

Men.  *Tis  Aufidius, 

Who,  hearing  of  our  Marcius*  banishment, 
Thrusts  forth  his  horns  again  into  the  world : 
Which  were  inshell'd,  when  Marcius  stood^  fi>r 

Rome, 
And  durst  not  once  peep  out 

Sic  Come,  what  talk  you 

Of  Marcius? 

Bru,  Go  see  this  rumourer  whipp*d. — It  cannot 
be. 
The  Voices  dare  break  with  us. 

Men,  Cannot  be ! 

We  have  record,  that  veiy  well  it  can ; 
And  three  examples  of  ttie  like  have  been 
Within  my  age.     But  reason^  with  the  fellow, 
Before  you  punish  him,  where  he  heard  this  : 
Lest  you  should  chance  to  whip  your  information, 
And  beat  the  messenger  who  bias  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

Sic.  Tell  not  me : 

I  know,  this  cannot  be. 

Bnt,  Not  possible. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Met.  The  nobles,  in  great  earnestness,  are  going 
All  to  the  senate-house :  some  news  is  come. 
That  turns*  their  countenances. 

Sic.  'Tis  this  slave;— 

Go  whip  him  Yore  the  people^s  eyes : — ^his  raising .' 
Nothing  but  his  report .' 

Mue.  Yes,  worthy  sir. 

The  slaveys  report  is  seconded ;  and  more. 
More  fearful  is  delivered. 
Sic  What  more  fearful  ? 

Mess.  It  is  spoke  freely  out  of  nuuiy  mouths 
fHow  probable,  I  do  not  know,)  that  Marcius, 
JoinM  with  Aufidius,  leads  a  power  *gainst  Rome ; 
And  vows  revenge  as  spacious,  as  between 
The  young's!  and  oldest  thing. 
Sic.  This  is  most  likely ! 

Bru.  RaisM  only,  that  the  weaker  sort  may  wish 
Good  Marcius  home  again. 

.Sic.  The  yeiy  trick  on't. 

Men.  This  is  unlikely : 
He  and  Aufidius  can  no  more  atone,^ 
Than  yk>Ientest  contrariety. 

Editor  another  Messenger. 
Mess.  You  are  sent  for  to  the  senate : 
A  fear^l  army,  led  by  Caius  Marcius, 
Associated  with  Aufidius,  rages 
Upon  our  territories ;  and  have  already 
Qreibome  their  way,  consumed  with  fire,  and  took 
What  lay  before  them. 

£n/«r  Cominius. 
Com.  O,  you  have  made  good  work  I 
Men.  Whaetncws?  what  news  .> 

Orm.    You   have   bolp   to   ravish   your   own 
daughters,  and 
To  melt  the  city  leads  upon  your  pates; 

To  see  your  wives  dishonourd  to  your  noses ; 

Men.  What's  the  news?  what's  the  news? 
Com.  Your  temples  burned  in  their  cement ;  and 
Your  franchises,  whereon  you  stood,  confin'd 
Into  an  augre's  bore.* 

Men.  Pray  now,  your  news? — 

You  have  made  (air  work,  I  fear  me :— Pray,  your 
news? 

(1)  Stood  up  in  its  defence.       (2)  Talk. 
(3)  Changes.  (4)  Unite. 


If  Marcius  should  be  join'd  with  Volscians, 

Com.  If! 

He  is  their  god ;  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 
Made  by  some  other  dei^  than  nature, 
That  shapes  roan  better :  and  they  follow  him, 
^j^ainst  us  brats,  with  no  less  confidence, 
Tnan  boys  pursuing  summer  butterflies. 
Or  butchers  killing  flies. 

Men.  You  have  made  good  work, 

You,  and  your  apron  men;  you  that  stood  so  much 
Upon  the  voice  (h  occupation,^  and 
The  breath  of  garlic-eaters ! 

Com.  He  will  shake 

Your  Rome  about  your  ears. 

Men.  As  Hercules 

Did  shake  down  meUow  fruit :  You  haye  made  fair 
work ! 

Bru.  But  is  this  trae,  sir  ? 

Com.  Ay ;  and  you'll  look  pale 

Before  you  find  it  other.    All  the  regions 
Do  smilingly  revolt ;'  and,  who  resist. 
Are  only  roock'd  for  valiant  ignorance. 
And  perish  constant  fools.  Who  is't  can  blame  him? 
Your  enemies,  and  his,  find  something  in  him. 

Men.  We  are  all  undone,  unless 
The  noble  man  have  mercy. 

Com.  Who  shall  ask  it? 

The  tribunes  cannot  do't  for  shame ;  the  people 
Deserve  such  pity  of  him,  as  the  wolf 
Does  of  the  shepherds :  for  his  best  friends,  if  they 
Should  say,  Be  good  to  Rome^  they  charg'd  him 

even 
As  those  should  do  that  had  deservM  his  hate. 
And  therein  show'd  like  enemies. 

Men.  'Tis  true : 

I  [f  he  were  putting  to  my  house  the  brand 
That  should  consume  it,  I  have  not  the  face 
To  say,  ^Beseech  yoUj  cease. — You  have  made  fair 

hands, 
You,  and  your  crafts !  you  have  crafted  fair ! 

Qjm.  You  have  brought 

A  trembling  upon  Rome,  such  as  was  never 
So  incapable  of  help. 

Tri.  Say  not,  we  brought  it 

Men.  How !  Was  it  we?  We  lov'd  him;  but,, 
like  beasts, 
And  cowardly  nobles,  gave  way  to  your  clusters,^ 
Who  did  hoot  him  out  o'the  city. 

Com.  But,  I  fear. 

They'll  roar  him  in  again.    Tullus  Aufidius, 
The  second  name  of  men,  obeys  his  pointa 
As  if  he  were  his  officer : — Desperation 
Is  all  the  policy,  strength,  and  defence. 
That  Rome  can  make  against  them. 

Enter  a  troop  of  Citizens. 

Men.  Here  come  the  closten. — 

And  is  Aufidius  with  him  ?— You  are  they 
That  made  the  air  unwholesome,  when  you  cast 
Your  stinking,  grea^  caps,  in  hooting  at 
Coriolanus'  exile.     Now  he's  coming ; 
And  not  a  hair  upon  a  soldier's  head. 
Which  will  not  prove  a  whip;  as  many  coxcombs,. 
As  you  threw  caps  up,  will  be  tumble  down, 
And  pay  vou  for  your  voices.    'Tis  no  matter ; 
if  he  coufd  bum  us  all  into  one  coal. 
We  have  deserv'd  it 

at.  'Faith,  we  hear  fearful  news. 

1  at.  For  mine  own  part 

When  I  said.  Banish  him,  I  said,  'twas  pity. 

(5)  A  small  round  hole :  an  augre  is  a  carpeoi 
(er's  tool. 

(6)  Mechanics.        (7)  Revolt  with  pleasure 
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2  Cii.  And  80  did  I. 

3  at.  And  so  did  I ;  and,  to  say  the  truth,  so 
did  ver}'  many  of  us :  That  we  did,  we  did  for 
the  best :  and  though  we  willingly  consented  to  his 
banishment,  yet  it  was  against  our  will. 

Com.  You  are  goodly  things,  you  voices  ! 

JV/en.  You  have  made 

Good  work,  you  and  your  ciy  !* — Shall  us  to  the 
Capitol  ? 

Com.  O,  ay  ;  what  else  ?  [Ex«.  Com.  ani.  Men. 

Hie.  Go,  masters,  get  you  home,  be  not  dismay'd ; 
These  are  a  side,  that  would  be  glad  to  have 
Thi^  true,  which  they  so  seem  to  fear.     Go  home, 
And  show  no  sign  of  fear. 

1  C\t.  The  gods  be  good  to  us!  Come,  masters, 
let's  home.  I  ever  said,  we  were  i'the  wrong,  when 
we  banished  him. 

2  Cii.  So  did  we  all.     But  come,  let's  home. 

\Kx€vad  Citizens. 
Bra.  I  do  not  like  this  news. 
Stc.  Nor  I. 

Bru.   Let's  to  the  Capitol :— 'Would,  half  my 
wealth 
Would  buy  this  for  a  lie  ! 
Sic.  Pray,  let  us  go.  \Rxevmi. 

SCFJ^E  VII.— A  camp ;  at  a  small  distance  frtm 
Rome.     Enter  Aufidius,  and  his  Lieutenant 
Auf.  Do  they  still  fly  to  the  Roman  .> 
Lieu.  I  do  not  know  what  witchcraft's  in  him ;  but 
Your  soldiers  use  him  as  the  grace  'fore  meat. 
Their  talk  at  table,  and  their  thanks  at  end ; 
And  you  are  darken'd  in  this  action,  sir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

AvJ\  I  cannot  help  it  now  ; 

Unle<»s,  by  using  means,  I  lame  the  foot 
Of  our  design.     He  bears  himself  more  proudlier 
Even  to  my  person,  than  I  thought  be  would, 
When  first  I  did  embrace  him :  Yet  his  nature 
In  that^s  no  changeling ;  and  I  must  excuse 
What  canckot  be  amended. 

Lieu.  Yet  I  wish,  sir 

(I  mean  for  your  particular,)  you  had  not 
Join'd  in  commission  with  him  :  but  either 
Had  borne  the  action  of  yourself,  or  else 
To  him  had  left  it  solely.  » 

Avf.  I  understand  thee  well ;  andbe  thoa  sure. 
When  he  shall  come  to  his  account,  he  knows  not 
What  I  can  urge  against  him.     Although  it  seems. 
And  ^o  he  thinks,  and  is  no  less  apparent 
To  tlie  vulgar  eye,  that  he  bears  all  things  fairly, 
And  shows  good  husbandry  for  tlie  Volscian  state 
Fip:hts  dragon-like,  and  does  achieve  as  soon 
As  draw  his  sword :  yet  he  hath  left  undone 
That,  which  shall  break  his  neck,  or  hazard  mine. 
Whene'er  we  come  to  our  account. 
Lieu.  Sir,  I  beseech  you,  think  you  he'll  carr}' 

Rome.' 
Auf.  All  places  yield  to  him  ere  he  sits  down ; 
And  the  nobility  of  Rome  are  his ; 
The  senators,  and  patricians,  love  him  too : 
The  tribunofl  are  no  soldiers ;  and  their  people 
Will  be  as  rash  in  the  repeal,  as  hasty 
To  expel  him  thence.     I  think,  he'll  be  to  Rome, 
As  is  tne  05prey2  to  the  fish,  who  takes  it 
By  sovercijrnty  of  nature.     First  he  was 
A  noble  servant  to  them ;  but  he  could  not 
Carry  his  honours  even  :  whether  'twas  pride. 
Which  out  of  daily  fortune  ever  taints 
The  happy  man ;  whether  defect  o(  judgment, 

(1)  Pack,  alluding  to  a  pack  of  hounds. 

(-)  An  eagle  that  prpys  on  fish. 

(3)  Helmet.     (4)  The  chair  of  civil  authority. 


To  {ai\  in  the  disposing  of  those  chances 
Which  he  was  lord  of;  or  whether  nature. 
Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing,  not  moving 
From  the  casque'  to  the  cushioa,^  but  commanding 

peace 
Even  with  the  same  austeri^  and  garb 
As  he  controll'd  the  war;  Init,  one  of  these 
(As  he  hath  spices  of  them  all,  not  all,' 
For  I  dare  so  far  free  him,)  made  him  fear'd. 
So  hated,  and  so  banish'd :  But  he  has  a  merit, 
To  choke  it  in  the  utterance.     So  our  virtues 
Lie  in  the  interpretation  of  the  time : 
And  power,  unto  itself  most  commendable, 
Hath  not  a  tomb  so  evident  as  a  chair 
To  extol  what  it  hath  done. 
One  fire  drives  out  one  fire ;  one  nail,  one  oail ; 
K  ights  by  rights  fouler,  strengths  by  strengths  do  fiuL 
Come,  let's  away.     When,  Caius,  Rome  is  thine, 
Thou  art  poor'st  o(  all ;  then  shortly  art  thou  mine. 

[Esnmi. 


ACT  V. 

SCEJ^E  /.-—Rome.    A  public  place.     Enter 
Menenius,  Cominius,  Sicinius,  Brutus,  eutd  others. 

Men.  No,  I'll  not  go :  ^rou  hear,  what  be  hath  said. 
Which  was  sometime  his  general ;  who  lov'd  him 
In  a  most  dear  particular.     He  call'd  me,  father: 
But  what  o'that .'  Go,  you  that  bcuiish'd  him, 
A  mile  before  his  tent  fall  down,  and  kneel 
The  way  into  his  mercy :  Nay,  if  he  coy'd* 
To  hear  Cominius  speak,  I'll  keep  at  home. 

Com.  He  would  not  seem  to  know  me. 

Men.  Do  yoa  hear.' 

Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name: 
I  urg'd  our  old  acouaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  blea  together.     Coriolanus 
He  would  not  answer  to :  forbad  all  names ; 
fie  was  a  kind  of  nothing,  tideless. 
Till  he  had  forg'd  himself  a  name  i'the  fire 
Of  burning  Rome. 

Men.      Why,  so ;  you  have  made  good  worit* 
A  pair  of  tribunes  that  have  rack'd?  for  Rome, 
To  make  coals  cheap :  A  noble  memory  .' 

Com.  I  minded  him,  how  royal  *twm8  to  psfdoo 
When  it  was  less  expected ;  He  replied, 
It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  state 
Tu  one  whom  they  had  punish'd. 

Men.  Very  well : 

Could  he  say  less  } 

Com.  I  otTer'd  to  awaken  his  r^;ard 
For  his  private  friends :  His  answer  to  me  was, 
He  could  not  stay  to  pick  them  in  a  pile 
Of  noisome,  musty  chaff :  He  said,  'twas  foHy, 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  uobumt. 
And  still  to  nose  the  offence. 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain 

Or  two  ?  I  am  one  of  those ;  his  mother,  wife. 
His  child,  and  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are  the  grains: 
You  are  the  musty  chaff;  and  you  are  smelt 
Above  the  moon  :  We  must  be  burnt  for  you. 

Sic.  Nay,  pray,  be  patiejit :  If  you  refuse  your  aidl 
In  this  so  never-needed  help,  yet  do  not 
Upbraid  us  with  our  distress.     Blit,  sure,  if  yoa 

V\  ould  be  your  country's  pleader,  your  good  t( 

More  than  the  instant  army  we  can  make, 
Misht  stop  our  countiyman. 

Men.  NojPUnot 

'^)  Not  all  in  their  full  extent. 

(6)  Condescended  unwillingly. 

(7)  Harassed  by  exactions.  (8)MciiioriaL 
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Sic  I  pimj  700,  go  to  lum. 

Mm.  Whatfhouldldo? 

BrtL  Only  make  triftl  what  your  love  can  do 
For  Rome  towards  Marciua. 

Mm.  Well,  and  say  that  Marcius 

Retom  me,  as  Cominius  is  retum'd, 
Unheard ;  what  then  f— 
But  as  a  discontented  friend,  g^ricf-shot 
With  his  unktndness?  SayU  be  so? 

Sic.  Yet  your  good  will 

Most  have  that  thanks  from  Rome,  after  the  measure 
AsyoQ  intended  welL 

Men.  1*11  undertake  it 

I  think,  he*ll  hear  roe.     Yet  to  bite  his  lip. 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  unhearts  me. 
He  was  not  taken  well ;  he  had  not  din*d : 
The  veins  unfiUM,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  pout  upon  the  morning,  are  unapt 
To  give  or  to  forgive;  but  when  we  have  stuff M 
These  pipes  and  these  coovevanoes  of  our  blood 
With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  suppler  souls 
Than  in  our  priest-like  fasts:  therefore  PU  watch 

him 
Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  request. 
And  then  Til  set  upon  him. 

Bru.  You  know  the  veiy  road  into  his  kindness, 
And  cannot  lose  your  way. 

Men.  Good  fiiith,  Pll  prove  him, 

Speed  bow  it  vrilL  I  shall  ere  long  have  knowledge 
or  my  success.  [Exit. 

Con.  He*ll  never  hear  him. 

Sic  Not? 

Cbm.  I  tell  Tou,  he  does  sit  in  gold,  his  eye 
Red  as  *twoala  bom  Rome ;  and  his  injunr 
The  gaoler  to  his  pity.     I  kneel'd  before  him ; 
Twas  very  faintly  he  said.  Rise ;  dismissM  roe 
Thos,  with  hb  speechless  hand :  What  be  would  do, 
He  sent  in  writing  after  roe ;  what  he  would  not. 
Bound  with  an  oath,  to  yield  to  his  conditions : 
So,  that  all  hope  is  vain. 
Unless  his  noble  mother,  and  his  wife ; 
Wlio,  as  I  hear,  mean  to  solicit  him 
For  mercy  to  his  country.     Therefore,  let's  hence. 
And  with  our  fair  entreaties  haste  them  on.   [Exe. 

SCEMS  JL-^An  adoaneed  post  of  the  Volscian 
camp  before  Rome.  7*Ae  Guard  at  their  sta- 
tions.   Enter  to  Mem,  Menenius. 

1  G.  Stay :  Whence  are  you  ? 

2  G.  Stand,  and  go  back. 
Men.  YoQ  guard  like  men ;  'tis  well :  But,  by 

your  leave, 
I  am  an  officer  of  state,  and  come 
To  speak  with  Coriolanas. 

\G.  From  whence? 

Mm.  From  Rome. 

1  G.  Yon  mar  not  pass,  yoa  must  return:  our 

general 
Will  00  more  hear  from  thence. 

2  G.  YouMl  see  your  Rome  embraced  with  fire, 

before 
You'll  speak  with  Coriolanufl. 

Men.  Good  my  friends. 

If  you  have  heard  your  general  talk  of  Rome, 
And  of  his  friends  there,  it  is  lots^  to  blanks. 
My  name  hath  touch'd  your  ears :  it  is  Menenius. 

1  G.  Be  it  so ;  go  back :  the  virtue  of  your  name 
Is  not  here  passauo. 

Jlfm.  I  tell  thee,  fellow. 

Thy  general  is  my  lover  .-2  I  have  been 
TIm  book  of  his  good  acts,  whence  men  have  read 

fl)  Prixes.  (2)  Friend. 

(3)  Proved  ta        (4)  Truth.        (5)  Deceitful 


His  fame  unperallel'd,  haply,  amplified ; 
For  1  have  ever  verified*  my  friends 
(Of  whom  he's  chief,)  with  all  the  size  that  verit)-^ 
Would  without  lapsing  suffer :  nay,  sometimes, 
Like  to  a  bowl  upon  a  subtle^  ground, 
I  have  tumbled  past  the  throw ;  and  in  hi?  praise 
Have,aUnost,  stainp'd  the  leasing  fi  Therefore,  fel- 
low, 
I  nmist  have  leave  to  oass. 

1  G.  'Faith,  sir,  if^  you  had  told  as  many  lies  in 
his  behalf,  as  you  have  uttered  words  in  your  own, 
you  should  not  pass  here :  no,  though  it  were  as 
virtuous  to  lie,  as  to  live  chastely.  Therefore,  go 
back. 

Men.  Pr'vthee,  fellow,  remember  my  name  is 
Menenius,  always  factionaiy  on  the  party  of  your 
general. 

2  G.  Howsoever  you  have  been  his  liar  (as 
you  say,  you  have,)  I  am  one  that,  telling  true 
under  him,  must  say,  you  cannot  pass.  Therefore, 
go  back. 

Men.  Has  he  dined,  canst  thou  tell  ?  for  I  would 
not  speak  with  him  till  after  dinner. 
1  G.  You  are  a  Roman,  are  you  ? 
Men.  I  am  as  thy  general  is. 

1  G.  Then  you  should  hate  Rome,  as  he  does. 
Can  you,  when  you  have  pushed  out  your  gates 
the  veiy  defender  of  them,  and,  in  a  violent  popu- 
lar ignorance,  given  your  enemy  your  shield,  think 
to  front  his  revenges  with  the  easy  eroans  of  old 
women,  the  vireinal  palms  of  your  daughter*,  or 
with  the  palsiedintercession  of  such  a  decayed  do- 
tant?  as  you  seem  to  be  ?  Can  you  think  to  blow  out 
the  intended  fire  your  city  is  ready  to  flarne  in,  with 
such  weak  breath  as  this ?  No,  you  are  deceived  ; 
Therefore,  back  to  Rome,  and  prepare  for  your 
execution :  you  are  condemned,  our  general  has 
sworn  you'  out  of  reprieve  and  pardon. 

Men.  Sirrah,  if  thy  captain  knew  I  were  here, 
he  would  use  me  with  estimation. 

2  G.  Come,  my  captain  knows  yoa  not 
Men.  1  mean,  thy  general. 

1  G.  My  general  cares  not  for  you.  Back,  I  say, 
go,  lest  I  let  forth  your  half  pint  of  blood ;— back, 
—that's  the  utmost  of  your  having :— back. 

Men.  Nay,  but  fellow,  fellow, 

Enter  Coriolanus  and  Aufidins. 

Cor.  What's  the  matter? 

Men.  Now,  you  companion,^  Pll  say  an  errand 
for  you ;  you  shall  know  now  that  I  am  in  estima- 
tion; you  shall  perceive  that  a  Jack*  guardant 
cannot  office  me  from  my  son  Coriolanus :  guess 
but  by  my  entertainment  with  him,  if  thou  stand'st 
not  i'lhe  state  of  hanging,  or  some  death  more 
long  in  spectatorship,and  crueller  in  suffering;  be- 
hold now  presently,  and  swoon  for  what's  to  come 
upon  thee.— The  »lorious  gods  sit  in  hourly  synod 
about  thy  particular  prosperity,  and  love  thee  no 
worae  than  thy  old  father  Menenius  does !  O,  my 
son  !  my  son!  thou  art  preparing  fire  for  us;  look 
thee,  here's  water  to  quench  it.  I  was  hardlj 
moved  to  come  to  thee ;  but  being  assurvd,  none 
but  myself  could  move  thee,  I  have  been  blown 
out  of  your  gates  with  sighs ;  and  conjure  thee  to 
pardon  Rome,  and  thy  petitionaiy  countrymen. 
The  good  gods  assuage  thy  wrath,  and  turn  the 
dregs  of  it  upon  this  varlet  here;  this,  who,  like  a 
block,  hath  denied  my  access  to  thee. 

Cbr.  Away! 

Men.  How!  away? 


(6)  Lie.  (T)  Dolaid. 

(9)  Jack  in  office. 


(8)  Fellow. 
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Cor.  Wife,  mother,  child,  I  know  not  My  affairs 
Are  servanted  to  others :  Though  I  owe 
My  revenge  properly,  my  remission  lies 
In  Volscian  breasts.     That  we  have  been  fanuliar, 
Ingrate  forgetfulness  shall  poison,  rather 
Than  pity  note  how  much. — Therefore,  be  gone. 
Mine  ears  against  your  suits  are  stronger,  than 
Your  gates  against  my  force.    Yet,  for'  1  lov*d  thee. 
Take  this  along  \  I  writ  it  for  thy  sake, 

[Gives  a  letter. 
And  would  have  sent  it    Another  word,  Menenius, 
I  will  not  hear  thee  speak. — This  man,  Aufidius, 
Was  my  beloved  in  Rome :  yet  thou  behold^st 

Auf.  You  keep  a  constant  temper. 

[ExetaU  Coriolanus  and  Aufidius. 

1  G.  Now,  sir,  is  your  name  Menenius  f 

2  G.  'Tis  a  spell,  you  see,  of  much  power:  You 
know  the  way  home  again. 

1  G.  Do  you  hear  Km  we  are  shent^  for  keeping 
your  greatness  back  ? 

2  G.  What  cause,  do  you  think,  I  have  to  swoon  f 
Men.  I  neither  care  for  the  world,  nor  your  gene- 
ra] :  for  such  things  as  you,  I  can  scarce  think  tbere^s 
any,  you  are  so  slight  He  that  hath  a  will  to  die 
by  himself,  fears  it  not  from  another.  Let  your 
general  do  his  worst  For  you,  be  that  you  are, 
long ;  and  your  misery  increase  with  your  age !  I 
say  to  you,  as  I  was  said  to.  Away  !  [Exit. 

1  G.  A  noble  fellow,  I  warrant  him. 

2  G.  The  worthy  fellow  is  our  general :  He  is  the 
rock,  the  oak  not  to  be  wind-shaken.        [Exeunt. 

SCE:J^E  JII.—The  tent  q/"  Coriolanus.    Enter 
Coriolanus,  Aufidius,  and  others. 

Cor.  We  will  before  the  wallsof  Rome  to-morrow 
Set  down  our  host. — My  partner  in  this  action. 
You  must  report  to  the  Volscian  lords,  how  plainly' 
I  have  borne  this  business. 

Auf.  Only  their  ends 

You  have  respected ;  stoppM  your  ears  against 
The  general  suit  of  Rome ;  never  admitted 
A  private  whisper,  no,  not  with  such  friends 
That  thought  tnem  sure  of  you. 

Cor.  This  last  old  man, 

Whom  with  a  crack'd  heart  I  have  sent  to  Rome, 
LovM  me  above  the  measure  of  a  father ; 
Nay,  godded  me,  indeed.     Their  latest  refuge, 
Was  to  send  him  :  for  whose  old  love,  I  have 
(Though  I  show'd  sourly  to  him,)  once  more  offer'd 
The  first  ccmditions,  which  they  did  refuse 
And  cannot  now  accept,  to  grace  him  only. 
That  thought  he  coula  do  more ;  a  very  little 
I  have  yielded  too:  Fresh  embassies,  and  suits. 
Nor  from  the  state,  nor  private  friends,  hereafter 

Will  I  lend  ear  to. Ha !  what  shout  is  this  ? 

[Shout  within. 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  vow 
In  the  same  time  *tis  made  ?  I  will  not — 

Enter  in  mourning  habits^  Virgilia,  Volumnia, 
leading  young  Marcius,  Valeria,  and  attendants. 

Mv  wife  comes  forennost;  then  the  honoured  mould 

Wherein  this  trunk  was  framM,  and  in  her  hand 

The  grand-child  to  her  blood.     But,  out,  affection ! 

All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature,  break  ! 

Let  it  be  virtuous,  to  be  obstinate. 

What  is  that  curt'sy  worth  ?  or  those  doves'  eves. 

Which  can  make  gods  forsworn  f — I  melt,  ana  am 

not 
Of  stronger  earth  than  others. — Mv  mother  bows ; 
As  if  Olympus  to  a  molehill  shoula 

(1)  Because.      (2)  Reprimanded.     (3)  Openly. 
(4)  A  young  goose. 


In  supplication  nod :  and  my  yoan^  boj 
Hath  an  aspect  of  intercession,  which 
Great  nature  cries.  Deny  not — Let  the  Voice* 
Plough  Rome,  and  harrow  Italy  ;  I'll  never 
Be  such  a  gosling^  to  obey  instfnct ;  but  stand, 
A!»  if  a  man  were  author  of  himself, 
And  knew  no  other  kin. 

Vir.  My  lord  and  husband  ! 

Cor.  These  eyes  are  not  the  same  I  wore  in  Rome. 

Vir.  The  sorrow,  that  delivers  us  thus  chang'd. 
Makes  you  think  so. 

Cor.  Like  a  dull  actor  now, 

I  have  forgot  my  part,  and  I  am  out. 
Even  to  a  full  disgrace.    Best  of  my  flesh, 
Foi^ve  my  tyranny  ;  but  do  not  say. 
For  that.  Forgive  our  Romans. — O,  a  kiss 
Long  as  my  exile,  sweet  as  my  revenge ! 
Now  by  the  jealous  queen^  of  neaven,  that  kisi 
I  carried  from  thee,  dear ;  and  my  true  lip 
Hath  virgin'd  it  e'er  since. — You  gods !  I  prate. 
And  the  most  noble  mother  of  the  world 
Leave  unsaluted  :  Sink,  my  knee  i'the  earth ; 

[KnedM. 
Of  thy  deep  duty  more  impresnon  show 
Than  that  of  cc»nmoa  sons. 

Fb/.  O,  stand  op  bless*d 

Whilst,  with  no  softer  cushion  than  the  flint, 
I  kneel  before  thee ;  and  unproperl^ 
Show  duty,  as  mistaken  all  the  while 
Between  the  child  and  parent  [Kneelt, 

Cor.  What  is  this.' 

Your  knees  to  me .'  to  your  corrected  son  ? 
Then  let  the  pebbles  on  the  hungiy  beach 
Fillip  the  stars ;  then  let  the  mutuious  winds 
Strike  the  proud  cedars  'gainst  the  fieiy  sun ; 
Murd'ring  impossibility,  to  make 
What  cannot  oe,  slight  woric. 

Vol  Thou  art  my  warrior; 

I  holp  to  frame  thee.    Do  you  know  this  lady  ? 

C^.  The  noble  sister  of  Publicola, 
The  moon  of  Rome ;  chaste  as  the  icicle. 
That's  curded  by  the  frost  from  purest  snow. 
And  hang^  on  Dian's  temple :  Dear  Valeria .' 

Vol.  This  is  a  poor  epitome  <^  vours, 
Which  by  the  interpretation  of  full  time 
May  show  like  all  yourself. 

Cor.  The  god  of  soldiers, 

With  the  consent  of  supreme  Jove,  infoim 
Thy  thoughts  with  noblenera ;  that  thou  may'st  prore 
To  shame  invulnerable,  and  stick  i'the  wars 
Like  a  great  sea-maHc,  standing  eveiy  flaw,' 
And  saving  those  that  eye  thee ! 

VoL  Your  knee,  sirrah. 

Cor.  That's  my  brave  boy. 

Vot  Even  he,  your  wife,  this  lady,  and  myieUI 
Are  suitors  to  you. 

Cor.  I  beseech  ^ou,  peace : 

Or,  if  you'd  ask,  remember  this  before ; 
The  things,  I  have  forsworn  to  grant,  may  never 
Be  held  by  you  denials.     Do  not  bid  me 
Dismiss  mv  soldiers,  or  capitulate 
Again  with  Rome's  mechanics : — Tell  me  not 
Wherein  I  seem  unnatural :  Desire  not 
To  allay  my  rages  and  revenges,  with 
Your  colder  reasons. 

VoL  O,  no  more,  no  more ! 

You  have  said,  you  will  not  grant  us  any  thing ; 
For  we  have  nothing  else  to  ask,  but  that 
Which  vou  deny  already :  Yet  we  will  ask ; 
That,  if  you  fail  in  our  request,  the  blame 
May  hang  upon  your  hardness :  therefore  hew  m, 

(jor.  Aufidius,  and  you  Vdces,  mark ;  for  we*U 


(5)  J  una 


(6)  Gust,  storm. 
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Hear  noueht  from  Rome  in  private. — Your  request? 

VoL  Soould  we  be  mlent  and  not  speak,  our  rai- 
ment. 
And  stale  of  bodies,  would  bewray<  what  life 
We  have  led  since  thy  exfle.     Think  with  thyself. 
How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
Are  we  come  hither :  since  that  thy  sight,  which 

should 
Make  our  eyes  flow  with  joy,  hearts  dance  with 

comforts. 
Constrains  them  weep,  and  shake  with  fear  and 

sorrow; 
Making  the  mother,  wife,  and  child,  to  see 
The  son,  the  husband,  and  the  father,  tearing 
His  country's  bowels  out     And  to  poor  we. 
Thine  enmity's  most  capital :  thou  barr'st  us 
Our  prayers  to  the  |;ods,  which  is  a  comfort 
That  all  but  we  enjoy :  For  how  can  we, 
Alas !  how  can  we  for  our  countiy  pray. 
Whereto  we  are  bound ;  toeether  with  thy  victor}'. 
Whereto  we  are  bound  ?  Alack !  or  we  must  lose 
The  countiy,  our  dear  nurse;  or  else  thy  person. 
Our  comfort  in  the  countiy.     We  must  find 
An  evident  calamitr,  thou^^h  we  had 
Our  wish,  which  side  should  win  :  for  either  thou 
Must,  as  a  foreign  recreant,  be  led 
With  manacles  thorough  our  streets,  or  else 
Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  counti^'^s  ruin ; 
And  bear  the  pakn,  for  havine  bravely  shed 
Thy  wife  and  children's  blood.     For  myself,  son, 
I  purpose  not  to  wait  on  fortune,  till 
Tnese  wars  determine  :3  if  I  cannot  persuade  thee 
Rather  to  show  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts. 
Than  seek  the  end  of  one,  thou  shalt  no  sooner 
March  to  assault  thy  countiy,  than  to  tread 
(Trast  fo't,  thou  shalt  not,)  on  thy  mother's  womb. 
That  brought  thee  to  this  world. 

Ftr.  Ay,  and  on  mine. 

That  brought  you  forth  this  boy,  to  keep  your  name 
Living  to  time. 

Boy.  He  shall  not  tread  on  me ; 

ril  run  away,  till  I  am  bigger,  but  then  I'll  fight 

Cor.  Not  of  a  woman's  tenderness  to  be. 
Requires  nor  child  nor  woman's  face  to  see. 
I  have  sat  too  long.  [Rising. 

VoL  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thus. 

If  it  were  so,  that  our  request  did  tend 
To  save  the  Romans^  thereby  to  destroy 
The  Voices  whom  you  serve,  you  might  condemn  us. 
As  poisonous  of  your  honour :  No;  our  suit 
Is,  uiat  you  reconcile  them  :  while  the  Voices 
May  say,  This  mercy  toe  have  show'd  ;  the  Romans, 
Tms  loe  received ;  and  each  in  either  side 
Giv^  the  all-hail  to  thee,  and  cry.  Be  bUss'd 
For  makinr  up  this  peace  !  Thou  k  now'st,  great  son, 
The  end  oi  war's  uncertain  ;  but  this  certain, 
That,  if  thou  conquer  Rome,  the  benefit 
Which  thou  shalt  thereby  reap,  is  such  a  name. 
Whose  repetitkm  will  be  doggM  with  curses ; 
Whose  chronicle  thus  writ,— 7j^  vtum  was  noble. 
But  mth  his  last  attempt  he  wip^d  it  out ; 
Destroy* d  fus  country;  and  his  name  remains 
To  the  ensuing  age^  abhorred.    Speak  to  me.  Mm : 
Thou  hast  aflfected  the  fine  strains*  of  honour. 
To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  eods ; 
To  tear  with  thunder  the  wide  cheeks  o'the  air. 
And  yet  io  charge  thy  sulphur  with  a  bolt 
That  should  but  rive  an  oak.  Why  dost  not  speak .' 
Think'st  thou  it  honourable  for  a  noble  man 
Still  to  remember  wrongs  .'—Daughter,  speak  you : 
He  cares  not  for  vour  weepine.— Speak  thou,  boy : 
Perhaps,  thy  childishness  will  move  him  ax>re 

(1^  Betn/.    (2)Coiiclade.    (3)  The  refinements. 


Than  can  our  reasons. — There  is  no  man  m  the 

world 
More  bound  to  his  mother;  yet  here  he  lets  me  prate 
Like  one  i'the  stocks.    Thou  hast  never  in  thy  life 
Show'd  thy  dear  mother  anv  courte9y ; 
When  she  f  poor  hen  .*)  fond  of  no  second  brood, 
Has  cluck'a  thee  to  the  wars,  and  safely  home, 
Loaden  with  honour.     Say,  my  request's  unjust, 
And  spurn  me  back :  But,  if  it  be  not  so. 
Thou  art  not  honest;  and  the  gods  will  plague  thee. 
That  thou  restrain'st  from  me  the  duty,  which 
To  a  mother's  part  belongs. — He  turns  away : 
Down,  ladies ;  let  us  shame  him  with  our  knees. 
To  his  surname  Coriolanus  'longs  more  pride, 
Than  Di^  to  our  prayers.    Down ;  an  end : 
This  is  the  last ; — So  we  will  home  to  Rome, 
And  die  among  our  neighbours. — Nay,  behold  ust' 
This  boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have. 
But  kneels,  and  holds  up  hands,  for  fellowship, 
Does  reason  our  petition  with  more  strength 
Than  thou  hast  to  deny't — Ckime,  let  us  go : 
This  fellpw  had  a  Volscian  to  his  mother; 
His  wife  is  in  Oorioli,  and  his  child 
Like  him  by  chance : — Yet  give  us  our  despatch : 
I  am  hush'd  until  our  city  be  afire, 
And  then  I'll  speak  a  little. 

Cor,  O  mother,  mother ! 

[Holding  Volumnia  fry  the  hands,  silenL 
What  have  you  done.'  Behold,  the  heavens  do  ope, 
The  gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  scene 
They  laugh  at  O  my  mother,  mother !  O ! 
You  have  won  a  happy  victoiy  to  Rome : 
But,  for  your  son, — believe  it,  O,  believe  it. 
Most  dangerously  you  have  with  him  prevailed. 
If  not  most  mortal  to  him.     But,  let  it  come. '~- 
Aufidius,  though  I  cannot  make  true  wars, 
I'll  frame  convenient  peace.    Now,  good  Aufidiu^ 
Were  you  in  my  steao,  say,  would  you  have  heard 
A  modier  less  ?  or  granted  less,  Aufidius.' 

Auf.  1  was  mov'd  withal. 

Cor.  I  dare  be  sworn,  you  were : 

And,  sir,  it  is  no  little  thing,  to  make 
Mine  eyes  to  sweat  compassion.     But,  good  sir. 
What  peace  you'll  make,  advise  me :  For  my  part, 
I'll  not  to  Rome,  I'll  back  with  you ;  and  pray  you. 
Stand  to  me  in  this  cause. — O  mother!  wife! 

Auf.  I  am  glad,  thou  hast  set  thy  mercy  and  thy 
honour 
At  difierence  in  thee :  out  of  that  I'll  work 
Myself  a  former  fortune.  [Aside, 

[The  Ladies  make  signs  to  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  Ay,  by  and  by ; 

[To  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  ^e. 
But  we  will  drink  toeether ;  and  you  shall  bear 
A  better  witness  back  than  words,  which  we. 
On  like  conditions,  will  have  counter-seai'd. 
Come,  enter  with  us.     Ladies,  you  deserve 
To  have  a  temple  built  you :  all  the  swords 
In  Italy,  and  her  confederate  arms. 
Could  not  have  made  this  peace.  [Exeunt, 

SCEJ^E  /T.— Rome.    A  public  place.    Enter 
Menenius  and  Sicinius. 

Men,  See  you  yond'  coigiH  o'the  Capitol:  yond' 
comer-stone  f 

Sic.  Why,  what  of  that.' 

Men.  If  It  be  possible  for  you  to  displace  h  with 
your  little  finger,  there  is  some  hope  the  ladies  of 
Rome,  especially  his  mother,  may  prevail  with  him. 
But  I  say,  there  is  no  hope  in't ;  our  throats  ara 
sentenced,  and  stay^  upon  execution. 


(4)  Angle. 


(5)  Stay  but  for  t 
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Sic.  Wt  possible,  that  to  short  a  time  can  alter 
tfie  condition  of  a  man  ? 

Mm.  There  is  diflerencY  between  a  prub,  and  a 
butterfly;  yet  rour  butterfly  was  a  grub.  ThisMar- 
cius  is  grown  irom  man  to  dragon :  he  has  wings ; 
be*s  more  than  a  creeping  thing. 

Sic.  }}e  loved  his  mother  dearly. 

Men.  So  did  he  me :  and  he  no  more  remembers 
his  mother  now,  than  an  eight  year  old  horse.  The 
tartness  of  his  face  tours  ripe  grapes.  When  he 
walks,  he  moves  like  an  engine,  and  the  ground 
shrinks  before  his  treading.  He  is  able  to  oierce  a 
corslet  with  his  eye;  talks  like  a  knell,  and  his  hum 
is  a  battery.  He  sits  in  his  state,'  as  a  thing  madc^ 
for  Alexander.  What  he  bids  be  done,  is  finished 
with  his  bidding.  He  wants  nothing  of  a  god  but 
eternity,  and  a  neaven  to  throne  in. 

■Sic.  Yes,  mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 

Men.  I  paint  him  in  the  character.  Mark  what 
mercy  his  mother  shall  bring  from  him  :  There  i» 
no  more  mercy  in  him,  than  there  is  milk  in  a  male 
tiger;  that  shall  our  poor  city  find  :  and  all  this  is 
*long  of  you. 

Stc.  The  gods  be  good  unto  us  ! 

Men.  No,  in  such  a  case  the  gods  will  not  be 
good  unto  us.  When  we  banished  him,  we  respect- 
ed not  them  :  and,  he  returning  to  break  our  necks, 
they  respect  not  us. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Meu.   Sir,  if  you'd  save  your  life,  fly  to  your 
house; 
The  plebeians  hare  got  your  fellow-tribune. 
And  dale  him  up  and  down ;  all  swearing,  if 
The  Roman  laoies  bring  not  comfort  b-«ne, 
TbeyMl  give  him  death  by  inches. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 
Sic.  What's  the  news  f 

Mess.  Good  news,  good  news ; — The  ladies  have 
prevailed ; 
The  Voices  are  dislodg'd,  and  Marcius  gone : 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  greet  Rome, 
No,  not  the  expulsion  of  the  Tarquins. 

Stc.  Friend, 

Art  tfiou  certain  this  is  true  ?  is  it  most  certain  f 

Mess.  As  certain  as  1  know  the  sun  is  fire : 
Where  have  you  lurk'd,  that  you  make  doubt  of  it.' 
Ne'er  through  an  arch  so  hurried  the  blown  tide. 
As  the  recomforted  through  the  gates.    Why,  hark 
you; 
[Trumpets  and  hautboys  sounded,  and  drums 
beaten^  aU  together.    Shouting  also  within. 
The  trumpets,  sackbuts,  psalteries,  and  fifes. 
Tabors,  and  cymbals,  and  the  shouting  Romans, 
Make  the  sun  dance.     Hark  you ! 

\Shouting  again. 
Men.  Tnis  is  go«l  news : 

I  will  go  meet  the  ladies.     This  Volumiiia 
Is  worth  of  consuls,  senators,  patricians, 
A  city  full ;  of  tribunes,  such  as  you, 
A  sea  and  land  full :  You  have  pray'd  well  to-day ; 
This  morning,  for  ten  thousand  of  your  throats 
I'd  not  have  given  a  doit     Hark,  how  they  joy  ! 
[Shouting  and  music. 
Sic.  First,  the  gods  bless  you  for  ueir  tidings : 
next. 
Accept  my  thankfulness. 

Mess.  Sir,  we  have  all 

Great  cause  to  give  great  thanks. 
Sic  They  are  near  the  city  i 

(1)  Chair  of  state.         (2)  To  resemble. 
v3)  Recall         (4)  Gates.        (5)  Helped. 


Mess.  Almost  at  point  to  enter. 
Sic.  We  will  meet  them. 

And  help  the  joy.  [Gou-g 

Enter  the  Ladies,  accompanied  by  .*^enator8,  Pain- 
cians,  and  People.     2'hey  pass  over  the  stage 
1  Sen.  Behold  our  patroness,  the  life  of  Rome : 

Call  all  your  tribe*  together,  praise  the  gods. 

And  make  triumphant  fires;  strew  fkjwers  befire 
them  : 

I  "nshout  the  noise  that  banish'd  Marcius, 

Re[)oal'  him  with  the  welcome  of  his  mother ; 

Cf) , — Welcome,  ladies,  welcome  I — 

AU.  Welcome,  ladies  I 

Welcome !  [AAourish  with  drums  and  trumpets. 

[Exeunt. 

SCE.XE  r.— Antium.     A  public  place.     Enter 
Tullus  Aufidius,  unth  Attendants. 
Auf.  Go  tell  the  lords  of  the  city,  I  am  here  ; 
Deliver  them  this  paper  :  having  read  it, 
I3id  them  repair  to  the  market-place  ;  where  I» 
Kven  in  theirs  and  in  the  commons'  ears. 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it     Him  I  accuse. 
The  city-ports^  by  this  hath  enter'd,  and 
Intends  to  appear  before  the  people,  hoping 
To  purge  hiins«lf  with  words :  Despati  h. 

[Exeunt  Attendants. 

Enter  three  or  four  Confpirators  of  Aufidius's 
faction. 

Most  welcome ! 

1  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  general  f 

Auf.  Even  to, 

As  with  a  man  by  his  own  alms  empoisou'd. 
And  with  his  charity  slain. 

2  Con.  Most  noble  sir, 
If  you  do  hold  the  same  intent  wherein 
You  wish'd  us  parties,  we'll  deliver  you 
Of  vour  great  danger. 

Auf.  Sir,  I  cannot  tell ; 

We  must  proceed,  as  we  do  find  the  people. 

3  Con.  The  people  %vill  remain  uncertain,  whilst 
'Twixtyou  there's  diflerence  ;  but  the  fall  oifeithei 
Makes  the  survivor  heir  of  all. 

Auf  I  know  it ; 

.\nd  mv  pretext  to  strike  at  him  admits 
.\  good  construction.     I  rais'd  him,  and  I  pawned 
Mine  honour  for  his  truth :  Who  being  so  beigfateo'd. 
He  water'd  his  new  plants  with  dews  of  flatter}', 
.S4'ducing  so  my  friends  :  and,  to  this  end. 
He  boiv'd  his  nature,  never  known  before 
But  to  be  rough,  unswayable,  and  free. 

3  Con.  Sir,  his  stoutness. 
When  he  did  stand  for  consul,  which  he  lost 
By  lack  of  stooping, 

Auf  That  I  would  have  spoke  of: 

Being  banish'd  for't,  he  came  unto  my  hearth ; 
Presented  to  my  knife  his  throat :  I  took  htm ; 
Made  him  joint  sen'ant  with  me;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  own  desires  ;  nay,  let  him  choose 
Out  of  my  files,  his  projects  to  accomplish. 
My  best  and  freshest  men ;  sen^'d  his  desigmnents 
In  mine  own  person  ;  holp^  to  reap  the  funie. 
Which  he  dici  end  all  his ;  and  took  some  pride 
To  do  myself  this  wrong :  till,  at  the  last, 
I  seem'd  his  follower,  not  partner;  and 
He  wag'd  me  with  his  countenance,^  as  if 
I  had  been  mercenaiy. 

1  Con.  So  he  did,  my  lord : 

The  army  marvell'd  at  it     And,  in  the  last. 
When  he  had  carried  Rome  ;  and  that  we  lonk*d 

(O  Thought  me  rewarded  with  good  looks 
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For  no  less  spoil,  than  gloiy, 

Avf.  There  was  it  ;— 

For  which  my  sinews  shall  be  stretched  upon  hirii. 
At  a  few  drops  of  women's  rheum,'  which  are 
As  cheap  as  lies,  he  sold  the  blood  and  labour 
Of  our  great  action  ;  Therefore  shall  he  die, 
And  IMl  renew  me  in  his  fall.     But,  hark  ! 

{/>n/nw  ani  trumpets  sound^  with  great 
shouts  of  the  people. 

1  Con.  Your  native  town  you  enter'd  like  a  post, 
And  had  no  welcomes  home ;  but  he  returns, 
Splitting  the  air  with  noise. 

2  Con.  And  patient  fools, 
Whose  children  he  hath  slain,  their  base  throats 

tear. 
With  giving  him  gloiy. 

3  Chn.  Therefore,  at  your  vantage, 
Ere  he  express  himself,  or  move  the  people 
With  what  he  would  ^y,  let  him  feel  your  sword. 
Which  we  will  second.     When  he  lies  along, 
After  your  way  his  tale  pronouncM  shall  buiy 
His  reasons  with  his  body. 

j^v/!  Say  no  more ; 

Here  come  the  lords. 

Enter  the  Lords  o/*  the  city. 

Lords.  You  are  most  welcome  home. 

<AuJ'.  I  have  not  descrvM  it. 

But,  worthy  lords,  have  you  with  heed  penisM 
What  1  have  written  to  you  ? 

Lords.  We  have. 

1  Lord.  And  grieve  to  hear  it. 

What  faults  he  made  before  the  last,  I  think, 
Might  have  found  eas^  fines  :  but  there  to  end, 
Where  he  was  to  begin ;  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  levies,  answering  us 
With  our  own  charge  ;2  making  a  treaty,  where 
There  was  a  yielding ;  This  admits  no  excuse. 

Auf.  He  approaches,  you  shall  hear  him. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  with  drums  and  colours;  a 
crowd  of  Citizens  with  him. 

Cor.  Hail,  lords!  1  am  retumM your  soldier; 
No  more  infected  with  my  country's  love. 
Than  when  I  parted  hence,  but  still  subsisting 
dnder  your  great  command.     You  are  to  know, 
That  pros]ierously  I  have  attempted,  and 
With  bloody  passage,  led  your  wars,  even  to 
The  gates  of  Rome.     Our  spoils  we  have  brought 

home, 
Do  more  than  counterpoise,  a  full  third  part. 
The  chaises  of  the  action.     We  have  made  peace, 
With  no  less  honour  to  the  Antiates,' 
Than  »hamc  to  the  Romans :  And  we  here  deliver, 
Subscribed  by  the  consuls  and  patricians. 
Together  with  the  seal  o'the  senate,  what 
We  have  comjwunded  on. 

Auf.  Read  it  not,  noble  lords ; 

But  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  highest  degree 
He  hath  abus'd  vour  powers. 

Cor.  Traitor! — How  now? 

Auf.  Ay,  traitor,  Marcius. 

Cor.  Marcius  I 

Auf.  Ay,  Marcius,  Caius  Marcius ;  Dost  thou 
think 
ril  grace  thee  with  that  robbciy,  thy  stoPn  name 
Coriolanus,  in  Corioli  f — 
You  lords  and  heads  of  the  state,  perfidiously 
He  has  bctrav*d  your  business,  and  given  up, 
For  certain  drops  of  salt,^  your  city  Rome, 

(1)  Tears. 

(2)  Rewarding  us  with  oar  own  expenses. 

,^3)  People  of  Antium.        (4)  Drops  of  tean. 
vol-  II 


(I  say,  your  city,)  to  his  wife  and  mother  t 
Breaking  his  oath  and  resolution,  like 
A  twist  of  rotten  silk  ;  never  admitting 
Counsel  o'the  war;  but  at  his  nurse's  tears 
He  whin'd  and  roar'd  away  your  victory ; 
That  pages  blush'd  at  him,  and  men  of  heart 
Look'd  wondering  each  at  otlier. 
Cor.  Hear'st  thou,  Mars  .^ 

Auf.  Name  not  the  god,  thou  boy  of  tears, — 
Cor.  Ha! 

Auf  No  more.* 

Cor.  Measureless  liar,  thou  hast  made  my  heart 
Too  great  for  what  contains  it.     Boy  !  O  slave ! — 
Pardon  me,  lords,  'tis  the  first  time  that  ever 
I  was  forc'd  to  scold.     Your  judgnoents,  my  grave 

lords. 

Must  give  this  cur  the  lie :  and  his  own  notion 
(Who  wears  my  stripes  imprcss'd  on  him;  that 

must  bear 
My  beating  to  his  grave ;)  shall  join  to  thrust 
The  lie  unto  him. 

1  Lord.  Peace,  both,  and  hear  me  speak. 
Cor.  Cut  me  to  pieces.  Voices ;  men  and  lads. 

Stain  all  your  edges  on  me. — Boy  !  False  hound ! 
If  you  have  writ  your  annals  true,  'tis  there. 
That  like  an  eagle  in  a  dove-cQte,  I 
Flutter'd  your  voices  in  Corioli : 
Alone  J  did  it. — Boy ! 

Auf  ^^Ji  noble  lords. 

Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  fortune. 
Which  was  your  shame,  by  this  unholy  braggart, 
'Fore  your  own  eyes  and  ears  f 

Con.  Let  him  die  for't 

[Several  speak  at  once. 

Cit.  [Speaking  promiscuously.]  Tear  him  to 
pieces,  do  it  presently.  He  killed  my  son ; — my 
daughter; — He  killed  my  cousin  Marcus; — He 
killed  my  father. — 

2  Lord.  Peace,  ho; — no  outrage  ; — peace. 
The  man  is  noble,  and  his  fame  folds  in 
This  orb  o'the  earth.*    His  last  oflence  to  us 
Shall  have  judicious^  hearing. — Stand,  Aufiditis, 
And  trouble  not  the  peace. 

Cor.  0,that  I  hadhim. 

With  six  Aufidiuses,  or  more,  his  tribe. 
To  use  my  lawful  sword ! 
Auf.  Insolent  villain ! 

Con.  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  him. 

[Aufidius  and  the  Conspirators  draw,  and 
kill  Coriolanus,  who  faUs,  and  Aufidius 
stands  on  him. 
Lords.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 

Auf  My  noble  masters,  hear  me  speak. 

1  Lord.  O  Tullus,— 

2  Lord.  Thou  hast  done  a  deed  whereat  valour 

will  weep. 

3  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  him. — Masters  all,  be 

quiet ; 
Put  up  your  swords. 

Auf.  My  lords,  when  you  shall  know  (as  in  this 
rage, 
Provok'd  by  him,  vou  cannot,)  the  great  danger 
Which  this  man's  life  did  owe  you,  you'll  rejoice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.  Please  it  vour  honours 
To  call  me  to  your  senate,  I'll  deliver 
Myself  your  loyal  ser^'ant,  or  endure 
Your  heaviest  censure. 

1  Lord.  Bear  from  hence  his  body, 

And  mourn  you  for  him :  let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  most  noble  corse,  that  ever  horald 
Did  follow  to  his  urn. 

(5)  No  more  than  a  boy  of  tears. 

^6)  His  fame  ovenpreads  the  world.     (7)  Judicbl 
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2  Lord,  Hit  Of! 

Tak«  from  Adkiiiit  •  rtmi  put 
Uet  make  the  beat  of  It 

M:  My  im  it  ^jone, 

And  I  em  itrack  wi&  •orroir. — Take  mm  ap: 
Help,  three  of  the  daefertnldien;  1*11  beom 
Beet  tboa  the  dram,  that  it  ipeak  rooanifallj : 
Trail  your  tteel  pikes. — ^Though  in  this  city  he 
Halh  widof«r*d  and  onchilded  many  a  one, 
Which  to  this  boor  bewail  the  injury, 
Tet  he  diaU  have  a  noble  memory.! — 
kamtL  [ExmuU,  bmnng  the  bod^  qf  CoMum. 
A  dead  tmareh  mmiUed, 


a) 


The 


ly  of  Coriobmis  b  one  of  the  nnsC 
oor  author's  peribrmances.  The  old 
nentinMenenias;  the  loAr  ladv*8  di^ 
nity  in  Volomnia ;  the  bridal  modesty*  in  Virgilia; 
the  patrician  and  nulttary  haogfatinesi  in  Coriok- 
nos ;  the  plebeian  mal^;ni^  aM  tribonitian  in8»> 
lence  in  Bratos  and  Sicmius,  make  a  reiy  pleasing 
and  interesting  rariety ;  and  the  varioiis  revolationa 
of  the  hero*s  fortone,  ill  the  mind  with  anxious 
curiosity.  There  is,  perhaps,  too  mnch  bostle  m 
the  first  act,  and  too  httle  in  the  last 

JOHNSON. 
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JULIUS  CjESAR. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Julias  Caesar. 
Octairius  Caesar, 

Cicero,  Publiu9,  Popilius  Lena ;  senators, 

Marcus  Brutus,   ^ 

Cas^us, 

Casca, 

Trebonius, 

Ligarius, 

D^ius  Brutus, 

Metelltts  Cimber, 

C^iiina, 

Fiavius  and  Marullus,  tribunes. 

Artemidorus,  a  sophist  qf  Cnidos. 


f  triumvirs,  after  the  death 


^conspirators  against  Julius 
Oesar. 


A  Soothsayer. 

C^inna,  a  poet.    Another  Poet. 

Luciiius,  Titinius,  Mcssala,  young  Cato,  and  Vo- 

lumnius;  friends  to  Brutus  and  Cassius. 
VarrOf  Clitus,  Claudius,  Strato,  Lucius,  Dardanius; 

servants  to  Brutus. 
Pindarus,  servant  to  Cassitts. 

Calphuntia,  unfe  to  Ccesar. 
Portia,  vjije  to  Brutus. 

Senators,  Citizens,  Guards,  Attendants,  ifC 

Scene,  during  a  great  part  of  (he  play,  at  Rome : 
aftervoards  oi  Sardis ;  and  near  Philippi. 


ACT  L 

SCE^^TE  /.—Rome.    A  street.    Enter  Fiavius, 
Marullus,  and  a  rabble  qf  Citvuns. 

Fiavius. 

Hence  ;  home,  you  idle  creatures,  get  you 

home; 
Is  this  a  holiday  f  What !  know  you  not. 
Being  mechanical,  vou  ought  not  walk, 
Upon  a  labouring  day,  without  the  sign 
Or  your  professioa ?— Speak,  what  trade  art  thou? 

1  CiL  Why,  sir,  a  carpenter. 

Mar.  Where  is  thy  leather  apron,  and  thy  rule.' 
What  dost  thou  with  thy  best  apparel  on  ?— 
Too,  sir ;  what  trade  are  you  f 

t  at.  Truly,  sir,  in  respect  of  a  fine  workman, 
I  am  bat,  as  you  would  say,  a  cobbler. 

Mar.  But  what  trade  art  thou  .^  Answer  roe  di- 
rectly. 

2  at  A  trade,  sir,  that,  I  hope,  I  may  use  with 
•  jafe  oonsdeoce ;  which  is,  indeed,  sir,  a  mender 
of  bad  seals. 

Mar.  What  trade,  thou  knave.'  thou  naughty 
knave,  what  trade  ? 

2  OL  Nay,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  be  not  out  with 
me:  yet,  if  you  be  out,  I  can  mend  you. 

Mar.  What  meanest  thou  by  that .'  Mend  me, 
Ifaou  saucT  fellow  f 

2  Cit  Why,  sir,  cobble  you. 

flav.  Thou  art  a  cobbler,  art  thou.' 

2  Cit.  Truly,  sir,  all  that  I  live  by  is,  with  the 
awl :  I  meddle  with  no  tradesman's  matters,  nor 
women's  matters,  but  with  awl.  I  am,  indeed,  sir, 
a  surgeon  to  old  shoes ;  when  they  are  in  great 
danger,  I  re-cover  them.  As  proper  men  as  ever 
trod  upon  neat's-leather,  have  gone  upon  my  handy 
work. 

Flav.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  shop  to-day.' 
Why  dost  thou  lead  these  men  about  the  streeU  ? 


(l)Rank. 


(2)  Whether. 


2  Cit.  Truly,  sir,  to  wear  out  their  shoes,  to  get 
myself  into  more  work.  But,  indeed,  sii^we  mdte 
holiday,  to  see  Caesar,  and  to  rejoice  in  his 
triumph. 

Mar.  Wherefore  rejoice .'  What  conqu^t  bnogs 
he  home  ? 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
To  grace  in  captive  bonds  his  chariot  wheels.' 
You  blocks,  you  stones,  you  worse  than  senseless 

things  ! 
O,  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Rome, 
Knew  you  not  Pomoey  ?  Many  a  time  and  oft 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  walls  and  Irattleraents, 
To  towers  and  windows,  yea,  to  chimney-tops, 
Your  infants  in  your  arms,  and  there  have  sat 
Tlie  live-long  day,  with  patient  expectation, 
To  see  great  Pompey  pass  the  streets  of  Rome : 
And  when  you  saw  his  chariot  but  appear, 
Have  you  not  made  an  universal  shout. 
That  Tyber  trembled  underneath  her  banks, 
To  hear  the  replication  of  your  sounds, 
Made  in  her  concave  shores? 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  best  attire? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  a  holiday? 
And  do  you  now  strew  flowers  in  his  way. 
That  comes  in  triumph  over  Fompey's  blood  ? 
Be  gone; 

Run  to  your  houses,  fall  ujxxi  your  knees. 
Pray  to  the  gods  to  intermit  the  plague 
That  needs  must  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

flav.  Go,  go,  good  countrymen,  and,  for  this 
fault. 
Assemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  sort  ;• 
Draw  them  to  Tyoer  banks,  and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  channel,  till  the  lowest  stream 
Do  kiss  the  most  exalted  shores  of  all.     [Exe.  Cit 
See,  wheV3  their  basest  metal  be  not  rnovM ; 
They  vanish  tongue-tied  in  their  guiltiness. 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Capitol ; 
This  way  will  I :  Disrobe  the  images. 
If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  ceremonies.* 

(3)  Honorary  ornaments;  tokens  of  respect 
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—  Mar.  May  we  do  so? 
You  know,  it  is  the  feast  of  LupercaL 

Flam.  It  is  no  matter;  let  no  imam 
Be  hon^  with  Caesar's  trophies.    Pllabout, 
And  dnve  awaj  the  vulgar  from  the  streets : 
So  do  jou  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
These  growing  feathers  pluck*d  from  Caesar's  wing, 
Will  nwke  him  flj  an  ordinanr  pitch ; 
Who  else  would  soar  above  the  view  of  men. 
And  keep  us  all  in  servile  fearfubess.       [Exewd, 

SCE/fE  IL—Tfuaame,  A  yublieplaet.  Enter, 
mproceation,  with  music,  Caesar;  Antonv, ybr 
the  ecvne :  Calphuraia,  Portia,  Decius,  Cicero, 
Brutus,  Cassius,  and  Casca,  a  great  crowd  fair 
lowing  f  among  them  a  Soothsayer. 

Qu.  Calphunia, — 

Osjca.  Peace,  bo!  Caesar  speaks. 

[Music  ceases. 

Otf.  Calphumia,— 

OaL  Here,  my  lord. 

Qes.  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonius'  way, 
What  he  doth  ran  his  course.! — Antonius. 

j^ni.  Caesar,  my  lord. 

Gbc.  Forget  not,  in  your  spieed,  Antonius, 
To  touch  Calphuraia :  for  our  elders  say. 
The  barren,  touched  in  this  holy  chase, 
Shake  off  their  tteril  curse. 

Ant  I  shall  remember: 

When  Caesar  sajrs.  Do  this,  it  is  perform'd. 

Cobs.  Setoo;  and  leave  no  ceremony  out. 

[Music. 

Soolh.  Caesar. 

Cos.  Ha!  who  calls.' 

Gujoo.  Bid  every  noise  be  still : — ^Peace  yetagain. 
[Music  ceases. 

Cbu.  Who  is  it  in  the  press,3  that  calls  on  me  f 
I  hear  a  tongue,  shriller  than  all  the  music, 
Ciy,  Caesar :  Speak ;  Caesar  is  tura'd  to  hear. 

Sooth,  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Cos.  What  man  is  thatf 

Bm,  A  soothsayer,  bids  you  beware  the  ides  of 
March. 

Cees.  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  see  his  face. 

Cos.  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng:  Look  upon 
Caesar. 

Oat.  What  say'st  thou  to  me  now?  Speak  once 
min. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Cos.  He  is  a  dreamer;  let  us  leave  him ; — pass. 
[Sennet,*    ExetaU  aU  InU  Bra.  af»d  Cas. 

Cos.  Will  you  go  see  the  order  of  the  course? 

Bru,  Not  I. 

Cas.  I  pray  you,  da 

Bru.  I  am  not  |;amesome :  I  do  lack  some  part 
Of  that  quick  soint  that  is  in  Antony. 
Let  me  not  hinaer,  Cassius,  your  desires ; 
I'll  leave  you. 

Cas.  Bratus,  I  do  observe  you  now  of  late : 
I  have  not  from  your  eves  that  gentleness. 
And  show  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have : 
You  bear  too  stubborn  and  too  strange  a  hand 
0>'er  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Bru,  Cassius, 

Be  not  deceiv'd :  if  I  have  veii'd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Merely  upon  myself.    Vexed  1  am. 
Of  late,  with  passions  of  some  diflfevence, 
Conceptioos  only  proper  to  myself. 
Which  give  soiDe  soil,  perhaps  to  my  behaviours : 

(1)  A  ceremony  observed  at  the  feast  of  Luper- 
etdia. 

(2)  Crowd.        (3)  Flourish  of  instruments. 


But  let  not  therefi)re  my  jood  fnei^ls  be  grier'd ; 
(Among  which  number,  Cassius,  be  you  one ;) 
Norconstrae  any  further  mv  neglect. 
Than  that  poor  Bratua,  wim  himself  at  war, 
Foi|;et8  the  shows  of  love  to  other  men. 

Qu.  Then,  Bratus,  I  have  much  mistook  your 
passion,^ 
Bv  means  whereof^  thu  breast  of  minehath buried 
Inougfats  of  creat  value,  worthy  oogttationa. 
Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  see  your  face  ? 

Bru.  No,  Cassius :  for  the  eye  sees  not  itself^ 
But  by  reflection,  by  some  other  things. 

Cas.  'Tisjust: 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Bratus, 
That  vou  have  no  such  mirron,  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthiness  into  your  eye. 
That  you  might  see  your  shadow.    I  have  heard,. 
Where  many  of  the  best  respect  in  Rome, 
(Except  immortal  Caesar,)  speaking  of  Bratus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoke, 
Have  wish'd  that  noble  Bratus  Iwd  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Into  what  dangera  would  you  iMd  me 
Cassius, 
That  you  would  have  me  seek  into  myself 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Cas,  Therefore,  good  Bratus,  be  prepared  to  hear 
And,  since  you  know  you  cannot  see  yourself 
So  well  as  bv  reflection,  I,  your  glass. 
Will  modestly  discover  to  yourself 
That  of  yourself  which  you  yet  know  not  oC 
And  be  not  jealous  of  me,  gentle  Bratus : 
Were  I  a  comnoon  laugher,  or  did  use 
To  staled  with  ordinaiy  oaths  my  love 
To  everv  new  protester ;  if  vou  know 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  ana  hug  them  hard. 
And  aAer  scandal  them ;  or  if  you  know 
That  I  profess  mvself  in  banqueting 
To  all  the  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerooi. 

[Flourish  etndshsmt. 

Bru,  What  means  this  shouting  ?  1  do  fear,  the 
people 
Choose  Caesar  for  their  king. 

Ou.  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  ? 

Then  must  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  sa 

Bru.  I  would  not, Cassius;  yet  I  love  him  well  :— 
But  wherefore  do  you  bold  me  here  so  long  ? 
What  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
If  it  be  aught  toward  the  reneral  fTOod, 
Set  honour  in  one  eve,  ana  death  Pthe  other. 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifierently : 
For,  let  the  gods  so  speed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Cas.  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  too,  Bratus, 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outwarcf  favour. 
Well,  honour  is  the  subject  of  my  stoiy. — 
I  cannot  tell,  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life ;  out,  for  my  single  self, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be,  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  such  a  thing  as  I  myselfl 
I  was  bora  free  as  Caesar ;  so  were  you : 
We  both  have  fed  as  well ;  and  we  can  both 
EIndure  the  winter's  cold,  as  well  as  he. 
For  once,  upon  a  raw  and  gusty^  day. 
The  troubled  lyber  chafine  with  her  shores, 
Caesar  said  to  me,  Dar'st  thou,  Cassius,  now 
Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  flood. 
And  swim  to  wndervoini  ?  upon  the  word. 
Accoutred  as  I  was,  I  plunged  m,  ^ 

And  bade  him  follow :  so,  indeed,  he  did 
The  torrent  roar*d ;  and  we  did  buflfet  it 
With  lusty  sinews ;  throwing  it  aside 

(4)  The  nature  of  your  feelings. 

(5)  Allure.        (6)  Windy. 
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And  stemming  h  with  hearts  of  cootrovcrij. 

But  ere  we  could  arrive  the  point  propoa'd. 

Caesar  cry'd,  Hdp  me,  Ounus,  or  I  sink, 

I,  as  .Eneas,  our  p«at  ancestor, 

Did  from  the  flames  of  Troy  upon  his  shoulder 

The  old  Anchises  bear,  so,  from  the  waves  of  Tv  ber 

Did  I  the  tired  Caesar :  And  this  man 

is  now  become  a  god ;  and  Cassiiis  is 

A  wretched  creature,  and  must  bend  his  body. 

If  Caesar  carelessly  but  nod  on  him. 

He  had  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain, 

And,  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

How  he  did  shake :  'tis  true,  this  god  did  shake  t 

His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly ; 

And  that  same  eye,  whose  bend  doth  awe  the  world, 

Did  lose  his  lustre :  I  did  hear  him  g^roan  : 

Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his,  that  bacte  the  Romans 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  speeches  in  their  boob, 

Alas !  it  cried.  Give  me  same  drink,  Titinitis, 

As  a  sick  girl.     Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  such  a  feeble  temper'  should 

So  get  the  start  of  the  majestic  world. 

And  bear  the  pahn  alone.         [Shout    Fhurish. 

Bru.  Another  general  shout ! 
I  do  believe,  that  these  applauses  are 
For  some  new  honours  that  are  heapM  on  Casar. 
Cos.  Why,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  nurrvw 
world, 
Like  a  Colossus ;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  hu^e  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves. 
Men  at  some  time  are  masters  of  their  fates 
The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars. 
But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
Brutus,   and  Caesar:    What  should  be' in  that 

Caesar.' 
Why  should  that  name  be  sounded  nx)rethan  yoar>? 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  fair  a  narot^; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well ; 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy;  conjure  them, 
Brutus  will  start  a  spirit  as  soon  as  Caesar.  [S/iout 
Now  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once. 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Ceesar  feed, 
That  he  is  grown  so  great  f  Ate,  thou  art  shnmM : 
Rome,  thou  hast  lost  the  breed  of  noble  blocxi^  I 
When  went  there  by  an  age,  since  the  great  flood, 
But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  than  with  one  nu^n  ? 
When  could  they  say,  till  now,  that  talk'd  of  R«>roe, 
That  her  wide  walks  encompassed  but  one  mm  ? 
Now  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  room  enough, 
When  there  is  in  it  but  one  oolv  man. 
r» !  you  and  f  have  heard  our  fathers  say, 
There  was  a  Brutu82  once,  that  would  have  broot'd 
The  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  state  in  Rome, 
As  easily  as  a  king. 

Bru.  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealou  i 
What  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  some  aim  ;* 
How  Ihave  thought  of  this,  and  of  these  times, 
I  shall  recount  hereafter ;  for  this  present, 
I  would  not,  so  with  love  I  might  entreat  you, 
Be  any  further  mov'd.     What  you  have  said, 
I  will  consider ;  what  you  have  to  say, 
I  will  with  patience  hear :  and  find  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear,  and  answer,  such  high  thjijfl^. 
Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew<  upon  this ; 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager. 
Than  to  repute  himself  a  son  of  Rome 
Under  these  hard  conditions  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Cos.  I  am  glad,  that  my  weak  words 
Have  struck  but  this  much  show  of  fire  from  Bnitus, 


Re-rtiier  Caesar,  and  his  train. 


(1)  Temperament,  constitution. 

(2)  Lucius  Junius  Brutus.        (3)  Guess. 


^ru.  The  games  are  done,  and  Caesar  is  relnniing 
Cos.  Ai  dht\v  pass  by,  pluck  Casca  by  the  sleeve  i 
And  hi*  will,  nfier  his  sour  fashion,  tell  you 
Whiit  htith  prch:eeded,  worthy  note,  to-day. 
^rfi.  I  will  do  so  .—But,  look  you.  Cassias, 
Th*  nngrj'  ipot  doth  glow  on  Caesar's  brow, 
And  bII  0*if  nt'Bt  look  like  a  chidden  train : 
CflluburtiiuV  f  heek  is  pale ;  and  Cicero 
Ixiokii  with  nich  ferret*  and  such  fieiy  eyes, 
A  a  we  ha  VI*  wen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
\^^in^  crosaM  in  conference  by  some  senaton. 
Cos.  Cosra  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 
Cos.  Antonfus. 
AnL  Cnesar. 

Om.  Let  mc  have  men  about  me  that  are  fiit ; 
Sluek-beaded  men,  and  such  as  sleep  o*nights : 
Y  041(1*  Casoiuji  lias  a  lean  and  hungry  look ; 
Hi;  (iiinks  f-jo  much  :  such  men  are  dangerous. 

Ani.  Pi"  hr  him  not,  Caesar,  he*s  not  dangerous; 
Hp  19  ft  noble  Roman,  and  well  given. 

Qfj.  '  Won]  d  he  were  fatter :— But  I  fear  him  not 
Vet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  tlie  man  I  should  avoid 
So  ftcrtfi  m  Ihn:  spare  Cassius.     He  reads  much ; 
Ki!  is  a  B:iTat  observer,  and  he  looks 
Quire  ihrcMigh  the  deeds  of  men :  he  loves  no  playi 
As  thou  dost,  Antony ;  he  hears  no  music : 
Seldom  he  imiles ;  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort, 
As  if  he  mock'd  himself,  and  scoro*d  his  spirit 
That  could  bp  mov*d  to  smile  at  any  thing. 
SuL  h  men  aj  lie  be  never  at  heart*s  ease, 
Whilf^  they  behold  a  greater  than  themselyet; 
And  therefore  are  they  veiy  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thoe  what  is  to  be  fear'd. 
Than  what  I  feur,  for  always  I  am  Coesar. 
f -ofrif  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf, 
And  teJl  me  tnily  what  thou  think'st  of  him. 

[  Extunt  Caesar  and  his  train.    Casca  stays 
behind. 
Ouch.  You  pullM  me  by  the  cloak ;  Would  you 

speak  ¥vith  me  f 
Bru.  A  J,  Casca ;  tell  uswhathathchancM  to-day, 
ni:%r  Cawar  looks  so  sad. 
Casfa.  Why  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not  f 
Bru.  i  thould  not  then  ask  Casca  what  hath 

chhncH 
Cmca.  W'hy,  there  was  a  crown  ofler*dhim :  and 
beins  oflbrM  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his 
hojid,  lhu5  ;  and  then  the  people  fell  a  shouting. 
Hni.  Whnt  was  the  second  noise  for? 
CairJi.  >Vliy,  for  that  toa 
Cos.  Thry  shouted  thrice ;  What  was  the  last 

cr>^  for  ? 
Cases,  ^\h\\  for  that  too. 
Bru.  Whs  i\m  crown  oflferM  him  thrice  ? 
Gijca.  Ay,  mnrty,  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice, 
evtifj  lime  ^^-nlbr  than  the  other ;  and  at  every  put- 
ting by,  mine  honest  neighbours  shouted. 
Gm.  Who  offered  him  the  crown  f 
Casca.  Why,  Antony. 

Brtt.  TtW  m  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Casca. 
Cascit.  I  cun  n»  well  be  hanged,  as  tell  the  man 
twr  of  il :  it  was  mere  foolery.  I  did  not  mark  it 
1  Mw  Mmk  Antony  oflfer  him  a  crown ;— yet  'twas 
fiol  EL  trrmn  n*^ither,  *twas  one  of  these  coronets 
-—and,  a*  1  lolft  you,  he  put  it  by  once ;  but,  for 
nil  that,  to  my  f blinking,  he  woul'd  fain  have  had 
iL  Thpu  he  offered  it  to  him  again ;  then  be  put 
it  hy  again  i  but,  to  my  thinking,  he  was  very  loath 

(4)  Ruminnte. 

(5)  A  ferret  has  red  eyes. 
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Act  I 


to  lay  his  finpn  oflf  it  And  thm  he  oflerpd  it  the 
third  Ume ;  he  put  it  the  third  time  by  :  and  still  as 
he  rcuisM  it,  tnc  rabbloment  hooted,  and  clapped 
their  chopped  hands,  and  threw  up  their  sweaty 
night-caps,  and  uttered  such  a  deal  of  stinking 
breath,  becau!«e  Csesar  rpfused  the  crown,  that  it 
had  almost  choked  ('aesar ;  for  he  swooned,  and  fell 
down  at  it :  And  for  mine  own  part,  I  durst  not 
lauiii^h,  for  fear  of  opening  my  lips,  and  receiving  the 
bad  air. 

Cos.  But,  soft,  I  pray  you;  What?  did  Caesar 
swoon  ? 

Casca.  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and 
foanMid  at  mouth,  and  was  speechless. 

Bru.  'Tis  very  like  :  he  hath  the  falling-sickness. 

Cos.  No,  ('aesar  hath  it  not ;  but  ^ou,  and  I, 
And  honest  Casca,  we  have  the  falling-sickness. 

Casca.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  oy  that;  but, 
I  am  sure,  CaDttar  fell  down.  If  the  tag-rag  people 
did  not  clap  him,  and  hiss  him,  according  as  he 
pleased,  and  displeased  them,  as  they  use  to  do  the 
plavers  in  the  theatre,  1  am  no  true^  man. 

}iru.  What  said  he,  when  he  came  unto  himself.' 

Casca.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  lie  per 
ceiv'd  the  common  herd  was  glad  he  refused  the 
crown,  he  plucked  me  ope  his  doublet,  and  otTcred 
them  his  throat  to  cut.— ^An  I  had  been  a  man  of  any 
occupation,^  if  I  would  not  have  taken  him  at  a 
wora,  I  would  I  might  go  to  hell  among  the  rogues : 
— and  so  he  fell.  When  he  came  to  himself  again, 
he  said.  If  he  had  done,  or  said  any  thing  amiss,  he 
desired  their  worships  to  think  it  was  his  infirmity. 
Three  or  four  wenches,  where  I  stood,  cried,  ^lat^ 
good  soul ! — and  forgave  him  with  all  their  hearts  r 
But  there^s  no  heed  to  be  taken  of  them ;  if  Caesar 
bad  stabbed  their  mothers,  they  would  have  done 
no  less. 

Bra.  And  aAer  that,  he  came,  thus  tad,  away  } 

Casca.  Ay. 

Cos.  Did  Cicero  say  any  thing  .^ 

Casca.  Ay,  he  spoke  Greek. 

Cas.  To  what  effect .' 

Casca.  Nay,  an  I  tell  you  that,  I'll  ne'er  look 
you  i'the  face  again :  But  those,  that  understood 
him,  smiled  at  one  another,  and  shook  their  heads ; 
but,  for  mine  own  part,  it  was  Greek  to  me.  I  could 
tell  vou  more  news  too:  MaruUus  and  Flavius,  for 
pulling  scarfs  off  Caesar's  images,  are  put  to  silence. 
Fare  you  well.  There  was  more  foolery  yet,  if  I 
could  rcmrmbcr  it 

Cas.  Will  you  sup  with  nr»e  to-night,  Casca.' 

Casca.  No,  I  am  promised  forth. 

Cas.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow  ? 

Casca.  Ay,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold, 
and  your  dinner  worth  the  eating. 

Cos.  Good ;  I  will  expect  you. 

Casca.  Do  so :  Farewell,  both.        [Exit  Casca. 

Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  f 
He  was  quick  mettle,  when  he  went  to  school 

Cas.  So  is  he  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprise. 
However  he  puts  on  this  tardy  form. 
This  rudeness  is  a  sauce  to  his  good  wit. 
Which  gives  men  stomach  to  digest  his  words 
With  better  appetite. 

Bru.  And  so  it  is.  For  this  time  I  will  leave  you  : 
To-morrow,  if  you  please  to  speak  with  roe, 
I  will  come  home  to  you ;  or,  if  you  will. 
Come  home  with  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

Cas.  I  will  do  so : — till  then,  think  of  the  world. 
[Exit  Bratus. 

(1)  Honest        (2)  A  mechanic 
(3)  Disposed  to 


Well,  Bmtns,  thoo  art  noble;  jet,  I  see. 

Thy  honourable  metal  may  he  wrought 

From  that  it  is  dispos'd  .•*  Therefore  'tis  me«t 

That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes : 

F'or  who  so  firm,  that  cannot  be  seduced  ? 

Capisar  doth  bear  me  hard  ;4  but  he  kives  Bratoi; 

If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  Cassius, 

He  should  not  humour*  me.     I  will  this  night. 

In  several  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw, 

As  if  they  came  from  several  citixens. 

Writings' all  tending  to  the  great  opinkxi 

That  FUxne  holds  ol  his  name ;  wherein  obscorelj 

Caesar's  ambition  shall  be  glanced  at : 

And,  after  this,  let  Caesar  seat  him  sure ; 

For  we  will  shake  him,  or  worM  days  endure.  [  JSc 

SCEJSTE  III.— The  same,  A  street.  Thunder 
and  lightning.  Enter,  from  opposite  tsdet^ 
Casca,  with  his  sword  drawn,  and  Cicera 

Cic.  Good  even,  Casca:   Brought  yen  Caeser 
home.^ 
Why  are  you  breathless.'  and  why  stare  yoe  so? 

Casca.  Are  not  you  mov'd,  when  all  the  swaj  of 
earth 
Shakes,  like  a  thing  nnfirm  ?  O  Cicero, 
I  have  seen  tempests,  when  the  scolding  winds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks ;  and  I  have  seen 
The  ambitious  ocean  swell,  and  rage,  and  foam. 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threat'ning  ck>uds : 
But  never  till  to-night,  never  till  now. 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire. 
Either  there  is  a  civil  strife  in  heaven; 
Or  else  the  world,  too  saucy  with  the  gods. 
Incenses  them  to  send  destruction. 

Cic.  \Vhy,  saw  you  any  thing  more  wondetibl.^ 

Casca.  A  common  slave  (yoa  know  him  well  bf 
sight,) 
Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame,  and  bom 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd ;  and  yet  his  hand. 
Not  sensible  of  fire,  remain'd  unscorch'd. 
Besides  (I  have  not  since  put  up  my  sword,) 
Against  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion, 
Who  glar*d  upon  me,  and  went  surly  bj 
Without  annoying  me :  And  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap,  a  hundred  ghastly  women. 
Transformed  with  their  fear ;  who  swore,  they  saw 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  stieets. 
And,  yesterday,  the  bird  of  night  did  sit. 
Even  at  noon-day,  upon  the  market-place. 
Hooting,  and  shrieking.    When  thc^  prodigies 
Do  so  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  say, 
TheM  are  their  reasons, — 7%ey  are  naharal; 
For,  I  believe  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Ctc.  Indeed,  it  is  a  strange  disposed  time : 
But  men  may  construe  things  after  their  fashion. 
Clean?  from  the  purpose  of  the  things  thenMelves. 
Comes  Caesar  to  the  Capitol  to-morrow  ? 

Casca.  He  doth ;  for  he  did  bid  Antonins 
Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to-morrow. 

Cic.  Good  night  then,  Casca :  this  disturbed  il^ 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 

Cofca.  Farewell,  Cicero.      [ExU  Gc. 

Enter  Cassias. 
Cas.  Who's  there  > 
Casca.  A  Roman. 

Cas.  Casca,  by  toot  foict. 

Casca.  Your  ear  is  good.  Cassias,  what  otgfaC  il 
this.' 

(4)  Has  an  unfavourable  opinion  of  roe. 

(5)  Cajole.     (6)  Did  yoa  attend  CBsar ' 
(7)  Entirely. 
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Ou.  A  rery  pleastng  niefat  to  honett  men. 

QkMo.  Who  ever  knew  the  beairena  menact 

Cog.  ThoMs,  that  have  known  the  earth  fo  full  of 
faults. 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk*d  about  the  ttreeti, 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perilous  night; 
And,  thus  unbraced,  Casca,  as  you  see. 
Have  bar*d  my  bosom  to  the  thunder«tone  :> 
And,  when  the  cross  blue  lis;htning  seem*d  to  open 
The  breast  of  heaven,  I  dia  present  myself 
Even  in  the  aim  and  very  flasn  of  it 

Gssoo.  But  wherefore  did  you  so  much  tempt 
the  heavens.' 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to.fear  and  tremble, 
When  the  most  mi8;hfy  gods,  b^  tokens,  send 
raids  to  I 


Such  dreadful  heralds  to  astonish  ua. 
Cki,  You  are  dull,  Casca;  and  those  sparks  of 
life 
That  should  be  in  a  Roman,  you  do  want. 
Or  else  you  use  not:  You  kiok  pale,  and  gaie, 
And  put  on  fear,  and  cast  yourself  in  wonder. 
To  see  the  struiee  im|)atience  of  the  heavens : 
But  if  you  would  consider  the  true  cause. 
Why  all  these  fires,  why  all  these  glidins:  ghosts. 
Why  birds,  and  beasts,  from  quality  and  kind  ;> 
Why  old  men  fools,  and  children  calculate ; 
Why  all  these  things  change,  from  their  ordinance, 
Their  natures  and  pre>fi>rmed  faculties. 
To  monstrous  quality ;  why,  you  shall  find, 
Hiat  heaven  hath  infusM  them  with  these  spirits, 
To  make  them  instruments  of  fear,  and  warning. 
Unto  some  monstrous  state.    Now  could  I,  Casca, 
Name  to  thee  a  man  most  like  this  dreadful  night ; 
That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  grates,  and  roan 
As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol : 
A  man  no  mightier  than  thyself,  or  roe. 
In  personal  action ;  yet  prodigious^  grown. 
And  fearful,  as  these  strange  eruptions  are. 
Gssoo.  *Tis  Csesar  that  you  mean :  Is  it  not, 

Cassius? 
Obu,  Let  It  be  who  it  is:  for  Romans  now 
Have  thewes<  and  limbs  like  to  their  ancestors ; 
But  wo  the  while !  our  fathers*  iqinds  are  dead, 
And  we  are  eovera*d  with  our  mothers*  spirits; 
Our  yoke  ana  suflSsrance  show  us  womanisn. 

Qtscn.  Tndeed,  they  say,  the  senators  to-morrow 
Mean  to  establish  Cssar  as  a  king: 
And  he  shall  wear  hn  crown  by  sea,  and  land, 
In  ereiy  place,  save  here  in  Italy. 
CkM,  1  know  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger 
then; 
Cassius  from  bondage  will  deliver  Cassius  t 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  weak  most  strong ; 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat : 
Nor  stony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brass, 
Nor  airless  dungeon,  nor  strong  links  of  iron. 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  strengUi  of  spirit ; 
But  life,  being  weary  of  these  worldly  ban, 
Never  lacks  power  to  dismiss  itself. 
If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  besides. 
That  part  of  ^mmy,  that  I  do  bear, 
I  can  shake  off  at  pleasore. 

CSsseo.  So  can  I : 

So  every  bondman  in  his  own  hand  bean 
Tike  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Cki.  And  why  should  Caesar  be  a  tyrant  then  ? 
I\>or  man !  I  kiMfP,  he  would  not  be  a  wolf^ 
But  that  he  sees  the  Romans  are  but  sheep  i 
He  ssere  DO  Uoot  were  not  Romans  hinds.* 

(1)  Ro»t 

(2)  Why  they  deriate  from  craality  and  nature. 
(J)  Pbrteniotts.         ^-    (4)  Musrles. 

47 


Those  that  with  haste  will  make  a  mighty  fire. 
Begin  it  with  wheat  straws:  What  trash  is  Rome, 
What  rubbish,  and  what  odbl,  when  it  serves 
For  the  base  matter  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Caesar.'  But,  O  grief! 
Where  hast  thou  led  me?  I,  perhaps,  speak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman :  tnen  I  know 
My  answer  must  be  made :  But  I  am  armM, 
And  dangera  are  to  me  indifferent 

Oisca.  You  speak  to  Casca;  and  to  such  a  man. 
That  is  no  fleering  tell-tale.     Hold>  my  hand : 
Be  fectious?  for  redress  of  all  these  griefs ; 
And  I  will  set  this  foot  of  mine  as  far. 
As  who  goes  farthest 

Gas.  There's  a  bargain  made. 

Now  know  ^ou,  Casca,  I  have  mov*d  already 
Some  certam  of  the  iu>blest-minded  Romans, 
To  undergo,  with  me,  an  enterprise 
Of  honourable-dangerous  consequence ; 
And  I  do  know,  bv  this,  they  stay  for  me 
In  Pompey*s  porch:  for  now,  this  fearful  night. 
There  is  no  stir,  or  walking  in  the  streets ; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element 
Is  favour*d,>  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand, 
Most  bkxxiy,  fiery,  and  most  terrible. 

Enttr  Cinna. 

Casea.  Stand  close  a  while,  for  here  comes  one 
in  haste. 

Oca,  'Tis  Cinna,  I  do  know  him  by  his  gait  ;* 
He  is  a  friend. — Cimia,  where  haste  you  so  f  ^ 

CItn.  To  find  out  you:    Who*sthat?   Metellns 
Cimber.' 

Oaa.  No,  it  is  Casca ;  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempts.    Am  I  not  staid  for,  Cinna? 

Cin.  I  am  giad  oa*t  What  a  fearful  night  in  this  ? 
There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  seen  strange 
sights. 

Cat.  Am  I  not  staid  for,  Cmna  f  Tell  me. 

On.  Yes, 

You  are.    O,  Cassius,  if  you  could  but  win 
The  noble  Brutus  to  our  party 

Cat.  Be  you  content:  Good  Cinna,  take  this 
paper. 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  prstor's  chair, 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it ;  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  window :  set  this  up  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus*  statue :  all  this  done. 
Repair  to  Fompej^s  porch,  where  you  shall  find  ua. 
Is  Decius  Brutus,  and  Trebonius,  there  i 

ChL  AH  but  Metellus  Cimber;  and  he's  gone 
To  seek  you  at  your  hous^.  Well,  I  will  hie, 
And  so  bestow  these  papers  as  you  bade  me. 

Cat.  That  done,  repair  to  Foropey's  theatre. 

[Exit  Cinna. 
Come,  Casca,  vou  and  I  will,  yet,  ere  day. 
See  Brutus  at  ois  house :  three  parts  of  him 
Is  oun  already :  and  the  man  entire. 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours. 

Cdtca.  O,  he  sits  high,  in  all  the  peoplc*s 
hearts: 
And  that,  which  would  appear  offence  in  us. 
His  countenance,  like  richest  alcbymy, 
Will  change  to  virtue,  and  to  worthiness. 

Ctaf.  Him,  and  his  worth,  and  our  great  need  of 
him. 
You  have  right  well  conceited.    Let  us  go. 
For  it  is  after  midnight;  and,  ere  dajr. 
We  will  awake  him,  and  be  sure  of  him.  [CxsimC 

(5)  Deer.  (6)  Here's  mv  hand. 

(7)  Active.  (R)  Resembles. 

*  (9)  Air  of  walking. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


JUUUS  CJSSAR. 


Ada, 


ACT  II. 

SCEJfE  I.—Thtaame,    Bratoi*!  orcftordl  £»- 
lerBnitui. 

Bru.  What,  Lucius!  ho!— 
I  cannot,  by  the  progrew  of  the  start, 
Give  guess  how  near  to  day.— Lucius,  I  say ! — 
I  woiud  it  were  my  fault  to  sleep  so  soundly. — 
When,  Lucius,  whenfi   Awake,  I  say:   What, 
Lucius! 

£n<er  Lucius. 

Luc  Caird  you,  my  lord? 
Bru,  Get  me  a  taper  in  my  study,  Lucius : 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 
Luc  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Bru.  It  must  be  by  his  death  :  and,  ibr  my  part, 
I  know  no  personal  cause  to  spurn  at  him. 
But  for  the  general.    He  would  be  crown*d : — 
How  that  might  change  his  nature,  there's  the 

queslioQ. 
It  is  the  bright  day,  that  brinp  forth  the  adder ; 
And  that  craves  waiy  walkmg.    Crown  him?- 

That;— 
And  then,  I  grant,  we  put  a  sting  in  him. 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
The  abuse  of  greatness  is,  when  it  disjoins 
Remorse^  from  power:  And,  to  sprak  trath  of 

Ctesar, 
I  have  not  known  when  his  afiections  sway'd 
More  than  his  reason.    But  *tis  a  common  proof,* 
That  lowliness  u  voung  ambition's  ladder. 
Whereto  the  climber-upward  turns  his  &ob  : 
But  wbm  he  once  attains  the  upmost  round. 
He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  bacl- 
Looks  in  the  clouds,  scorning  the  base 
Bv  which  he  did  ascend :  So  Caesar  may*; 
Tnen,  lest  he  may,  prevent  And,  since  the  quarrel 
Will  bear  no  colour  for  the  thing  he  is, 
Fashion  it  thus ;  that  what  he  is,  augmented, 
Would  run  to  tiiese,  and  these  extremities : 
And  therefore  think  him  as  a  serpent's  egg. 
Which,  hatch'd,  would,  as  his  kind,*  grow  mis- 
chievous ; 
And  kill  him  in  the  shell. 

/Ze-enier  Lucius. 

Lue.  The  taper  bumeth  in  your  closet,  sir. 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  I  found 
This  paper,  thus  seal'd  up ;  and,  I  am  sure. 
It  did  not  lie  there,  when  1  went  to>bed 

Bru.  Get  you  to-bed  again,  it  is  not  day. 
Is  nut  to-morrow,  boy,  the  ides  of  March  f 

Lue,  I  know  not,  sir. 

Bru.  Look  in  the  calendar,  and  bring  me  word. 

Luc.  I  will,  sir.  [Exit. 

Bru,  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air. 
Give  so  much  light,  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

[Opens  the  Utter,  and  reads. 
Brutus,  thou  steepest ;  awake,  and  see  thyse{f. 
Shall  Rome,  ifc.    Speak,  strike,  redress! 

Brutus,  thou  deepest ;  awake. 

Such  instiptkxis  have  been  often  dropped 
Where  I  have  took  them  up. 
Shall  Rome,  4rc    Thus,  must  I  piece  it  out ; 
Shall  Rome  stand  under  one  man's  awe?  What 

Rome.' 
My  ancestors  did  from  the  streets  of  Rome 
The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  king. 

(1)  An  exclamation  of  impatience. 

(2)  Pity,  lenderoess. 

(3)  Experience.    (4)  Low  steps.    (5)  Nature. 


Speak,  striks,  redress  f—Xm  I  eotreatMl  fliea 
To  speak,  and  strike?  O  Rome!  I  make  tbat 

promise. 
If  the  reoress  will  follow,  thou  receivett 
Thy  full  petitkn  at  the  hand  of  Brutus. 

lZ0-cn(er  Lucius. 

Imc  Sir,  March  is  wasted  fourteen  days. 

[Knocks  ufithht^ 

Bru.  'Tis  good.    Go  to  the  gate ;  Somebody 
knocks.  [Exit  Luciua. 

Since  Cassius  first  did  wfaet  me  against  Caesar, 
I  have  not  slept 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasma,^  or  a  hideous  dream: 
The  genius,  and  the  mortal  instruments, 
Are  men  in  council;  and  the  state  of  mmi. 
Like  to  a  little  kin|;dom,  suffers  then 
The  nature  of  an  insurrectioo. 

/2e-en(er  lAicius. 

Luc.  Sir,  'tis  your  brother  Cassius  at  the  door. 
Who  doth  desire  to  see  you. 

Bru.  Is  he  alone? 

Luc  No,  sir,  there  are  more  with  him. 

Bru,  Do  you  know  them? 

Luc  No,  sir ;  their  hats  are  pluck'd  about  their 
ears. 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  cloaks, 
That  by  no  means  I  may  discover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favour.? 

Bru.  Let  them  enter. 

[ExUhadm. 
They  are  the  faction.    O  conspiracy : 
Sham'st  thou  to  show  thy  dangerous  brow  by  night, 
When  evils  are  most  free  ?  O,  then,  by  day. 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  mark  thy  monstrous  visage?  Seek  none,  ogd- 

spiracy; 
Hide  it  in  smiles,  and  affability : 
For  if  thou  path  thy  native  semblance  on,* 
Not  Erebu^  itself  were  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  Cassius,  Casca,  Decius,  Cinna,  Melettui 
Cimber,  and  Treboniua. 

Cos.  1  think  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  rest : 
Good*morrow,  Brutus  ;  Do  we  trouble  you  ? 

Bru.  I  have  been  up  this  hour :  awake,  all  night 
Know  I  these  men,  that  come  along  with  you  ? 

Cas.  Yes, every  man  of  them;  andno  manbere, 
But  honours  you :  and  every  one  doth  wish. 
You  had  but  that  opinkxi  of  yourself. 
Which  eveiy  noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Cas.  This,  Decius  Brutus. 

Bru.  He  is  wekome  toa 

Cas.  This,  Casca ;  this,  Cinna ; 
And  this,  Metellus  Cimber. 

Bru,  They  aro  alh 

What  watchful  cares  do  interpose  themselves 
Betwixt  TOur  eyes  and  night  ? 

Cas.  Shall  I  entreat  a  word  ?     [They  whisper. 

Dec  Here  lies  the  east :  Doth  not  the  day  break 
here? 

Casca.  No. 

Cin.  O,  pardon,  sir,  it  doth ;  and  yon  grej  Une^ 
That  fret  tne  clouds,  are  messengers  of  day. 

(6)  Visionaiy.        (7)  Countenance. 
(8;  Walk  in  thy  tnie  fonn.        (9)  HeD. 
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CcuctL  You  shall  confess,  that  yoa  are  both  de- 
ceived 
Here,  as  I  point  my  sword,  the  sun  arises; 
Which  is  a  ^reat  way  growing  on  the  south, 
Weighing  the  youthful  season  of  the  year. 
Sonie  two  months  hence,  up  higher  toward  the 

north 
He  first  presents  his  fire ;  and  the  high  east 
Stands,  as  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 

Cos.  And  let  us  swear  our  resolution. 

Bru.  No,  not  an  oath :  If  not  the  face*  of  men. 
The  sufferance  of  our  souls,  the  time's  abuse, — 
If  these  be  motives  weak,  break  oflf  betimes, 
And  every  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed; 
So  let  high-sighted  tyranny  range  on. 
Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.'    But  if  these, 
As  I  am  sure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough 
To  kindle  cowards,  and  to  steel  with  valour 
The  melting  spirits  of  women ;  then,  countrymen. 
What  need  we  any  spur,  but  our  own  cause, 
To  prick  us  to  redress .'  what  other  bond, 
Than  secret  Romans,  that  have  spoke  the  word, 
And  will  not  palter  ':*  and  what  other  oath, 
Than  honesty  to  honesty  engagM, 
That  this  shall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it  ? 
Swear  priests,  and  cowards,  and  men  cautelous,^ 
Old  feeble  carrions,  and  such  suffering  souls 
That  welcome  wrongs ;  unto  bad  causes  swear 
Such  creatures  as  men  doubt :  but  do  not  stain 
The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprise. 
Nor  the  insuppressive  mettle  of  our  spirits. 
To  think,  that,  or  our  cause,  or  our  performance, 
Did  need  an  oath ;  when  everv  drop  of  blood, 
That  every  Raman  bears,  and  nobly  bears. 
Is  s^uilty  of  a  several  bastardy, 
I?  lie  ^  break  the  smallest  particle 
Of  any  promise  that  hath  passM  from  him. 

Cos.  But  what  of  Cicero  ?  Shall  we  sound  him.' 
I  think,  he  will  stand  very  strong  with  us. 

Guoa.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out 

Cin,  No,  by  no  means. 

Met  O  let  us  have  him ;  for  his  silver  hairs 
Will  purchase  us  a  good  opinion,^ 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds : 
It  shall  be  said,  his  judgment  rul'd  our  hands ; 
Our  youths,  and  wildness,  shall  no  whit  appear. 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 

Bru,  O,  name  him  not ;  let  us  not  break*  with 
him; 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 

Cos.  Then  leave  him  out 

Casea.  Indeed,  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec  Shall  no  man  else  be  touch'd,  but  only 
Caesar .» 

Cos.  Decius,  well  urgM :— I  think  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  so  well  belovM  of  Caesar, 
Should  outlive  Caesar:  We  shall  find  of  him 
A  shrewd  contriver;  and,  you  know,  his  mean;, 
if  he  improves  them,  may  well  stretch  so  far. 
As  to  annoy  us  all :  which  to  prevent. 
Let  Antony,  and  Caesar,  fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  course  will  seem  too  bloody,  Caius 
Cassius, 
To  cat  the  head  oflf,  and  then  hack  the  limbs; 
Like  wrath  in  death,  and  envy?  afterwards  - 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  Caesar. 
Let  us  be  sacrificers,  but  no  butchers,  Caius. 
We  all  stand  ap  against  the  spirit  of  Caesar ; 

(1)  Perhaps  Shakspeare  wrote  faith.     (2)  Lot 
(3)  Prevaricate.     (4)  Cautious.    (5)  Character. 
(6)  Let  us  not  break  the  matter  to  him. 
▼oi.  ir. 


And  in  the  spirit  of  men  there  is  no  blood : 
O,  that  we  then  could  come  by  Caesar's  spirit, 
And  not  dismember  Caesar!  But,  alas, 
Ciesar  must  bleed  for  it !  And,  gentle  friends, 
[^t's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully ; 
Let's  can'e  him  as  a  dish  fit  for  the  gods. 
Nut  hew  him  as  a  carcase  fit  for  hounds : 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  subtle  masters  do, 
Stir  up  their  servants  to  an  act  of  rage. 
And  after  seem  to  chide  them.     This  shall  make 
Our  purpose  necessary,  and  not  envious  : 
Which  so  appearing  to  the  common  eyes,         *• 
We  shall  be  call'd  purgers,  not  murderers. 
And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Caesar's  arm, 
When  Caesar's  head  is  otf. 

Cas.                                    Yet  I  do  fear  him : 
For  in  the  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Caesar, 

Bru.  Alas,  good  Cassius,  do  not  think  of  him : 
If  he  love  Caesar,  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himself;  take  thought,  and  die  for  Caesar : 
And  that  were  much  he  should ;  for  he  is  given 
To  sports,  to  wildness,  and  much  company. 

Treb.  There  is  no  fear  in  him ;  let  nim  not  die ; 
For  he  will  live,  and  laug'a  at  thb  hereafter. 

[Clock  striket. 

Bru.  Peace,  count  the  clock. 

Cas.  The  clock  hath  stricken  three. 

Treb.  'Tis  time  to  part 

Cas.  But  it  is  doubtful  yet, 

Whe'i*  Caesar  will  come  forth  to-day,  or  no : 
For  he  is  superstitious  grown  of  late ; 
Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Of  fantasy,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies  :^ 
It  may  be,  these  apparent  prodigies, 
The  unaccustom'a  terror  of  this  night. 
And  the  persuasion  of  his  augurers,i<^ 
May  hola  him  from  the  Capitol  to-day. 

Jjec.  Never  fear  that :  If  he  be  so  resolv'd, 
I  can  o'ersway  him ;  for  he  loves  to  hear. 
That  unicorns  may  be  betray 'd  with  trees, 
And  bears  with  glasses,  elephants  with  holes. 
Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers ; 
But,  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  flatterers, 
He  says,  he  does ;  being  then  most  flattered. 
Let  me  work : 

For  I  can  give  this  humour  the  true  bent ; 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Cas.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 

Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour :  Is  that  the  uttermost  ? 

Cin.  Be  that  the  uttermost,  and  fail  not  then. 

Met.  Caius  Ligarius  doth  bear  Caesar  hard. 
Who  rated  him  for  speaking  well  o(  Pompey ; 
I  wonder,  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now,  good  Metellus,  go  along  by  him  :" 
He  loves  me  well,  and  I  have  given  him  reasons ; 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  I'll  fashion  him. 

Cas.  The  morning  comes  upon  us:  We'll  leave 
you,  Brutus: — 
And,  friends,  disperse  yourselves:  but  all  remember 
What  you  have  saicl,  and  show  yourselves  true 
Romans. 

Bru.  Good  gentlemen,  look  fresh  and  merrily ; 
I<et  not  our  looks  put  oni^  our  purposes ; 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  actors  ao, 
With  untir'd  spirits,  and  formal  constancy : 
And  so,  good-morrow  to  you  every  one. 

[Exeunt  aU  but  Bnim. 
Boy !  Lucius  ! — Fast  asleep.'  It  is  no  matter; 
Enjoy  the  honey -heavy  dew  of  slumber : 

(7)  Malice.  (8)  Whether. 

(9)  Omens  at  sacrifices.      (10)  Prognoaticatort 

(1 1)  By  his  house.        (12)  Show  our  desigiM. 
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ThoB  hMt  nofigoKSft  nor  no  fiintit«fft, 
Which  but/  can  draws  in  the  brains  of  mea; 
Therefore  thou  sleep*st  so  soood. 

£nler  Portia. 

Par.  Brutos,  imr  lord 

Bru,  Portia,  what  mean  jou?   Wherefore  rise 
Tounow? 
It  is  not  for  your  health,  thos  to  commit 
Yoor  weak  cooditioa  to  the  raw-cold  mOming. 

Par.  Nor  for  yours  neither.  You  have  ungently, 
Brutus, 
Stole  from  my  bed :  And  yesteraiffht,  at  sapper, 
You  suddenly  arose,  and  walked  about, 
Musinr,  and  siehing^,  with  your  arms  across : 
And  when  I  askM  you  what  the  matter  was, 
You  star'd  upon  me  with  ungende  looks : 
I  uiK'd  you  further ;  then  you  scratch*d  your  head, 
Ana  too  impatiently  stampM  with  your  foot : 
Yet  I  insisted,  yet  you  answered  not ; 
But,  with  an  angiy  wafbire  of  your  hand. 
Gave  sign  for  me  to  leave  you :  So  I  did ; 
Fearing  to  strengthen  that  impatience, 
Which  seem*d  too  much  enkindled ;  and,  withal. 
Hoping  it  was  but  an  effect  of  humour. 
Which  sometime  hath  his  hour  with  eveiy  man. 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  sleep ; 
And,  could  it  work  so  much  upon  your  stiape. 
As  it  hath  much  preraiPd  on  your  condition,^ 
I  should  not  know  you,  Brutus.    Dear  my  lord. 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  cause  of  grie£ 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  Malth,  and  that  is  all. 

Par.  Brutus  is  wise,  and  were  he  not  in  health. 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it 

Bru,  Why,  so  I  do  :~Good  Portia,  go  to  bed. 

Por.  Is  Brutus  sick?  and  is  it  physical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  suck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank'  morning?  What,  is  Brutus  sick; 
And  will  he  steal  out  of  his  wholesome  bed. 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night  ? 
And  tempt  the  rheom^  and  unpurged  air 
To  add  unto  his  sickness?  No,  my  Brutus; 
You  have  some  sick  oflence  within  your  mind. 
Which,  by  the  right  and  virtue  of  mv  place, 
1  ought  to  know  of:  And,  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once-commended  beauty. 
By  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  yourself,  your  half. 
Why  you  are  heavy ;  and  what  men  to-night 
Have  had  resort  to  you :  for  here  have  been 
Some  six  or  seven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darkness. 

Bru.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

Por,  I  should  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle 
Brutus. 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  teU  me,  Brutus, 
Is  it  excepted,  I  should  know  no  secrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?  Am  I  yourself^ 
But,  as  It  were,  in  sort,  or  limitation<f 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  voor  bed. 
And  talk  to  you  sometimes?   Dwell  I  but  in  the 

suburbs* 
Of  jrour  rood  pleasure?  If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus*  hariot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru,  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife ; 
As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  raddy  drops 
That  visit  my  sad  heart 

Por,  If  tins  were  true,  then  should  I  know  this 
secret 
I  grant,  I  am  a  woman ;  but,  withal, 

(1 )  Shapes  created  by  imaginatioa. 

(Vi  Temper.        (3)  Damp.       (4)  Moisture. 


A  woman  that  lord  Bratus  took  to  wife : 

I  f^raut,  I  am  a  woman;  but,  withal, 

A  woman  well-reputed ;  Cato*s  daughter. 

Think  yon,  I  am  no  stroneer  than  my  sex. 

Being  so  &ther*d,  and  so  nusbanded? 

Tell  me  your  counsels,  I  will  not  disclose  ihem . 

I  have  made  strong  proof  of  my  constancy. 

Giving  myself  a  voluntanr  wound 

Here,  in  the  thigh :  Can  I  bear  that  with  patience, 

And  not  my  husband's  secrets  ? 

Bru,  Oyegods, 

Render  me  worthy  of  this  noble  wife ! 

[Knocking  within. 
Hark,  hark !  one  knocks :  Portia,  go  in  a  while; 
And  by  and  by  thy  bosom  shall  pajftake 
The  secrets  of  my  heart 
All  my  engagements  I  will  construe  to  thee, 
All  tfaie  charsctery^  of  my  sad  brows : — 
Leave  me  with  haste.  [ExU  Portia. 

£Mer  Lncnis  and  Ligarius. 

Lucius,  who  is  that,  knocks  ? 
Luc  Here  is  a  sk^  man,  that  would  speak  with 

you. 
Bru,  Caius  Ligarius,  that  Metellus  spake  of. — 
Boy,  stand  aside. — Caius  Ligarius !  how  ? 
lAg.   Vouchsafe  good  morrow  from  a  feeble 


Bru,  O,  what  a  time  have  you  chose  oat,  bnve 
Caius, 
To  wear  a  kerchief?  *Would  yoo  were  not  sick ! 
lAg.  I  am  not  sick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 


Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 

Bru.  Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius, 
Had  yoo  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it 

lAg.  By  all  the  ^;ods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  discard  my  sickness.    Soul  of  Rome ! 
Brave  son,  derived  from  honourable  loins ! 
Thou,  like  an  exorcist,  hast  conjor'd  up 
My  roortiBed  spirit    Now  bid  me  ran. 
And  1  will  strive  with  things  impossible ; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them.    What's  to  do? 

Bru,  Apieoeof  work,  that  will  make  sick  men 
woole. 

Ur.  But  are  not  some  whole,  that  we  most  make 
sick? 

Bru.  That  must  we  also.  What  it  is,  my  Caius, 
I  shall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  goinp 
To  whom  it  must  be  done. 

Lig.  Set  on  your  foot; 

And,  with  a  heart  new-fir'd,  I  follow  you. 
To  do  I  know  not  what :  but  it  sufficeth. 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Bru,  Follow  me  then. 

[Exeunt 
SCEJVE  IT.— The  tame.    A  room  in  Csesar's 

palace.   Thtmder  and  Ughining.  £nler  Caesar, 

in  his  nighi'gown. 

Cou.  Nor  heaven,  nor  earth,  have  been  at  peace 
to-ntght : 
Thrice  hath  Calphumia  in  her  sleep  cried  out, 
Help,  ho!  they  murder  Ceuar!  Who*8  within? 

£n<er  a  Servant 
Sero.  My  lord? 

On.  Go  bid  the  priests  do  present  sacrifice. 
And  brine^  me  their  opinions  of  success. 
Sero.  f  will,  my  lord.  [£xn 

Enier  Calphumia. 
Cbi.  What  mean  yoo,  Caesar?  Think  you  to  walk 
forth? 

(5)  The  residence  of  harlots. 

(6)  All  that  is  charactered  on. 
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You  shall  not  stir  out  of  your  house  to-day. 

Cats.  Caesar  shall  forth :  The  things  that  threat- 
ened me, 
Ne*er  lookM  but  on  mj  back ;  when  thej  shall  see 
The  face  of  Ciesar,  they  are  vaniiihed. 

CaL  4^sar,  I  never  stood  on  ceremonies,! 
Yet  now  they  fright  me.     There  is  one  within, 
Besides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  seen. 
Recounts  most  ^rnd  sights  seen  by  the  watch. 
A  lioness  hath  whelped  m  the  streets ; 
A  nd  graves  have  y a wn*d,  and  yielded  up  their  dead ; 
Fierce  fieiy  warriors  fight  upon  the  clouds. 
In  ranks,  and  squadrons,  and  right  form  of  war, 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol : 
The  noise  of  trattle  hurtled'  in  the  air, 
Horses  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan ; 
And  ghosts  i!id  shriek,  and  squeal^  about  the  streets. 

0  CsMar !  these  things  are  beyond  all  use, 
And  1  do  fear  them. 

Cku,  What  can  be  avoided. 

Whose  end  is  purposM  by  the  mighty  gods  ? 
Yet  Ccesar  shall  go  forth :  for  these  pr^ctions 
Are  to  the  worid  in  general,  as  to  Caesar. 

CaL  When  bc^ars  die,  there  are  no  comets  seen; 
The  heavens  themselves  blaze  forth  the  death  of 
princes. 

Cxs.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths ; 
The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 
Of  all  the  wonders  that  1  yet  have  heard, 
It  seems  to  me  most  strange  that  men  should  fear ; 
Seeing  that  death,  a  necessary  end. 
Will  come,  when  it  will  come. 

Re<nUr  a  Servant 

What  say  the  augurers } 

Serv.  They  would  not  have  you  to  stir  forth  to-day. 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  offering  forth. 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beast 

Qes.  The  gods  do  this  in  shame  of  cowardice : 
Caesar  should  be  a  beast  without  a  heart. 
If  he  should  stay  at  home  to-day  for  fear. 
No ;  Caesar  shall  not :  Danger  knows  full  well, 
That  Caesar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  were  two  lions  litterM  in  one  day, 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible ; 
And  Caesar  shall  go  forth. 

Col.  Alas,  my  lord, 

Your  wisdom  is  consumed  in  confidence. 
Do  not  go  forth  to-day :  Call  it  my  fear, 
That  keeps  you  in  the  house,  and  not  your  own. 
WeMl  send  Mark  Antony  to  the  senate-house ; 
And  he  shall  say,  you  are  not  well  to-day : 
Let  me,  upon  my  xnee,  prevail  in  this. 

Qts.  Mark  Antony  shall  say,  I  am  not  well ; 
And,  for  thy  humour,  I  will  stay  at  home. 

Enter  Decius. 

Here's  Decius  Brutus,  he  shall  tell  them  sa 
Dec.  Caesar,  all  hail !  Good  morrow,  worthy 
Caesar : 

1  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  senate-house. 

OcM.  And  you  are  come  in  veiy  happy  time. 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  senators. 
And  tell  them,  that  i  will  not  come  to-day  : 
Cannot,  is  false ;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falser ; 
I  will  not  come  to-dav :  Tell  them  so,  Decius. 

Col.  Say,  he  is  sick. 

Cou.  Shall  Caesar  send  a  lie  f 

Have  I  in  conquest  stretchM  mine  arm  so  far, 
To  be  afeard  to  tell  grey-beards  the  truth  ? 

(1)  Never  paid  a  regard  to  prodi^es  or  omens. 
r2)  Encountered.         (3)  Cfry  with  pain. 
(4)  As  to  •  saint,  for  relict. 


Decius,  go  tell  them,  Caesar  will  not  come. 

Dec.  Most  mighty  Caesar,  let  me  know  some 
cause, 
Lest  I  be  laughM  at,  when  I  tell  them  so. 

Ckts.  The  cause  is  in  mv  will,  I  will  not  come ; 
That  is  enough  to  satisfy  the  senate. 
But,  for  your  private  satisfaction, 
Because  1  love  you,  1  will  let  you  know. 
Calphumia  here,  my  wife,  stays  me  at  home : 
She  dreamt  to-night  she  saw  my  stalua. 
Which  like  a  fountain,  with  a  hundred  spouts. 
Did  run  pure  blood ;  and  many  lusty  Romans 
Came  smiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it 
And  these  does  she  apply  for  warnings,  portents. 
And  evils  imminent ;  and  on  her  knee 
Hath  be^M  that  I  will  stay  at  home  to-day. 

Dec.  Tnis  dream  is  all  amiss  interpreted ; 
It  was  a  vision,  fair  and  fortunate  : 
Your  statue  spouting  blood  in  many  pipes. 
In  which  so  many  smiling  Romans  batn*d. 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Rome  shall  suck 
Reviving  blood ;  and  that  great  men  shall  press 
For  tinctures,  stains,  relics,^  and  cognizance.* 
This  by  Calphumia^s  dream  is  signified. 

Cos.  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it 

Dec.  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  1  can 
sa^: 
And  know  it  now ;  The  senate  have  concluded 
To  give,  this  day,  a  crown  to  mighty  Caesar. 
If  you  shall  send  them  word,  you  will  not  come. 
Their  minds  may  change.     Besides,  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  render*d,  for  some  one  to  say. 
Break  up  (he  senate  till  another  time, 
H^Tien  Coesar^s  w{fe  shail  meet  vnth  better  dreamt. 
If  Caesar  hide  himself,  shall  they  not  whisper, 
Lo^  Ccesar  is  afnud? 
Pardon  me,  Caesar :  for  my  dear,  dear  love 
To  Tour  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this ; 
And  reason  to  my  love  is  liable.^^ 

Cobs.  How  foolish  do  your  fears  seem  now,  Cal- 
phumia ? 
I  am  ashamed  I  did  yield  to  them. — 
Give  me  my  robe,  for  I  will  go : — 

Enter  Publius,  Brutus,  Ligarius,  Melellus,  Cases, 
Trebonius,  eatd  Cinna. 

And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 

Pub.  Good  morrow,  Caesar. 

Gees.  Welcome,  Publius 

What,  Brutus,  are  you  stirrM  so  early  too  ^ 
Good-morrow,  Casca. — Caius  Ligarius, 
Caesar  was  ne'er  so  much  your  enemy, 
As  that  same  ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. — 
What  is't  o'clock  ? 

Bru.  Caesar,  'tis  strucken  eight 

Cos.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtesy. 

Enter  Antony. 

See !  Antony,  that  revels  long  o'nights, 

Is  notwithstanding  up : 

Good-morrow,  Antony. 

Ant.  So  to  most  noble  Caesar 

Cca.  Bid  them  prepare  within : — 
r  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. — 
Now,  Cinna : — Now,  Metellus : — What,  Trebonius  I 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  store  for  you ; 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to-day.        , 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treh.  Caesar,  I  will : — and  so  near  will  I  be, 

[Aside, 
That  your  best  friends  shall  wish  I  had  been  further 

(5)  As  to  a  prince,  for  hoooors. 

(6)  Subordinata. 
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Cat.  Good  fjtiendfl,  go  m,  and  taste  soine  wioe 
with  me; 
And  we,  like  friends,  will  straightway  go  together. 

Bru.  That  every  like  is  not  the  same,  O  Csesar, 
The  heart  of  Brutus  yearnsi  to  think  upon !  [Exe, 

SCEJ^E  III— The  same.  A  afreet  near  the  Cap- 
itoL  Enter  Artemidorus,  reading  a  paper. 
Art.  Ga&sar,  beware  ^Brutus;  take  heed  of 
Cassius;  come  not  near  Casca;  fuxve  an  eye 
Cinna ;  truet  not  Trebonius ;  mark  vxU  Metellus 
Cimber ;  Decius  Brutus  lonee  thee  not ;  thou  hast 
forenged  Caius  Ligarius.  There  is  but  one  mind 
in  au  then  men,  and  it  is  bent  against  Caesar. 
IT  thou  be*st  not  immortal^  look  about  you :  Secu- 
rity gives  loay  to  conspiracy.  The  mighty  gods 
d^endthee!  Thy  loner ^  Arteinidonis. 

Here  will  I  stand,  till  Ccesar  pass  along, 
And  as  a  suitor  will  I  give  him  this. 
My  heart  laments,  that  virtue  cannot  live 
Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation.* 
If  thou  read  this,  O  Caesar,  thou  may*st  live; 
If  not,  Uie  fates  with  traitors  do  contrive.      [Elxit. 

SCEKE  IK.— The  same.  Another  part  of  the 
same  streety  btfore  the  house  qf  Brutus.  Enter 
Portia  and  Lucius. 

Par.  1  pr*ythee,  boy,  run  to  the  senate-house ; 
Stay  not  to  answer  me,  but  get  thee  gone : 
Why  dost  thou  stay  ? 

Jjuc  To  know  my  errand,  madam. 

Por.  1  would  have  had  thee  there,  and  here 
again, 
£r8 1  can  tell  thee  what  thou  sffould*st  do  there.^ 

0  constancy,  be  strong  upon  my  side  I 

Set  a  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue ! 

1  have  a  manV  mind,  but  a  woman's  might. 
How  hard  it  is  (or  women  to  keep  counsel .' — 
Art  thou  here  yet.' 

Luc,  Madam,  what  should  I  do  ? 

Run  to  the  Captol,  and  nothing  else  ? 
And  so  return  to  you,  and  nothmg  else  f 
•  Por.  Yes,  bring  me  word,  boy,  if  thy  lord  look 

well. 
For  be  went  sickly  forth :  And  take  good  note. 
What  Caesar  doth,  what  suitors  press  to  him. 
Hark,  bey!  what  noise  is  that ? 

Jjuc  1  bear  none,  madam. 

Por.  Pr*ythee,  listen  well ; 

I  heard  a  bustling  rumour,  like  a  fray. 
And  the  wind  bnngs  it  from  the  Capitol. 

Luc  Sooth,^  madam,  I  hear  nothing. 

Enter  Soothsayer. 

Por.  Come  hither,  fellow : 

Which  way  hast  thou  been  > 

Sooth.  At  mine  own  house,  good  lady. 

Por.  What  isH o'clock? 

Sooth.  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 

Por.  Is  Caesar  yet  gtxie  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Soo(^.  Madam,  not  yet;  I  ^  to  take  my  stand, 
To  see  him  pass  on  to  the  Capitol. 

Por.  Thou  hast  some  suit  to  Caesar,  hast  thou  not? 

Sooth.  That  I  have,  lady:  if  it  will  please  Caeaar 
To  be  so  good  to  Ciesar,  as  to  hear  me, 
I  shall  beseech  him  to  befriend  himself. 

Por.  Why,  knowest  thou  any  l^arm's  intended 
*       towards  him? 

Sooth.  None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that  I 
fear  may  chance. 
Good-morrow  to  you.     Here  the  street  is  narrow  : 
The  throng  that  follows  Caesar  at  the  heels, 

(1)  Grieves.        (2)  Friend.        (3)  Envy. 


Of  senator*,  of  praetors,  common  suitors. 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  almost  to  death : 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Caeaar  as  he  comes  along.     [Exit. 
Por.  I  must  go  in. — Ah  me  !  how  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  woman  is !  O  Brutus ! 
The  heavens  speed  thee  in  thine  enterprise ! 
Sure,  the  boy  heard  me  : — Brutus  hath  a  suit, 
That  Caesar  will  not  grant. — 0, 1  grow  faint  :— 
Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  lord ; 
Say,  I  am  meny :  come  to  me  anin. 
And  bring  raie  word  what  he  doth  say  to  thee. 

[ElxeunL 


ACT  in. 


SCEJ^TE  l.—The  same.  The  Capiiol;  the  mnaU 
sitting.  A  crowd  of  people  in  the  street  leading 
to  the  Capitol;  among  them  Artemidorus,  oiuf 
the  Soothsayer.  Flourish.  £nler  Caesar,  Bru- 
tus, Cassius,  Casca,  Decius,  Metellus,  Trebonius, 
Cinna,  Antony,  Lepidus,  Popilius,  Publius,  and 
others. 

Cats.  The  ides  of  March  are  come. 
Sooth.  Ay,  Cassar ;  but  not  gone. 
Art.  Hail,  Caesar !  Read  this  schedule. 
Dec  Trebonius  doth  desire  you  to  o'er-read. 

At  your  best  leisure,  this  his  humble  suit. 
Art.  O,  Caesar,  read  mine  first;  for  mine's  a  suit 

That  touches  Caesar  nearer :  Read  it,  great  Caesar. 
Oes.  What  touches  us  ourself,  shall  ht  last  serv'd. 
Art.  Delay  not,  Caesar ;  read  it  instantly. 
Cces.  What,  is  the  fellow  mad  ? 
Pub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Cos.  What,  ur|e  vou  your  petitions  in  the  street  ? 

Come  to  the  Capitol. 

Caesar  eniers  the  Capital,  the  rest  following.   All 
the  Senators  rise. 

Pop.  I  wish, your  enteiprise  to-day  may  thrive. 

Cas.  What  enterprise,  Popilius .' 

Pop,  Fare  you  well. 

[Advances  to  Cassar. 

Bru.  What  said  Popilius  Lena? 

C!eij.  He  wish'd  to-dav  our  enterprise  m^ht  thrive. 
I  fear,  our  purpose  is  diMrovered. 

Bru.  Look,  now  he  makes  to  Caesar :  Marie  hina. 

Cas.  Casca,  be  sudden,  for  we  fear  prevention.— 
Brutus,  what  shall  be  done  ?  If  this  be  known, 
Cassius  or  Caesar  never  shall  tuni  back. 
For  I  will  slay  myself. 

Bru.  Cassius,  be  constant : 

Popilius  Lena  speaks  not  of  our  purooses : 
F'or,  look,  he  smiles,  and  Caesar  doth  not  chaise. 

Cos.  Trebonius  knows  his  time ;  for,  look  yoo, 
Brutus, 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  wa^. 

[Exeunt  Antony  emd  Trebonius.   Ca?sar 
and  the  Senators  take  their  seats. 

Dec  WTiere  is  Metellus  Cimber  ?  Let  him  go, 
And  presently  prefer  his  suit  to  Caesar. 

Bru.  He  is  address'd  :>  press  near,  and  second 
him. 

Cin.  Casca,  you  are  the  fint  that  rears  your  hand. 

Cas.  Are  we  all  ready  ?  what  is  now  amiss, 
That  Caesar  and  his  senate  must  redress  ? 

Met.  Most  high,  most  mighty,  and  most  puissani 
Caesar, 
Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  seat 
An  humble  heart :—  [  Kneeling 


(4)  Really. 


(5)  Ready. 
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Oes.  I  must  prevent  thee,  Cimber. 

These  coachings,  and  tbeae  lowly  courtesies, 
Mi^t  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men ; 
And  turn  pre-ordinance,  and  first  decree, 
Into  the  law  of  children.     Be  not  fond, 
To  think  that  Ceesar  bears  such  rebel  blood. 
That  will  be  thaw*d  from  the  true  quality 
With  that  which  melteth  fools;  I  nnean,  sweet  words, 
Low-crooked  curtesies,  and  ba:«e  spaniel  fawning. 
Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banishea ; 
If  thou  dost  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 
I  spurn  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know,  Ciesar  doth  not  wrong ;  nor  without  cause 
Will  he  be  satisfied. 

Met.  Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own. 
To  sound  more  sweetly  in  great  Caesar's  ear. 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banishM  brother? 

Bru.  I  kiss  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattei^',  Caesar ; 
Aesiring  thee,  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

Cces.  What,  Brutus ! 

Cos,  Pardon,  C«sar ;  Caesar,  pardon  : 

As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cassius  fall, 
To  beg  enfranchisement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

Ctts.  I  could  be  well  movM,  if  I  were  as  you ; 
If  I  could  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  move  me : 
But  I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star. 
Of  whose  true-fix'd,  and  resting  quality. 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament 
The  skies  are  painted  with  unnumber*d  sparks, 
They  are  all  fire,  and  eveir  one  doth  shine  ; 
But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place  : 
So,  in  the  world  ;  *Tis  fumish'd  well  with  men. 
And  men  are  flesh  and  blood,  and  apprehensive  ;i 
Yet,  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unassailable  holds  on  his  rank, 3 
Unj»hakM  of  motion  :>  and,  that  [  am  he, 
Lc*t  me  a  little  show  it,  even  in  this ; 
That  I  was  constant,  Cimber  should  be  banishM, 
A  nd  constant  do  remain  to  keep  him  so. 

Cin.  O  Caesar, 

Ccu.  Hence!  Will  thou  lift  up  Olympus  ? 

Dee.  Great  Caesar, 

Qes.  Doth  not  Brutus  bootless^  kneel  ? 

Casca.  Speak,  hands,  for  me. 

[Casca  stabs  Caesar  in  the  ruck.  Caesar  catches 
hold  of  his  arm.  He  is  then  stabbed  by  seve- 
ral other  conspirators^  and  at  last  by  Mar- 
cus Brutus. 

Csea.  Et  tu,  BmU?^— Then,  fall,  Caesar. 

[Dies.     The  Senators  and  People  retire  in 
confusion. 

Cin.  Liberty  !  Freedom !  Tyranny  is  dead  !— 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  streets. 

Cos.  Some  to  the  conunon  pulpits,  and  cry  out, 
Ubertyy  freedom,  and  enfranchisement .' 

Bru.  People,  and  senators !  be  not  affripfhted ; 
Fly  not ;  stand  still : — ambition's  debt  is  paid. 

Casca.  Go  to  the  pulpit,  Brutus. 

Dec  And  Cassius  too 

Bru.  Where's  Publius .? 

Cin.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 

Jiet.  Stand  fast  together,  lest  some  friend  of 
Caesar's 
Should  chance — 

Bru.  Talk  not  of  standing; — Publius,  good  cheer, 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  vour  person, 
ffor  to  a  Roman  else  :  so  tell  them,  Publius. 

Cas.  And  leave  us,  Publius ;  lest  that  the  people, 
R— hmg  on  us,  should  do  your  age  some  mischief. 

Bru.  Do  so; — and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed. 


0)  Intelligrnt 
C3}  Solicitation. 


(2)  Contiuiins  to  hold  it 


But  we  the  doers. 


Re-enter  Treboniut. 


Cas.  Where's  Antony  .> 

Treb.  Fled  to  his  house  amaz'd : 

Men,  wives,  and  children,  stare,  cry  out,  and  run, 
As  it  were  doomsday. 

'Bru.        Fates  !  we  will  know  your  pleaf  urea : 
That  we  shall  die,  we  know ;  'tis  but  the  time. 
And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  stand  upon. 

Cas.  Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life. 
Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bru.  Grant  tnat,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit : 
So  are  we  Caesar's  friends,  that  have  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death. — Stoop,  Romans,  stoop, 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Caesar's  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  besmear  our  swords : 
Tnen  walk  we  forth,  even  to  the  market-place 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads. 
Let's  all  cry,  Peace!  Freedom !  and  Liberty  ! 

Cas.  Stoop  then,  and  wash.^    How  many  ages 
hence. 
Shall  this  our  lofty  scene  be  acted  over. 
In  states  unborn,  and  accents  yet  unknown  f 

Bru.  How  many  times  shall  Caesar  bleed  in  sport, 
That  now  on  Pompey's  basis  lies  along, 
iXo  worthier  than  tne  dust  f 

Cas.  So  oft  as  that  shall  be, 

So  often  shall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd 
The  men  that  gave  oar  countrr  liberty. 

Dec.  What,  shall  we  forth .' 

Cas.  Ay,  eveiy  man  away: 

Brutus  shall  lead;  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  most  boldest  and  best  hearts  of  Rome. 

ErUer  a  Servant 

Bru.  Soft,  who  comes  here .'  A  friend  of  Antony's. 

Serv.  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  master  bid  me  kneel; 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down : 
And,  being  prostrate,  thus  he  bade  me  say : 
Brutus  is  nobl^,  wise,  valiant,  and  honest ; 
Caesar  was  mighty,  bold,  royal,  and  loving  : 
Say,  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him ; 
Say,  I  fear'd  Caesar,  honour'd  him,  and  lov'd  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouchsafe,  that  Antony 
May  safely  come  to  him,  and  be  resolv'd 
How  Caesar  hath  deserv'd  to  lie  in  death, 
Mark  Antony  shall  not  love  Caesar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living ;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus, 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  state. 
With  all  true  faith.     So  says  my  master  Antony. 

Bru.  Thy  master  is  a  wise  and  valiant  Roman  ; 
I  never  thought  him  worse. 
Tell  him,  so  please  him  come  unto  this  place. 
He  shall  be  satisfied ;  and,  by  my  honour. 
Depart  untouch'd. 

Serv.  I'll  fetch  him  presently. 

[Exit  Servant 

Bru.  I  know,  that  we  shall  have  him  well  to 
friend. 

Cas.  I  wish,  we  may  ;  but  yet  have  I  a  mind. 
That  fears  him  much  ;  and  my  misgiving  still 
Falls  shrewdly  to  the  purpose. 

Re-enter  Antony. 
Bru.  But  here  comes  Antony.— Welcome,  Mark 

Antony. 
Ant.  O  mighty  Cajsar !  Dost  thou  lie  so  low  ? 
.\re  all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils, 
Shrunk  to  this  little  measure.'— Fare  thee  well.— 


(4)  Unsuccessfully. 
(6)  In  Caesar's  blood. 


(5)  And  thou,  Bmius  ? 
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Aetnt 


I  know  not,  gentlemen,  what  yoa  intend. 

Who  else  must  be  let  blood,  who  else  is  rank  ;l 

If  I  myself,  there  is  no  hour  so  fit 

As  Caesar's  death's  hoar ;  nor  no  instrument 

Of  half  that  worth,  as  those  jam  swords,  made  rich 

With  the  most  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 

I  do  beseech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 

Now,  whilst  yonr  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  smoke, 

Fulfil  your  pleasure.     Live  a  thousand  years, 

I  shall  not  find  myself  so  apt  to  die : 

No  place  will  please  me  so,  no  mean  of  death, 

As  here  by  Ciesar,  and  \>y  jcn  cut  ofll^ 

The  choice  and  master  spirits  of  this  age. 

Bru.  O  Antony !  beg  not  your  death  of  ua. 
Though  now  we  must  appear  bloody  and  cruel, 
As,  by  oar  hands,  and  this  our  present  act, 
Yoa  see  we  do;  yet  see  you  but  our  hands, 
And  this  the  bleeding  business  they  have  done : 
Our  hearts  you  see  not,  they  are  pitifiil ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  oT  Rome 
(As  m  drives  out  fire,  so  pity,  pijjf 0 
Hath  done  thu  deed  on  Csesar.    For  your  part, 
Toyou  oar  swords  haveleaden  points,  Mark  Antony: 
Our  arms,  in  strength  of  malice,  and  our  hearts. 
Of  brothers'  temper,  do  receive  you  in 
With  all  kind  love,  eood  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Cat.  Your  voice  shall  be  as  strong  as  any  man's, 
In  the  disposing  of  new  dignities. 

Bru.  Only  be  patient,  till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  beside  themselves  with  fear, 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  cause, 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Caesar  when  I  struck  him, 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

AnL  I  doubt  not  of  yoar  wisdom. 

Let  each  man  render  roe  his  bloody  hand : 
Fint,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  shake  with  you : — 
Next,  Caius  Cassius,  do  I  take  your  hand ; — 
Now,  Decitts  Brutus,  yours ; — nowyoon,  Metellus; 
Yours,  Cinna ;— and,  my  valiant  Casca,  yours ; — 
Though  last,  not  least  in  love,  yours,  good  Tre- 

bonius. 
Gentlemen  all,— alas !  what  shall  I  say  ? 
My  credit  now  stands  on  such  slippeiy  ground, 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  yoa  must  conceit  me. 
Either  a  coward  or  a  flatterer. — 
That  I  did  love  thee,  Caesar,  O,  'tis  true : 
If  then  thy  spirit  look  upon  us  now, 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee,  nearer  than  thy  death. 
To  see  thr  Antony  making  his  peace, 
Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes. 
Most  noble !  in  the  presence  of  thy  corse .' 
Had  I  as  many  eyes  as  thou  hast  wounds. 
Weeping  as  nst  as  they  stream  forth  thy  blood. 
It  would  become  me  better,  than  to  close 
In  terms  of  friendship  with  tiiine  enemies. 
Pardon  me,  Julius ! — Here  wast  thoubay'd,  brave 

hart; 
Here  didst  thou  fall ;  and  here  thy  hunters  stand, 
Sign'd  in  thy  spoil,  and  crimson'd  in  thy  letbe. 
O  world !  thou  wast  the  forest  to  this  hart ; 
And  this,  indeed,  O  world,  the  heart  of  thee. — 
How  like  a  deer,  stricken  by  many  princes. 
Dost  thou  here  lie.' 

Oa$.  Mark  Antony^ 

Jint  Phrdon  me,  Caius  Cassius : 

The  enemies  of  Caesar  shall  say  this ; 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modesty. 

Cat.  I  blame  you  not  for  praising  Caesar  so; 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us.' 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  friends ; 
Or  sfaiall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

(1)  Grown  too  high  for  the  public  safety. 

(2)  Coune.    (3)  The  signal  for  giving  no  quarter. 


Ani.  Therefore  I  look  yoi^  hands ;  batwM,inr 
deed, 
Sway'd  from  the  point,  by  kxJcing  down  oo  Caeaar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all ; 
Uuon  this  hope,  that  you  shall  give  me  reasons, 
W  hy,  and  wnerein,  Caeaar  was  dangerous. 

Bru.  Or  else  were  this  a  savage  spectacle : 
Our  reasons  are  so  full  of  good  renrd, 
That  were  yoa,  Antony,  the  son  ot  CsMar, 
You  should'^be  satisfied. 

Ant  That's  all  I  seek: 

And  am  moreover  suitor,  that  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  market-place ; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend, 
Spe^k  in  the  order  of  his  funeral. 

^m.  Yoa  shall,  Mark  Antony. 

Cat.  Bratos,  a  word  with  yoL 

You  know  not  what  yoa  do ;  Do  not  c 


That  Antony  speak  in  his  funeral : 

Know  you  biow  much  the  people  may  be  mor'd 

By  that  which  be  will  utter  ? 

Bru,  By  yoor  pardon;— 

I  will  myself  into  the  pnlpit  first. 
And  show  the  reaaon  of  our  Caeaar's  deaflk : 
What  Antony  shall  speak,  I  will  protest 
He  speaks  by  leave  and  hr  permission ; 
And  that  we  are  contenteo,  Caesar  shall 
Have  all  true  rites,  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
it  shall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong. 

Cat^  I  know  not  what  may  fall ;  I  like  it  not 

Bru.  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  yoa  Csesar*s  body 
You  shall  not  in  your  funeral  speech  blame  us, 
But  speak  all  good  you  can  devise  of  Caesar ; 
And  say,  you  do't  l^  our  permission ; 
Else  shall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  funeral :  And  you  shall  speak 
In  the  same  pulpit  whereto  I  am  gomg, 
AAermy  speech  is  ended. 

Ant.  Be  it  so; 

I  desire  no  more. 

Bru.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  m. 

[Extuni  aU  Imi  Antoiw. 

Ant.  O,  pardon  me,  thou  piece  of  bleeding  earth. 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  butchen! 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man. 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide9  of  times. 
Wo  to  the  hand  that  shed  this  costly  blood ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophesy, — 
Which,  like  dumb  moutfis,  oo  ope  their  ruby  lips. 
To  b^  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue ; — 
A  curse  shall  light  upon  the  limbs  or  men ; 
I>>me8tic  fuiy,  and  fierce  civil  strife, 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parU  of  Ital^ : 
Blood  and  destruction  shall  be  so  m  use, 
And  dreadful  objects  so  famiUar, 
That  mothers  shall  but  smile,  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  ouarter'd  with  the  hands  of  war; 
All  pity  chok'a  with  custom  of  fell  deeds ; 
And  Csesar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge. 
With  At^  by  his  side,  come  hot  from  hell. 
Shall  in  these  confines,  with  a  monarch's  voioe, 
Ciy  HavoCt*  and  let  slip<  the  dogs  of  war ; 
That  this  foul  deed  shall  smell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  a  Servant 

You  serve  Octayius  Caesar,  do  yoa  not  ? 
Serv.  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 
Ani.  Caesar  (jlid  write  for  him  to  come  to  Roma 
Serv.  He  did  receive  his  letters,  and  is  coming 

(4)  To  let  slip  a  dog  at  a  deer,  ^.  was  the 
technical  phrase  of  Shakspeare's  tune. 
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And  bid  me  say  to  you  by  word  of  mouth,— 

O  Cesar ! [Seeing  the  body. 

Ant  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  thee  apart  and  weep. 
PasMOQ,  I  see,  is  catching :  for  mine  eyes, 
"Seeing  those  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine, 
B^an  to  water.     Is  thy  master  coming  ? 

Serv.  He  lies  to-night  within  seven  leagues  of 
Rwne. 

Ant  Post  back  with  speed,  and  tell  him  what 
hath  chanced  : 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  safety  for  Octavius  yet ; 
Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  so.     Yet  stay  a  while  ; 
Thou  shalt  not  back,  till  I  have  borne  this  corse 
Into  the  market-place :  there  shall  I  try, 
In  my  oration,  how  the  people  take 
The  cruel  issue  of  these  bloody  men ; 
According  to  the  which,  thou  shalt  discourse 
To  young  Octavius  of  the  state  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand.  [Exeunt ^  with  C8e8aT*8  body. 

SCEJVE  ir.^The  same.     The  Forum.    Enter 
Brutus  and  Cassiua,  tmd  a  throng  of  Citizens. 
at.  We  will  be  satisfied ;  let  us  be  satisfied. 
Bru.  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  audience, 
friends. — 

Cassius,  go  you  into  tlie  other  street, 

And  part  the  numbers. — 

Those  that  will  hear  me  speak,  let  them  stay  here; 

Those  that  will  follow  Cassius,  go  with  him ; 

And  public  reasons  shall  be  rendered 

Of  Caesar's  death. 

1  Cii.  I  will  hear  Brutus  speak. 

2  at  I  will  hear  Cassius ;  and  compare  their 

reasons. 
When  severally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

[Exit  Cassius,  with  some  of  the  Citiiens. 
Brutus  goes  into  the  rostrum. 

3  at  The  noble  Brutus  is  ascended :   Silence ! 
Bru.  Be  patient  till  the  last 

Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers!*  hear  me  for  my 
cause ;  and  be  silent  that  you  may  hear :  believe 
me  for  mine  honour;  and  have  respect  to  mine 
booour,  that  you  may  believe  :  censure  me  in  your 
wisdom ;  ana  awake  your  senses  that  ^ou  may  the 
better  judge.  If  there  be  any  in  this  assembly, 
any  dear  friend  of  Caesar's,  to  him  I  say,  that 
Brutiis'  love  to  Caesar  was  no  less  than  his.  If  then 
that  friend  dema'ud,  whr  Brutus  rose  against  Caesar, 
this  is  my  answer, — Not  that  I  loved  Caesar  less, 
but  that  I  k)ved  Rome  more.  Had  you  rather 
Ccesar  were  living,  and  die  all  slaves ;  than  that 
Caesar  were  deao,  to  live  all  free  men  ?  As  Caesar 
loved  me,  I  weep  for  him ;  as  he  was  fortunate,  I 
rejoice  at  it;  as  he  was  valiant,  I  honour  him:  but, 
as  he  was  ambitious,  I  slew  him ;  There  is  tears, 
for  his  love ;  ioy,  for  his  fortune ;  honour,  for  his 
valour ;  and  death,  for  his  ambition.  Who  is  here 
•o  base,  that  would  be  a  bondman  ^  If  any,  speak ; 
ibrhim  have  I  offended.  Who  is  here  so  rude  that 
would  not  be  a  Roman  ?  If  any,  speak ;  for  him 
have  I  offended.  Who  is  here  so  vile,  that  will  not 
lore  his  country  .>  If  any,  speak ;  for  him  have  I 
offended.     I  pause  for  a  reply. 

CU.  None,  Brutus,  none. 

[Several  speaking  at  once. 

Bru.  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done 
DO  more  to  Caesar,  than  you  should  d^*  to  Brutus, 
The  question  of  his  death  is  enrolled  in  ihe  Capitol : 
his  glory  not  extenuated,  wherein  he  was  worthy ; 
nor  his  offences  enfoiced,  for  which  he  suffered 
death. 

(1)  Friends. 


Enter  Antony  and  others,  with  Caesar's  body. 

Here  comes  his  body,  mourned  b^  Mark  Antony : 
who,  though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  shall  re- 
ceive the  benefit  of  his  dying,  a  place  in  the  com- 
monwealth; As  which  of  vou  shall  not.^  Wilh 
this  I  depart ;  That,  as  I  slew  my  best  lover  for 
the  good  of  Rome,  I  have  the  same  dagger  for  my- 
self, when  it  shall  please  my  countiy  to  need  my 
death. 
at.  Live,  Brutus,  live !  live ! 

1  Cii.  Bring  him  with  triumph  home  unto  his 

house. 

2  at.  Give  him  a  statue  with  his  ancestors. 

3  at  Let  him  be  Caesar. 

4  at  Caesar's  better  parts 
Shall  now  be  crown'd  in  Brutus. 

1  at  We'll  bring  him  to  his  house  with  shouts 

and  clamours. 
Bru.  My  countrymen, • 

2  at  Peace ;  silence !  Brutus  speaks. 
1  at  Peace;  ho! 

Bru.  Good  countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone, 
And,  for  my  sake,  stay  here  with  Antony  : 
Do  grace  to  Caesar's  corpse,  and  grace  his  speech 
Tending  to  Caesar's  glories ;  which  Mark  Antony, 
By  our  permission,  is  allow'd  to  make. 
I  do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart. 
Save  I  alone,  till  Antony  have  spoke.  [Exit 

1  at  Stay,  ho !  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony. 

3  at  Let  him  go  up  into  the  public  chair ; 
We'll  hear  him :— Noble  Antony,  go  up. 

Ant  For  Brutus'  sake,  I  am  beholden  to  yoa. 

4  at  What  does  he  sav  of  Brutus  ? 

3  at  He  says,  for  Brutus'  sake. 
He  finds  himself  beholden  to  us  all. 

4  at.  'Twere  best  he  speak  no  harm  of  Brutus 

here. 

1  at  This  Caesar  was  a  tyrant. 

3  at  Nay,  that's  certain : 

We  are  bless'd,  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

2  at.  Peace ;  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  say. 
Ant.  You  gentle  Romans, 

at  Peace,  ho !  let  us  hear  him. 

Ant.   Friends,  Romans,  countiymen,  lend  me 
your  ears ; 
I  come  to  bury  Caesar,  not  to  praise  him. 
The  evil,  that  men  do,  lives  after  them ; 
The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones ; 
So  let  it  be  with  Caesar.     The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you,  Caesar  was  ambitious : 
if  it  were  so,  it  was  a  grievous  fault ; 
And  grievously  hath  Caesar  answer'd  it 
Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus,  and  the  rest, 
^For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man  ; 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men ;) 
Come  I  to  speak  in  Caesar's  funeral. 
He  was  my  friend,  faithful  and  just  to  me : 
But  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome, 
Whose  ransoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill : 
Did  this  in  Giesar  seem  ambitious? 
When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  Caesar  hath  wept : 
Ambition  shoula  be  made  of  sterner  stuff: 
Yet  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
You  all  did  see,  that  on  the  Lupercal, 
I  thrice  presented  him  a  kingly  crown. 
Which  he  did  thrice  refuse.     Was  this  ambition  * 
Yet  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious ; 
And,  sure,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 
I  speak  not  to  disprove  what  Brutus  spoke, 
But  here  I  am  to  speak  what  I  do  know. 
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Yon  all  did  lore  him  once,  not  withoat  cause ; 
What  cause  withholds  you  then  to  nKNim  for  him  ? 

0  judgment,  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts. 
And  men  have  lost  their  reason ! — Bear  with  me ; 
My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Csesar, 

And  I  must  paune  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

1  Cii.  Methiulu,  there  is  much  reason  in  his 

sayings. 

2  at  If  thou  consider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Oesar  has  had  great  wrong. 

3  at.  Has  he,  masters  ? 

1  fear,  there  will  a  worse  come  in  his  place. 

4  at.  MarkMye  his  words?  He  would  not  take 

the  crown ; 
Therefore,  *tis  certain,  he  was  not  ambitious. 

1  at.  If  it  be  found  so,  some  will  dear  abide  it. 

2  at.  Poor  soul !  his  eyes  are  red  as  fire  with 

weeping. 

3  at.  There^s  not  a  nobler  man  in  Rome,  than 

Antony. 

4  at.  Now  mark  him,  he  b^ns  again  to  speak. 
Ani.  But  yesterday,  the  word  of  Cssar  might 

Have  stood  against  the  world :  now  lies  he  there, 
And  none  so  poor*  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  masters !  it  I  were  disposed  to  stir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  should  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Cassius  wrong, 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  honourable  men  : 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong ;  I  rather  choose 
To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myself  and  you. 
Than  I  will  wrong  such  honourable  men. 
But  here*s  a  parchment,  with  the  seal  of  Cesar, 
I  found  it  in  nis  closet,  *tis  his  will : 
Let  but  the  commons  hear  this  testament, 
(Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read,) 
And  they  would  go  and  kiss  dead  Caesar*s  wounds. 
And  dip  their  napkins?  in  his  sacred  blood ; 
Yea,  he^  a  hair  of  him  for  memoiy, 
And,  dying,  mention  it  within  their  wills, 
Bequeathing  it,  as  a  rich  legacy, 
Upto  their  issue. 

4  at.  We'll  hear  the  will :  Read  it,  Mark  Antony. 

at.  The  will,  the  will ;  we  will  hear  Csebar's  will. 

Ant  Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  I  must  not 
read  it; 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Csesar  lov*d  you. 
You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  stones,  but  men ; 
And,  being  men,  bearing  the  will  of  Cesar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad : 
*Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  heirs ; 
For  if  you  should,  O,  what  would  come  of  it ! 

4  at.  Read  the  will ;  we  will  hear  it,  Antony 
You  shall  read  us  the  will ;  Csesar's  will. 

Ani.  Will  you  be  patient?  Will  you  stay  a  while? 
I  have  overshot  myself,  to  tell  you  of  it 
I  fear,  I  wrong  the  honourable  men. 
Whose  daggers  have  6tabb*d  Csesar :  T  do  fear  it. 

4  at.  They  were  traitors :  Honourable  men ! 

at.  The  will !  the  testament ! 

2  at  They  were  villains,  murderers ;  The  will ! 
read  the  will ! 

Ant.  You  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  will  f 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corpse  of  Cserar, 
And  let  me  show  you  him  that  made  the  will. 
Shall  I  descend  f  And  will  you  give  me  leave  f 

at.  Comedown. 

2  at  Descend. 

[He  comes  down  from  (he  pulpit 

3  at  You  shall  have  leave. 

4  at  A  ring;  stand  round. 

(1)  The  meanest  roan  is  now  too  high  to  do 
re  vcrence  to  Ctesar. 

(2)  Handkerchiefs. 


1  at  Stand  from  the  hearse,  stand  from  the  body. 

2  at  Room  for  Antony ; — most  noble  Antony. 
Ant.  Nay,  prera  not  so  upon  me ;  stand  far  oif. 
at.  Stand  back !  room .'  bear  back ! 

Ani.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  shed  them 
now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle :  I  remember 
The  first  time  ever  Caesar  put  it  on ; 
'Twas  on  a  summer's  evening,  in  his  tent ; 
That  day  he  overcame  the  Nervii ; — 
Look !  in  this  place,  ran  Cassius*  dagger  through : 
See,  what  a  rent  the  envMUS  Casca  made  : 
Through  this,  the  well  beloved  Bnitus  stabb*d; 
And,  as  he  pluck*d  his  cursed  steel  away, 
Mark  how  the  blood  of  Caesar  followed  it ; 
As  rushing  out  of  doors,  to  be  resolvM 
If  Brutus  so  unkindly  knock*d,  or  no; 
For  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  Ceesar*8  aneel : 
Judge,  O  you  gods,  how  dearly  Caesar  lovM  him ! 
This  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all  : 
For  when  the  noble  Caesar  saw  him  stab. 
Ingratitude,  more  strong  than  traitors*  arms. 
Quite  vanquished  him:  then  burst  his  mighty  heart; 
And,  in  his  mantle  muflSiing  up  his  face. 
Even  at  the  base  of  Pompey*s  statua,* 
Which  all  the  while  ran  olood,  great  Caesar  felL 
O,  what  a  fall  was  there,  mj  countrvinen ! 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of*^  us  fell  down. 
Whilst  bloody  treason  flourish'd  over  us.^ 
O,  now  you  weep ;  and,  I  perceive,  you  feel 
The  dint^  of  pity  :  these  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  souls,  wnat,  weep  you,  when  you  but  behold 
Our  Caesar's  vesture  wounded  ?  Look  you  here. 
Here  is  himself,  marr'd,  as  you  see,  with  traitors. 

1  at  O  piteous  spectacle ! 

2  at  O  noble  Caesar! 
sat  Owofiilday! 

4  at  O  traitors,  villains ! 

1  at  O  most  bloody  sight ! 

2  at  W^e  will  be  revenged:  revenge ;  about,~ 
seek, — ^bum, — fire, — kill, — ^slay ! — let  not  a  traitor 
live. 

Ant  Stay,  countiyroen. 

1  at  Peace  there:— Hear  the  noble  Antony. 

2  at  We'U  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him,  we'll 
die  with  him. 

Ani.  Good  friends,  sweet  friends,  let  me  not  stir 
you  up 
To  such  a  sudden  flood  of  mutiny. 
They,  that  have  done  this  deed,  are  honourable ; 
What  private  griefs^  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not, 
That  made  them  do  it ;  they  are  wise  and  honour- 
able, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reasons  answer  yoa 
I  come  not,  friends,  to  steal  away  your  hearts ; 
I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is : 
But,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  man, 
That  love  my  friend ;  and  that  they  know  full  well 
That  gave  me  public  leave  to  speak  of  him. 
For  I  nave  neitner  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 
Action,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  speech. 
To  stir  men's  blood :  I  only  speak  right  on ; 
I  tell  you  that,  which  you  yourselves  do  know  ; 
Show  you  sweet  Ciesar's  wounds,  poor,  poor  dumb 

mouths. 
And  bid  them  speak  for  me :  But  were  I  Bratos, 
And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  ruffle  up  your  spirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  eveiy  wound  of  Caesar,  that  should  move 

(3)  Statua  for  statue,  is  common  among  the  old 
writers. 

(4)  Was  successful.  (5)  Impression. 
(8)  Grievances. 
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The  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  mutiny. 
at.  We'll  mutiny. 

1  at.  We'll  burn  the  house  of  Brutus. 

3  at  Away  then,  come,  seek  the  conspirators. 
Ant.  Yet  hear  me,  countrymen ;  yet  hear  me 

speak. 
at  Peace,ho!  Hear  Antony,most  noble  Antony. 
Ant.  \Miy,  friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not 
what: 
Wherein  hath  Ctesar  thus  descrv'd  your  loves  .^ 
Alas,  you  know  not: — I  must  tell  you  then:  — 
You  have  forgot  the  will  I  told  you  of 

CU.  Most  true; — the  will;'— let's  stay,  and  hear 

the  will. 
Ani.  Here  is  the  will,  and  under  Caesar's  seal. 
To  every  Roman  citizen  he  gives. 
To  ever}'  several  man,  seventy-five  drachmas. ' 

2  Gt.  Most  noble  Caesar ! — we'll  revenge  his 

death. 

sat  O  royal  Casar! 

Ant  Hear  me  with  patience. 

at  Peace,  ho! 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  walks, 
His  private  arbours,  and  new-planted  orchards, 
On  this  side  Tvber;  he  hath  left  them  you, 
And  to  your  heirs  for  ever;  common  pleasures. 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  yourselves. 
Here  was  a  Caesar:   When  comes  such  another.^ 

1  at  Never,  never: — Come,  away,  away: 
W"e'll  burn  his  bodv  in  the  holy  place. 

And  with  the  branos  fire  the  traitors'  houses. 
Take  up  the  body. 

2  at  Go,  fetch  fire. 

3  at  Pluck  down  benches. 

4  at.  Pluck  down  forms,  windows,  any  thing. 

[Exeunt  Citizens,  ttrith  the  body. 
Ant.  Now  let  it  work:  Mischief,  thou  art  afoot. 
Take  thou  what  course  thou  wilt! — How  now, 
fellow  ^ 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Sen).  Sir,  Octavins  is  already  come  to  Rome. 

Ant.  Where  is  he  .> 

Serv.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Caesar's  house. 

Ani.  And  thither  will  I  straight  to  visit  him: 
He  comes  upon  a  wish.     Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Serv.  I  heard  him  say,  Brutus  and  Cassius 
Are  rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belike,  they  had  some  notice  of  the  people. 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.  Bring  me  to  Octavius. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJ^E   IIL—The  same.     A  street.     Enter 
Cinna,  the  Poet 

On.  I  dreamt  to-night,  that  I  did  feast  with 
Caesar, 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  phantasy : 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  ofdoors. 
Yet  something  leads  me  forth. 

Enter  Citizens. 

1  at.  What  is  your  name.^ 

2  at  Whither  are  you  going? 

3  at  Where  do  you  dwell .? 

4  at.  Are  you  a  married  man,  or  a  bachelor.' 

2  CiL  Answer  every  man  directly. 
1  at.  Ay,  and  briefly. 

4  at.  Ay,  and  wisely. 

3  at  Ay,  and  truly,  you  were  best. 

an.  What  is  my  name  ?  Wliitheram  I  going? 
Where  do  I  dwell  ?    Am  I  a  married  man,  or  a 

(1)  Greek  coin.  I 


bachelor?  Then  to  answer  every  man  directly, 
and  briefly,  wisely,  and  truly,  Wisely  I  say,  I  am 
a  bachelor. 

2  at.  That's  as  much  as  to  say,  they  are  fpols 
that  marry: — You'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  I 
fear.  Proceed ;  directly. 

an.  Directly,  I  am  going  to  Caesar's  funeral. 

1  at.  As  a  friend,  or  an  enemy  ? 
an.  As  a  friend. 

2  at.  That  matter  is  answer'd  directly. 
4  at.  For  your  dwelling, — briefly. 
an.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 

3  at  Your  name,  sir,  truly. 
an.  Truly,  my  name  is  Cinna. 

1  at  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  conspirator. 
an.  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 

4  at  Tear  him  for  his  bad  verses,  tear  him 
for  his  bad  verses. 

2  at.  It  is  no  matter, his  name's  Cinna;  pluck 
but  his  name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

3  at.  Tear  him,  tear  him.  Come,  brands,  ho ! 
fire-brands.  To  Brutus',  to  Qassius' ;  burn  all. 
Some  to  Decius'  house,  and  some  to  Casca's; 
some  to  Ligarius' : — away;  go.  [Exeunt 


ACT  IV. 

SCEJVE  I.— The  same.  A  room  tn  Antony's 
house.  Antony,  Octavius,  and  Lepidus,  seated 
at  a  tahk. 

Ant  These  many  then  shall  die ;  their  names 
are  prick'd. 

Oct.  Your  brother  too  must  die ;  Consent  you, 
Lepidus  ? 

Lep.  I  do  consent. 

Oct.  Prick'  him  down,  Antony. 

Lep.  Upon  condition  Publius  shall  not  live. 
Who  is  your  sister's  son,  Mark  Antony. 

Ani.    He  shall  not  live;  look,  with  a  spot  I 
damn'  him. 
But,  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Caesar's  house ; 
Fetch  the  will  hither,  and  we  will  determine 
How  to  cut  ofl'some  charge  in  legacies. 

Lep.  What,  shall  I  find  you  here  ? 

Oct  Or  here,  or  at 

The  Capitol.  [Exit  Lepidus. 

Ant  This  is  a  slight  unmeritable  man, 
Meet  to  be  sent  on  errands :  Is  it  fit. 
The  three-fold  world  divided,  he  .«hould  stand 
One  of  the  three  to  share  it? 

Oct  So  you  thought  him, 

And  took  his  voice  who  should  be  prick'd  to  die, 
In  our  black  sentence  and  proscription. 

Ant  Octavius,  I  have  seen  more  days  than  you 
And  though  we  lay  these  honours  on  this  man, 
To  ease  ourselves  of  divers  slanderous  loads, 
He  shall  but  bear  them  as  the  ass  bears  gold ; 
To  groan  and  sweat  under  the  business. 
Blither  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way ; 
And  having  brought  our  treasure  where  we  will, 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  oO, 
Like  to  the  empty  ass,  to  shake  his  ears. 
And  graze  in  commons. 

Oct  You  may  do  your  will , 

But  he's  a  tried  and  valiant  soldier. 

Ant   So  is  my  horse,  Octavius ;  and,  for  that, 
I  do  appoint  him  store  of  provender. 
It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  fight. 
To  wind,  to  stop,  to  run  directly  on ; 

(2)  Set,  mark.         (3)  Condemn. 
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His  corporal  motion  govem'd  by  my  spirit 

And,  in  some  taste,  ia  Lepldus  but  so ; 

He  must  be  taught,  and  traioM,  and  bid  go  forth  : 

A  barren-spirited  fellow ;  one  that  feeds 

On  objects,  arts,  and  imitations ; 

Which,  out  of  use,  and  stalM  by  other  men, 

Beg^n  his  fashion  :  Do  not  talk  of  him, 

But  as  a  property.'     And  now,  Octavius, 

Listen  great  things — Brutus  and  Cassius 

Are  levying  powers  :  we  must  straight  make  bead : 

Therefore,  let  our  alliance  be  combinM, 

Our  best  friends  made,  and  our  best  means  stretched 

out; 
And  let  us  presently  go  sit  in  council, 
How  covert  matters  may  be  best  di8clos*d. 
And  open  perils  surest  answerM. 

Oct.  Let  us  do  so ;  for  we  are  at  the  stake, 
And  bay'd?  about  with  many  enemies ; 
And  some,  that  smile,  have  m  their  hearts,  I  fear. 
Millions  of  mischief.  [ElxeurU. 

SCEJSTE  f [.—Before  Brutus's  tent,  in  the  camp 
near  Sardis.  Drum.  Enter  Brutus,  Lucilius, 
Lucius,  and  Soldiers:  Titimus  and  Pindarus 
meeting  them. 

Bru.  Stand  here. 

Laic.  Give  the  word,  ho  !  and  stand. 

Bru.  What  now,  Lucilius?  is  Cassius  near? 

Luc.  He  is  at  hand ;  and  Pindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  salutation  from  his  master. 

[Pindarus  gives  a  letter  to  Brutus. 

Bru.  He  greets  me  well. — Your  master,  Pin- 
darus, 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  officers. 
Hath  given  me  some  worthy  cause  to  wish 
Things  done,  undone :  but,  if  he  be  at  hand, 
I  shall  be  satisfied. 

Pin.  I  do  not  doubt, 

But  that  my  noble  master  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard,  and  honour. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted. — A  word,  Lucilius: 
How  he  receivM  you,  let  me  be  resolved. 

Luc.  With  courtesy,  and  with  respect  enough  ; 
But  not  with  such  familiar  instances, 
Nor  with  such  free  and  friendly  conference. 
As  he  hath  usM  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  hast  described 

A  hot  friend  cooling :  Ever  note,  Lucilius, 
When  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay. 
It  useth  an  enlorced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  simple  faith ; 
But  hollow  men,  like  horses  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  show  and  promise  of  their  mettle : 
But  when  they  should  endure  the  bloody  spur. 
They  fall  their  crests,  and,  like  deceitful  jades, 
Sink  in  the  trial.     Comes  his  army  on  ? 

Luc.  They  mean  this  night  in  Sardis  to  be  quar- 
tered ; 
The  greater  part,  the  horse  in  general. 
Are  come  with  Cassius.  [March  vnthin. 

Bru.  Hark,  he  is  arnv*d ; — 

March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Enter  Cassius  emd  Soldiers, 
Cos.  Stand,  ho ! 

Bru.  Stand,  ho !  Speak  the  word  along. 
Within.  Stand. 
Within.  Stand- 
Wii/iin.  Stand. 

Cos.    Most  noble  bvother,  you  have  done  me 
wrong. 

(1)  As  a  thing  at  our  disposal. 

(2)  Surrounded,  baited.  (3)  Grievances. 


Bru.  Judge  roe,  you  gods !  Wrong  I  mine  ene- 
mies? 
And,  if  not  so,  how  should  I  wrong  a  brother  ? 

Cos.   Brutus,  this  sober  form  of  yours  hides 
wrongs ; 
And  when  you  do  them 

Bru.  Cassius,  be  content. 

Speak  your  griefs'  softly, — 1  ao  know  you  well : — 
Before  the  eves  of  both  our  armies  here. 
Which  should  perceive  nothing  but  love  from  as. 
Let  us  not  wrangle  :  Bid  them  move  away ; 
Then  in  my  tent,  Cassius,  enlarge  your  griefs. 
And  I  will  give  you  audience. 

Cos.  Pindarus, 

Bid  our  commanders  lead  their  charges  off 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

Bru.  Lucilius,  do  the  like;  and  let  no  man 
Come  to  our  tent,  till  we  have  done  our  conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  door. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJ^E  rn.— Within  the  ten!  of  Brutus.  Lu- 
cius and  Titinius,  at  some  distance  from  it  £i»* 
ier  Brutus  and  Cassius. 

Cos.  That  you  have  wrongM  me,  doth  appesjr 
in  this : 
You  have  condemn'd  and  noted  Lucius  Pellm, 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Surdians; 
Wherein,  my  letters,  praying  on  his  side. 
Because  I  knew  the  man,  were  slighted  oC 

Bru.   You  wrong*d  yourself,  to  write  in  sncli  ■ 
case. 

Cas.  In  such  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice^  offence  should  bear  his  comment 

Bru.  Let  me  tell  you,  Cassius,  you  yourself 
Are  much  condemned  to  have  an  itching  palm; 
To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold, 
To  undeservers. 

Cas.  I  an  itching  palm  ? 

You  know,  that  you  are  Brutus  that  speak  this. 
Or,  by  the  gods,  this  speech  were  else  your  last 

Bru.  The  name  of  Cassius  honours  this  coi^ 
ruption. 
And  chastisement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Cas.  Chastisement! 

Bru.  Remember  March,  the  ides  of  March  re 
member ! 
Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  justice*  take? 
What  villain  touched  his  body,  that  did  stab, 
And  not  for  justice  ?  What,  shall  ohe  of  us. 
That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  world. 
But  for  supporting  robbers ;  shall  we  now 
C(Hitaniinate  our  fingers  with  base  bribes? 
And  sell  the  mighty  space  of  our  large  honours, 
For  so  much  trash,  as  may  be  graspt^  thus  ? — 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay^  the  moon, 
Than  such  a  Roman. 

Cas.  Brutjs,  bay  not  me, 

V\\  not  endure  it :  you  foi^et  yourself. 
To  hedge  me  in  ;6  I  am  a  solaier,  I, 
Older  in  practice,  abler  than  yourself 
To  make  conditions.? 

Bru.  Go  to;  you're  not,  Cisiiai 

Cas.  I  am. 

Bru.  I  say,  you  are  not. 

Cas.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  shall  forget  myself; 
Have  mind  upon  your  health,  tempt  me  no  further 

Bru.  Away,  slieht  man  ! 

Cas.  Is't  possible  ? 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak. 

(4)  Trifling.  (5)  Bait,  bark  at 

(6)  Limit  my  authority. 

(7)  Terms,  fit  to  confer  the  offices  at  my  disponl 
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Aliut  T  give  way  and  room  to  yoar  rash  choler  ? 
Shall  1  be  frighted^  when  a  madman  stares? 

Cos.  Oye  gods!  ye  gods!  Must  I  endure  all  this? 

Bm.  All  this  ?  ay,  more :  Fret,  till  your  proud 
heart  break ; 
Go,  show  yout  slaves  how  choleric  you  are. 
And  {nake  your  bondmen  tremble.  Must  1  bodge  ? 
Must  1  observe  you  ?  Must  I  stand  and  crouch 
Under  your  testy  humour  ?  By  the  gods, 
Yoa  shall  digest  the  venom  of  your  spleen, 
Though  it  do  split  you :  for,  from  this  day  forth, 
IMl  use  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter, 
When  you  are  waspish. 

Cos.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Bru.  You  say,  you  are  a  better  soldier : 
Let  it  appear  so;  make  your  vaunting  true. 
And  it  shall  please  roe  well :  For  mine  own  part, 
I  diall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

Cos.  You  wrong  me  every  way,  you  wrong  me, 
Brutus ; 
I  said,  an  elder  soldier,  not  a  better : 
Did  I  say,  better  ? 

Bru,  If  you  did,  I  care  not 

Qu.  When  Caesar  livM,  he  durst  not  thus  have 
mov*d  me. 

Bru.  Peace,  peace ;  you  durst  not  so  have  tempt- 
ed him. 

Cos.  I  durst  not  ? 

Bru.  No. 

Cos.  What  ?  durst  not  tempt  him  ? 

Bru.  For  your  life  you  durst  not. 

Cos.  Do  not  presume  too  much  upon  my  love, 
1  may  do  that  i  shall  be  sony  for. 

Bru.  Ywi  have  done  that  you  should  be  sony  for. 
TiMre  is  no  terror,  Cassius,  in  your  threats : 
For  I  am  arm'd  so  strong  in  honesty. 
That  they  pass  by  me,  as  the  idle  wind. 
Which  I  respect  not     I  did  send  to  you 
For  certain  sums  of  gold,  which  you  denied  me; — 
For  I  can  raise  no  money  by  vile  means : 
By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart. 
And  drop  ray  blood  for  drachmas,^  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  peasants  their  vile  trash, 
Bv  any  indirection.     I  did  send 
To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions, 
Which  you  denied  me :  Was  that  done  like  Cassius? 
Should  I  have  answerM  Caius  Cassius  so  ? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  so  covetous. 
To  lock  such  rascal  counters  from  his  friends, 
Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts. 
Dash  him  to  pieces  ! 

Cos.  I  dented  you  not 

Bru.  You  did. 

Cos.  1  did  not : — he  was  but  a  fool, 

That  brought  my  answer  back. — Brutus  hath  rivM^ 

my  heart : 
A  friend  should  bear  his  friend^s  infirmities. 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  gpreater  than  they  are. 

Bru.  I  do  not,  till  you  practise  them  on  me. 

Cos.  You  love  me  not 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Cos.  A  friendly  eye  could  never  see  such  faults. 

Bru.  A  flatterer^s  would  not,  though  they  do 
appear 
As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

Cos.  Come,  Antony,  and  young  Octavius,  come. 
Revenge  yourselves  alone  on  Cassius, 
For  Cassius  is  awear}'  of  the  world  : 
Hated  by  one  he  loves ;  bravM  by  his  brother ; 
CheckM  like  a  bondman  ;  all  his  faults  observed. 
Set  in  a  note-book,  leam*d,  and  connM  by  rote. 
To  cast  into  my  teeth.    O,  I  could  weep 

(1>  Coin.         (2)  Split.         (3)  Fellow. 


My  spirit  from  n  jne  eyes  !~>There  is  my  da^er, 
And  nere  my  naked  breast ;  within,  a  heart 
Dearer  than  Plutus'  mine,  richer  than  eold : 
If  tliat  thou  be'st  a  Roman,  take  it  forth ; 
I,  that  denied  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart : 
Strike,  as  thou  didst  at  Caesar ;  for,  I  Know, 
When  thou  didst  hate  him  worst,  thou  lov^dst  him 

better 
Than  ever  thou  Iw'dst  Cassius. 

Bru.  Sheath  your  dagger  * 

Be  angiy  when  you  will,  it  shall  have  scope ; 
Do  what  you  will,  dishonour  shall  be  hunoour. 
O  Cassius,  you  are  yoked  with  a  lamb 
That  carries  anger,  as  the  flint  bears  fire ; 
Who,  much  enforced,  shows  a  has^  spark, 
And  straight  is  cold  again. 

Qu.  Hath  Cassius  liv*d 

To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief,  and  blood  ilUtemperM,  vexeth  him  ? 

Bru.  When  I  spoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd  too. 

Cos.  Do  you  confess  so  much?  Give  me  your 
hand. 

Bru.  And  my  heart  too. 

Cos.  O  Brutus  !— 

Bru.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Cos.  Have  vou  not  love  enough  to  bear  with  me. 
When  that  rash  humour,  which  my  mother  gave  me. 
Makes  me  forgetful  ? 

Bru.  Yes,  Cassius ;  and,  henceforth. 

When  you  are  over-earnest  with  your  Brutus, 
He'll  think  your  mother  chides,  and  leave  you  to. 
[  JVbtse  wiihin. 

Poet  [  fVithin.]  Let  me  go  in  to  see  the  generals; 
There  is  some  grudge  between  them,  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

Luc.  [Within.]  You  shall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet.  [  Within.]  Nothing  but  death  shall  stay  me. 

Enter  Poet 

Cos.  How  now  ?  What's  the  matter  ? 
Poet.  For  shame,  y^  generals ;  What  do  you 
mean? 
Love,  and  be  friends,  as  two  such  men  should  be ; 
For  I  have  seen  more  years,  I  am  sure,  than  ye, 
Cos.  Ha,  ha ;  bow  vilely  doth  this  cynic  rhyme ! 
Bru.  Get  you  hence,  sirrah ;  saucy  fellow,  hence. 
Cos.  Bear  with  him,  Brutus ;  'tis  his  fashion. 
Bru.  V\\  know  his  humour,  when  he  knows  hi« 
time: 
^^^)at  should  the  wars  do  with  these  jiggliog  fools  ? 
Companion,'  hence. 

Cos.  Away,  away ;  begone. 

[Exit  Poet 

Enter  Lucilius  and  Titinius. 
Bru.  Lucilius  and  Titinius,  bid  the  commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to-night 

Ua3.  And  come  yourselves,  and  bring  Messala 
with  you. 
Immediately  to  us       [Exe.  Lucilius  and  Titinius. 
Bru.  Lucius,  a  bowl  of  wine. 

Cos.  I  did  not  think,  you  could  have  been  so 

angry. 
Bru.  O  Cassius,  I  am  sick  of  many  griefs, 
Cos.  Of  your  philowphy  you  make  no  use. 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 
J3ru.  No  man  bears  sorrow  better: — Portia  if 

dead. 
Cns.  Ha!  Portia? 
Bru.  She  is  dead. 

Cos.  How  scap'd  I  killing,  when  I  crws'd  you 
so.' — 
O  insupportable  and  touching  loss ! — 
Upon  what  sickness  ? 
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Bru.  Impatient  of  mr  BbM>nce ; 

And  fjrief,  that  young  Ortavius  with  Mark  Antony 
Have  nnade  thenuelves  to  strong; — for  with  her 

death 
That  tidings  canw  ; — With  this  she  fell  distract, 
And,  her  attendants  absent,  swallowM  fire. 

Cos.  And  died  so? 

Bru.  F^en  so.  * 

Cos.  O  ye  immortal  gods  ! 

Enter  Lucius,  with  vnne  and  tapers. 

Bru.  Speak  no  more  of  her. — Give  me  a  hcm\ 
of  wine : — 
In  this  I  bury  all  unkindness,  Cassias.      [Drinks. 

Cos.  My  heart  is  thirsty  for  that  noble  pledge : — 
Pill,  Lucius,  till  the  wine  o^erswell  the  cup ; 
I  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus*  love.  [Drinks. 

Re-enter  Titinius,  toith  Messala. 

Bru.  Come  in,  Titinius  :— Welcome,  good  Mcs- 
sala. — 
Now  sit  we  close  about  this  taper  here, 
And  call  in  question  our  necessities. 

Cos.  Portia,  art  thou  gone  ? 

Bru.  No  more,  I  pray  you. — 

M essala,  I  have  here  received  letters, 
That  young  Octavius,  and  Mark  Antony, 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  power,l 
Bending  their  expedition  towaras  rhilippi. 

Mes.  Myself  have  letters  of  the  self-same  tenor. 

Bru.  With  what  addition  ? 

Mes.  That  by  proscription,  and  bills  of  outlawiy, 
Octavius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus, 
Have  put  to  death  a  hundred  senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree ; 
Mine  speak  of  seventy  senators,  that  died 
By  their  proscriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 

Cos.  Cicero  one  ? 

Mes.  Ay,  Cicero  is  dead, 

And  by  that  order  of  proscription. 

Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord  f 

Bru.  r^o,  Messala. 

J^es.  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her  f 

Bru.  Nothing,  Messala. 

Mes.  That,  methinks,  is  strange. 

Bru.  Wliy  ask  you  f  Hear  you  aught  of  her  in 
yours  ? 

Mes.  No,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 

Mes.  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell 
For  certain  she  is  dead,  and  by  strange  manner. 

Bru.   Why,  farewell,  Portia.— We    must  die, 
Messala  : 
With  meditating  that  she  must  die  once,3 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mes.  Even  so  great  men  great  losses  should  en- 
dure. 

Cos.  I  have  as  much'  of  this  in  art  as  you, 
But  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  sa 

Bru.  Well,  to  our  work  alive.     What  do  you 
think 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  presently  f 

Cos.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Bru,  Your  reason  ? 

Cos.  This  it  is : 

•Tis  better,  that  the  enemy  seek  us : 
So  shall  he  waste  his  means,  weary  his  soldiers, 
Doinff  hinnself  offence ;  whiUt  we,  lying  still. 
Are  full  of  rest,  defence,  and  nimbl'eness. 

Bru.  Good  reasons  must,  of  force,  give  place  to 
better. 
The  people,  *twixt  Philippi  and  this  ground, 

(i)  Force.    (2)  At  some  time.     (3)  Theoiy. 


Do  stand  but  in  a  forced  aflectioo ; 

For  they  have  grudg*d  us  contribution  : 

The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them. 

By  them  shall  make  a  fuller  number  up. 

Come  on  refreshed,  new -added,  and  encourag'd , 

From  which  advantage  shall  we  cut  him  ofi^ 

if  at  Philippi  we  do  (ace  him  there. 

These  people  at  our  beck. 

Cos.  Hear  me,  good  brodier. 

Bru.  Under  your  pardon. — You  must  note  b»> 
side. 
That  we  have  tiT*d  the  utmost  of  our  friends. 
Our  legions  are  brim-full,  our  cause  is  ripe: 
The  enemy  increaseth  every  day. 
We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  aflfairs  of  men. 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortmie; 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 
Is  bound  in  shallows,  and  in  miseries. 
On  such  a  full  sea  are  we  now  afloat ; 
And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  serrea, 
Or  lose  our  ventures. 

Cos.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  OD ; 

WeMl  along  ourselves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk. 
And  nature  must  obey  necessity ; 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  rest. 
There  is  no  more  to  say  ? 

Cos.  No  more.     Good  n^t ; 

Early  to-morrow  will  we  rise,  and  hence, 

iBru.  Lucius, my  gown.  [Exit  Lucius.]  Farewell, 
good  Messala ; — 
Good  night,  Titinius :— Noble,  noble  Cassias, 
Good  night,  and  good  repose. 

Cos.  O  my  dear  brodier ! 

This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night : 
Never  come  such  division  'tween  our  souls ! 
Let  it  not,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Every  thing  is  well. 

Cos.  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Good  night,  good  brodier. 

Tit.  Mes.  Good  night,  lord  Brutus. 

Bru.  Farewell,  evcir  one. 

[Exeunt  Cas.  Tit  and  Mca. 

Re-enter  Lucius,  with  the  gown. 

Give  me  the  gowa     Wliere  is  thy  instrument? 

Luc.  Here  in  the  tent. 

Bru.  What,  thou  speak*st  dronnilT? 

Poor  knave,  I  blame  thee  not ;  thou  art  o'er-watdixL 
Call  Claudius,  and  some  other  of  my  men ; 
ril  have  them  sleep  on  cushions  in  my  tent. 

Luc.  Varro,  ana  Claudius .' 

Enter  Varro  and  Claudius. 

rar.  Calls  my  lord.? 

Bru.  I  pray  you,  sirs,  lie  in  my  tent,  and  ileep; 
It  may  be,  I  shall  raise  you  by  and  by 
On  business  to  my  brother  Cassius. 

Far.  So  please  you,  we  will  stand,  and  waick 
your  pleasure. 

Bru.  I  will  not  have  it  so :  lie  down,  good  ain; 
It  may  be,  I  shall  otherwise  bethink  roc. 
Look,  Lucius,  here's  the  book  I  sought  for  to  ; 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown. 

[Servants  He  Smesu 

Luc.  I  was  sure,  your  lordship  did  not  give  it  hnl 

Bru.    Bear  with  me,  good  boy,  I  am  laack 
forgetful. 
Canst  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  a  while. 
And  touch  thy  instrument  a  strain  or  two  f 

Luc.  Ay,  my  lord,  an  it  please  you. 

Bru.  ft  does,  xaj  bofk 

I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  wiUIb^ 
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Luc  It  is  mj  dntj,  nr. 

Bru.  I  ahould  not  urge  ( 

I  knovr,  roui^  bloods  look 


Bru.  I  ahould  not  urge  (hr  dotjr  past  thjr  might ; 

rooi^  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  rest 
Lue.  1  have  slept,  my  lord,  already. 


Bm.  It  is  well  done ;  and  thou  shah  sleep  agam ; 
1  will  not  hold  thee  long :  if  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee.  [Musie,  and  a  tong. 

This  is  a  sleepy  tune : — O  murderous  slumber! 
Lay^st  thou  thy  leaden  macei  upon  my  boy. 
That  {days thee  music' — Gentle  Iaiave,good  night; 
I  will  not  ^o  thee  so  much  wron^  to  wake  thee. 
If  thou  dost  nod,  thou  break*8t  thy  instrument ; 
ni  take  it  from  thee;  and,  good  boy,  good  night 
Let  me  see,  let  me  see  ; — Is  not  the  leaf  turaM 

down. 
Where  I  left  reading  ?  Here  it  is,  I  think. 

[He  sitt  down, 
Enier  the  Ghost  qf  Csesar. 
How  fll  this  taper  iNims !— Ha !  who  comes  here  f 
I  thmk,  it  is  the  weakness  of  mine  eyes, 
That  shapes  this  monstrous  apparition. 
It  comes  upon  me : — ^Art  thou  any  thing  ? 
Art  thou  some  god,  some  angel,  or  some  devil. 
That  mak*st  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  stare .' 
Speak  to  me,  what  thou  art. 

Gho9t  Thy  evil  spirit,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Why  com»8t  thou  f 

Gfu»tL  To  tell  thee,  thou  shalt  see  me  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  Well; 
Then  I  shall  see  thee  again  ? 

Ghott.  Ay,  at  Philippi. 

[Ghost  vanishet. 

Bru.  Why,  I  will  see  thee  at  Philippi  then.— 
Now  I  have  taken  heart,  thou  vanishest : 
111  spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. — 
Boy!  Lucius  I — Yano!  Claudius!  sin,  awake! — 
Claudius! 

Lue.  The  strings,  my  lord,  are  &lse. 

Bru.  He  thinks,  be  still  is  at  his  instrument — 
Lucius,  awake. 

I^cM^kjid! 

Bru.  Didst  thou  dream,  Lucius,  that  thou  so 
cry*dstout.' 

Lue.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  that  I  did  ciy. 

Bru.  Yes,  that  thou  didst:  Didst  thou  see  any 
thins? 

Lue.  Nothmg,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Sleep  again,  Lucius. — Sirrah,  Claudius ! 
Fellow  thou !  awake. 

Far.  Mvlord. 

Oau.  My  lord. 

Bru.  Why  did  toq  so  cxy  ont,sin,  in  your  sleep  f 

Far.  Clou.  Did  we,  mv  lord.' 

JBHc  Ay:  Saw  you  any  thing .' 

Far.  No,  mty  kmd,  I  saw  nothine. 

CZaM.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Go,  and  commend  me  to  my  brother 
Csissius; 
Bid  ham  set  on  his  powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Far.  Clou.  It  shall  be  done,  mr  lord. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  V. 

SCEJSTE  I.-'Th*  plaint  of  Philippi.  Enier  Oc- 
tavius,  Antony,  and  their  army. 

Oct.  Now,  Antony,  our  hopes  are  answered : 
Yon  said,  the  enemy  would  not  come  down, 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions; 


(1)  Sceptre. 


(S)  Summon. 


roo, 


It  proves  not  so :  their  battles  are  at  hand ; 
They  mean  to  wam^  us  at  Philippi  here. 
Answering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ant.  Tut,  I  am  in  their  bosoms,  and  I  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it :  they  could  be  content 
To  visit  other  places;  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery,  thinking,  by  this  face, 
To  fasten  in  our  thcxights  that  they  have  course , 
But  *tis  not  so. 

Enier  a  Messenger. 

Mete.  Prepare  you,  generals : 

The  enony  comes  on  in  gallant  show ; 
Their  bloody  sign  of  battle  is  hui^  out. 
And  something  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  Octavius,  lead  your  battle  soUly  < 
(Jpou  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Oct.  Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left 

Ant.  Why  do  you  cross  me  in  tnis  exigent? 

Od.  I  do  not  cross  you;  but  I  will  do  to. 

[March. 

Drum.    Enier  Brutus,  Caasius,  and  their  army  ; 
Lucilius,  Titinius,  Messala,  and  others. 

Bru.  Ther  stand,  and  would  have  parley. 

Cos.  Stand  fast,  Titinius:  We  must  out  and  talk. 

Oct.  Mark  Antony,  shall  we  give  sign  of  battle? 

ArU.  No,  Caesar,  we  will  answer  on  their  charee. 
Make  forth,  the  generals  would  have  some  woras. 

Oct.  Stir  not  until  the  signal. 

Bru,  Words  before  blows:  Isitso,cottntiymen? 

Oct  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  da 

Bru.  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  strokes,  , 
Octavius. 

Ant.  In  your  bad  strokes,  Brutus,  you  give  good 
words: 
Witness  the  hole  you  made  in  Caesar's  heart, 
Crying,  Long  Uve!  hail,  Ccuar/ 

Cos.  Antony, 

The  Dosture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown ; 
But  ior  your  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees, 
And  leave  them  honeyleas. 

Ant.  Not  stingiest  too. 

Bru,  O,  yes,  and  soundless  too ; 
For  you  have  stolen  their  buxzing,  Antony, 
And,  venr  wisely,  threat  before  you  sting. 

AnL  Villains,  you  did  not  so,  when  your  vile 
daggers 
Hacked  one  another  in  the  sides  of  Caesar : 
You  show*d  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawn*d  like 

hounds, 
And  bow*d  like  bondmen,  kissing  Caesar*s  foet ; 
Whilst  damned  Caaca,  like  a  cur,  behind, 
Struck  Cesar  on  the  neck.    O  flatterers ! 

Cue.  Flatterers !— Now,  Brutus,  thank  yonnelf : 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  so  to-day. 
If  Cassitts  might  have  rul*d. 

Oct.  Come,  come,  the  cause:    If  aiguing  make 
us  sweat. 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  dropa. 
Look; 

I  draw  a  swrrd  aninst  conspirators ; 
When  think  you  mat  the  sword  goes  up  again?— 
Never,  till  Caesar's  three  and  twenty  wounds 
Be  well  aveng'd ;  or  till  another  Caesar 
Have  added  slaughter  to  the  sword  of  traitors. 

Bru.  Caesar,  mou  canst  not  die  by  traitors. 
Unless  thou  bring*st  them  with  thee,  v 

Oct  .  So  I  hope 

I  was  not  bom  to  die  on  Brutus'  sword. 

Bru.  0,  if  thou  wext  the  noblest  of  thy  strain. 
Young  man,  thou  couldst  not  die  more  honourable. 

Cos.  A  peevish  schoolboy,  worthless  of  such 
hooour. 
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Join*d  with  a  masker  and  a  reveller. 

Ant.  Old  Cassias  still ! 

Oct.  Come,  Antony :  away. — 

Driiance,  traitors,  hurl'  we  in  ypur  teeth  : 
If  you  dare  fight  to-day,  come  to  the  field ; 
If  not,  when  you  have  stonuchs. 

[Extunt  Octavius,  Antony,  and  their  army. 

Cku.  Why  now,  blow,  wind ;  swell,  billow;  and 
swim,  bark  .' 
The  storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 

Bru.  Ho! 
Lucilius ;  hark,  a  word  with  you. 

Luc.  My  lord. 

[Brutus  and  Lucilius  converse  apart. 

Cos.  Messala, — 

Mes.  WTiat  says  my  general  ? 

Cos.  Messala, 

This  is  my  birth-day;  as  this  very  day 
Was  Cassius  bom. '  Give  me  thy  hand,  Messala : 
Be  thou  my  witness,  that,  against  my  will, 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compell'd  to  set 
Upon  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 
You  know,  that  I  held  Epicurus  strong. 
And  his  opinion :  now  I  change  my  mind. 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  presage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  former^  ensign 
Two  mighty  eagles  fell,  and  there  they  perchM, 
Goring  and  feeding  (torn  our  soldiers*  bands ; 
Who  to  Philippi  here  consorted'  us. 
This  morning  are  thev  fled  away,  and  gone ; 
And  in  their  steads,  do  ravens,  crows,  and  kites, 
Fly  o*er  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us. 
As  we  were  sickly  prey  ;  their  shadows  seem 
A  canopy  most  fatal,  under  which 
Our  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost. 

J^es.  Believe  not  so. 

Cat.  I  but  believe  it  partly  ; 

For  I  am  fresh  of  spirit,  and  resolvM 
To  meet  all  perils  very  constantly. 

Bru.  Even  so,  Lucilius. 

Cos.  Now,  most  noble  Brutus, 

The  gods  to-day  stand  friendly ;  that  we  may, 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  age ! 
But,  since  the  affairs  of  men  rest  still  uncertain, 
Let's  reason  with  the  worst  that  may  befall. 
If  we  do  lose  this  battle,  then  is  this 
The  very  last  time  we  shall  speak  together : 
What  arc  you  then  determined  to  do.^ 

Bru.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  philtt«ophy, 
By  which  1  did  blame  Cato  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  give  himself: — I  know  not  how. 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile. 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life  : — arming  myself  with  patience, 
To  stay  the  providence  of  some  high  powers. 
That  govern  us  below. 

Cos.  Then,  if  we  lose  this  battle. 

You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Thorough  the  streets  of  Rome  f 

Bru.  No,   Cassius,  no:    think  not,  thou  noble 
Roman, 
Thpt  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome  ; 
He  bears  too  great  a  mmd.     But  this  same  day 
Must  end  that  work,  the  ides  of  March  begun ; 
And  whether  we  shall  meet  again,  I  know  not. 
Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take  : 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Cassius ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why  we  shall  smile ; 
If  not,  why  then  this. parting  was  well  made. 

Cos.  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Brutus! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  we'll  smile  indeed  ; 
il  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

(1)  Throw.     (2)  Foremost     (3)  Accompanied. 


Bru.  Why  then,  lead  oo.— O,  that  a  man  mighl 
■  know 
The  end  of  this  day's  business,  ere  it  come ! 
But  it  sufiliceth,  that  the  day  will  end. 
And  then  the  end  is  known. — Come,  bo !  away  ! 

lExeunt, 

SCEJ^E  II— The  same.     The  Jield  of  bailk. 
Alarum.    Enter  Brutus  and  Messala. 

Bru.  Ride,  ride,  Messala,  ride,  and  give  these 
bills4 
Unto  the  legions  on  the  other  side : 

[Loud  alartmi. 
Let  them  set  on  at  once ;  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanour  in  Octavius'  wing. 
And  sudden  push  gives  them  the  overthrow. 
Ride,  ride,  Messala :  let  them  all  come  down. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  III— The  same.    Another  pari  of  the 
Jield.    Alarum.    Enter  Cassius  and  Titiniua. 

Qis.  O,  look,  Titinius,  look,  the  villains  fly  ! 
Myself  have  to  mine  own  tum'd  enemy  : 
This  ensign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back ; 
I  slew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

Tit.  O  Cassius,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early ; 
Who  having  some  advantage  on  Octavius, 
Took  it  too  eagerly ;  his  soldiers  fell  to  spoil. 
Whilst  we  by  Antony  are  all  enclos'd. 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Pin.  Fly  further  oflf,  my  lord,  fly  further  oflT; 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  tents,  my  lord  ! 
Fly  therefore,  noble  Cassius,  fly  far  off. 

Cos.  This  hill  is  far  enough.    Look,  look,  Titi- 
nius ; 
Are  those  mv  tents,  where  I  perceive  the  fire.'  • 

Tit.  They  are,  my  lord. 

Cas.  Titinius,  if  thou  lov'st  me. 

Mount  thou  my  horse,  and  hide  thy  spurs  in  him, 
Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops, 
And  here  again:  that  I  may  rest  assur'd. 
Whether  yond'  troops  are  friend  or  enemy. 

2\t.  I  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought 

[Exit 

Cas.  Go,  Pindarus,  get  higher  on  that  hill ; 
My  !»ight  was  ever  thick ;  regard  Titinius, 
And  tell  me  what  thou  not'st  about  the  field. — 

[Exit  Pindarus. 
This  day  I  breathed  first :  time  is  come  round, 
And  where  I  did  begin,  there  I  shall  end; 
My  life  is  run  his  compass. — Sirrah,  what  new^? 

Pin*  [Above.]  O  my  lord ! 

Cas.  What  new^  i* 

Pin.  Titinius  is 
Enclosed  round  about  with  horsemen,  that 
Make  to  him  on  the  spur ; — yet  he  spurs  on. — 
Now  they  are  almost  on  him ;  now,  Titinius ! — 
Now  some  'light : — O,  he  'lights  too : — he's  ta'en  ;— 
and,  hark  !  [Shavt 

They  shout  for  joy. 

Cas.  Come  down,  behold  no  more.— 

O,  coward,  that  I  am,  to  live  so  long. 
To  see  my  best  friend  ta'en  before  my  face ! 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Come  hither,  sirrah : 
In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prisoner : 
And  then  I  swore  thee,  saving  of  thy  life. 
That  whatsoever  I  did  bid  thee  do. 
Thou  should'st  attempt  it     Come  now,  keep  (hint 
oath  : 

(4)  Directions  for  tlie  oflScers. 
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Now  be  a  freeman  ;  and,  with  this  good  sword. 
That  ran  through  Ceesar^s  bowels,  search  this  bosom. 
Stand  not  to  an«>wer :  Here,  take  thou  the  hilts ; 
And,  when  my  face  is  coverM,  as  Uis  now. 
Guide  thou  the  sword. — Caesar,  thou  art  revengM, 
Even  with  the  sword  that  kilPd  thee.  [Dies. 

Pin.  So,  I  am  free ;  yet  would  not  so  have  been. 
Durst  I  have  done  my  will.    O  Cassius ! 
Far  from  this  country  Pindarus  shall  run, 
Where  never  Roman  shall  take  note  of  him.  [Ex. 

Re-enter  Titinius  with  Messala. 

Jtfes.  It  is  but  change,  Titinius ;  for  Octavius 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus*  power, 
As  Cassius*  legions  are  by  Antony. 

Tit.  These  tidings  will  well  comfort  Cassius. 

Mes.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Tit.  All  disconsolate. 

With  Pindarus  his  bondman,  on  this  hill. 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he,  that  lies  upon  the  ground  ? 

T\t.  He  lies  not  like  the  living.    O  my  heart ! 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he? 

7Ht.  No,  this  was  he,  Messala, 

But  Cassius  is  no  more. — O  setting  sun ! 
As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  dost  sink  to  nig^t, 
So  in  his  red  blood  Cassius*  day  is  set ; 
The  sun  of  Rome  is  set !  Our  day  is  gone ; 
Clouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come ;  our  deeds  are 

done! 
Mistrust  of  my  success  hath  done  this  deed. 

Mes.  Mistrust  of  good  success  hath  done  this 
deed. 
O  hateful  error,  nielancholy*s  child  ! 
Why  dost  thou  show  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men. 
The  things  that  are  not  ?  O  error,  soon  conceived. 
Thou  never  com*st  unto  a  happy  birth. 
But  killSt  the  mother  that  engendered  thee. 

Til.  What,  Pindarus !  Where  art  thou,  Pindarus? 

Mes.  .Seek  him,  Titinius :  whilst  I  go  to  meet 
The  noble  Brutus,  thrusting  this  report 
Into  his  ears  :   I  may  say,  thrusting  it ; 
For  piercing"  steel,  and  darts  envenomed, 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus, 
As  tidings  of  this  sight 

TU.  Hie  you,  Messala, 

And  I  will  seek  for  Pindarus  the  while.  [Ex.  Mes. 
Why  didst  thou  send  me  forth,  brave  Cassius  ? 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  friends  ?  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  victory. 
And  bid  me  give*t  thee?  Didst  thou  not  hear  their 

shouts? 
Alas,  dioa  hast  misconstrued  every  thing. 
But  hold  thee,  take  thid  garland  on  thy  brow ; 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding. — Brutus,  come  apace, 
And  see  how  I  regarded  Caius  Cassius. — 
By  your  leave,  g<ws : — This  is  a  Roman's  part : 
Come,  Cassius*  sword,  and  fiuid  Titinius*  heart. 

[Dies. 

Alarum.    Re-enter  Messala,  with  Brutus,  young 
Cato,  Strato,  Volumnius,  and  Luciiius. 

BrtL  Where,  where,  Messala,  doth  bis  body  lie  ? 

Mes.  Lo,  yonder ;  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 

Bru.  Titinius*  face  is  upward. 

Cato.  He  is  slain. 

Bru.  O  Julius  Caesar,  thou  art  mighty  yet  \ 
Thy  spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  swords 
In  oar  own  proper  entrails.  [Low  alarums. 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius ! 

Look,  whe'r  he  have  not  crown*d  dead  Cassius ! 

Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  such  as  these? — 

(1)  Whether. 
48 


The  last  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well  I 
It  is  impossible,  that  ever  Rome 
Should  Dreed  thy  fellow. — Friends,  I  owe  more  tears 
To  this  dead  man,  than  you  shall  see  me  pay. — 
I-  shall  find  time,  Cassius,  I  shall  find  time. — 
Come,  therefore,  and  to  Thassos  send  his  body ; 
His  funeral  shall  not  be  in  our  camp. 
Lest  it  discomfort  us. — Luciiius,  come ; — 
And  come,  youn^  Cato ;  let  us  to  the  field. — 
Labeo,  and  Flavius,  set  our  battles  on : — 
*Tis  three  o*cIock  ;  and,  Romans,  yet  ere  night 
We  shall  try  fortune  in  a  second  %ht     [Exeunt. 

SCEJ\rE  IF.— Another  part  of  the  Jield,  Alar- 
um. Enter  Jighting^  Soldiers  of  both  armies,' 
then  Brutus,  Cato,  Luciiius,  and  others. 

Bru.  Yet,  countrymen,  O,  yet  hold  up  your 

heads ! 
Ch^o.  What  bastard  doth  not  ?  Who  will  go  with 
me? 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field  :— 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho ! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  country's  friend ; 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho ! 

[Charges  the  enemy. 
Bru.  And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I ; 
Brutus,  my  country*s  friend ;  know  me  for  Brutus. 
[Exit^  charging  the  enemy.    Cato  is  over- 
powered,  and  falls. 
Luc.  O  young  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou  down  f 
Why,  now  thou  diest  as  bravely  as  Titinius ; 
And  may*st  be  honour*d,  being  Cato*s  s<ml 
1  Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  diest. 
Luc.  Only  I  yield  to  die  : 

There  is  so  much  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  straight ; 

[Qjffering  money. 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be  hooour*d  in  his  death. 

1  Sold.  We  must  not. — A  noble  prisoner ! 

2  Sold.  Room,  ho!  Tell  Antony,  Brutus  is  ta*en. 
1  Sold.  1*11  tell  the  news. — Here  comes  the  gen- 
eral: — 

Enter  Antony. 

Brutus  is  ta*en,  Brutus  is  ta*en,  my  lord. 

Ant,  Where  is  he  ? 

Luc  Safe,  Antony ;  Brutus  is  safe  enough : 
I  dare  assure  thee,  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  floble  Brutus : 
The  gods  defend  him  from  so  great  a  shame  ! 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive,  or  dead. 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himself. 

Ant,  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend  \  but,  I  assure 
you, 
A  prize  no  less  in  worth  :  keep  this  man  safe, 
Give  him  all  kindness  :  I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends,  than  enemies.     Go  on, 
And  see  whe'r*  Brutus  be  alive,  or  dead : 
And  bring  us  word,  unto  Octavius*  tent, 
How  every  thing  is  chanc'd.  [Exeunt, 

SCEJVE  v.— Another  part  of  (he  field.    Enter 

Brutus,  Dardanius,  Clitus,  Strato,  and  Volum- 

niua. 

Bru.  Come,  poor  remains  of  friends,  rest  on  this 
rock. 

Cli.  Statiliusshow'd  the  torch-light;  but,  my  lord. 
He  came  not  back ;  he  is  or  ta'en,  or  slain. 

Bru.  Sit  thee  down,  Clitus :  Slayine  is  the  word ; 
It  is  a  deed  in  fashion.     Hark  thee,  Clitus. — 

[  Pfhitpering. 

Cli.  What,  I,  my  lord?  No,  not  for  all  the  worltL 

Bru.  Peace  then,  no  words. 

Cli.  I'll  ratlicr  kill  myidf. 

Bru,  Hark  thee,  Dardanius !     [H^hispers  hia^ 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


i50 


JULIUS  CMSKR. 


Attr. 


J>»,  Idotochadeed? 

OIL  O,  Dardanins ! 

Dor.  0,Clitat! 

Ox.  What  ill  request  did  Btatut  make  to  thee? 

Dor,  To  kill  him,Clitn8:  Look,  he  meditbtes. 

OL  Noir  is  that  noble  yessel  full  of  grie^ 
That  it  nnifl  over  even  at  his  ejes. 

^ru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumniot:  list  a  word. 

FoL  What  says  my  loid? 

Bru,  WhjT,  this,  Volamnias : 

The  ghost  of  Csesar  hath  appeared  to  me 
Two  several  times  br  night:  at  Sardis,  once ; 
And,  this  last  night,  here  in  Fhilippi'  fields. 
I  know,  mj  hoar  is  come. 

VoL  Not  so,  n^  lord. 

Bru.  Nay,  I  am  sore  it  is,  Yolummas. 
Thoa  see'st  the  world,  Volumnios,  how  it  goes; 
Oar  enemies  have  beat  as  to  the  pit : 
It  b  more  worthv  to  leap  in  ourselves. 
Than  tany  till  they  push  us.    Good  Volumnios, 
Tboo  know'st,  that  we  two  went  to  school  together ; 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  pray  thee. 
Hold  thou  my  sword>hilts,  whilst  I  ran  on  it 

VoL  That^s  not  an  office  for  a  friend,  my  lord. 
[Alarum  still 

CU,  Fly,  fly,  mr  lord ;  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 

Bru,  Farewell  to  you ;— and  you ;— ai 
Volumnios. — 
StratO)  thoa  hast  been  all  this  while  asleep; 
Farewell  to  thee  too,  Streta — Coontiymen, 
My  heart  doth  jcr,  ttiat  yet,  in  all  my  life, 
I  round  no  man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 
I  shall  have  gloiy  by  this  losing  day. 
More  than  (xtavius,  and  Mark  Antony, 
By  this  vile  cooquest  shall  attain  unta 
So,  fere  you  well  at  onoe ;  ibr  Bratus'  tongue 
Hath  almost  ended  his  life's  histoiy : 
Night  hangs  upon  mine  ^es;  my  bones  would  rest. 
That  have  but  laboor'd  to  attain  this  hoar. 

[Alanon,    Cry  tnihin.  Fly,  fly,  fly. 

CtL  Fly,  my  kurd,  fly. 

Bru.  Heooe ;  I  will  follow  thee. 

[Exeunt  Clitus,  Daidanius,  and  Volumnius. 
Infytbee,  Streto,  stay  thou  by  thy  lord : 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  respect ; 
Thy  life  hath  had  some  smatch  of  honour  in  it : 
Hold  then  my  sword,  and  turn  away  thy  face. 
While  I  do  ran  upon  it     Wilt  thou,  Stmto  ? 

Stra.  Give  me  your  hand  first:  Fare  yoo  well, 
iny  lord. 

(1)  Raoiiye  nilo  my  tenrice.     (S)  Reoooimend.  { 


you. 


Bru,  Farewell,  good  StimtOb— Cssar,  now  bt 
still: 
1  killM  not  thee  with  half  so  good  a  wilt 

[H$  runt  on  hit  tword,  and  die$. 

Alarum.  RebrmL  filler  Octavius,  Antony,  Mc^ 
sala,  Lucilios,  and  their  Army. 

Ocf.  What  man  is  that. ^ 

Met.  My  master's  man. — Strato^  where  is  thy 
master.' 

Stra.  Free  from  the  bondage  you  are  in.Mrsialn, 
The  conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  lum ; 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himself. 
And  no  man  else  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Luc.  So  Brutos  should  be  foood.— I  thank  diee, 
Brutus, 
Hiat  thou  hast  prov'd  Locilhis*  aying  true. 

Oct  All  that  servM  Bratus,  I  will  entertaini  them.. 
Fellow,  wilt  tboo  bestow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Sira.  Ay,  if  Messala  will  prefei^  roe  to  yoo. 

Oct.  Do  so,  Messala. 

JIfes.  How  died  my  nnaster,  Streto  f 

Stra.  I  held  die  sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it 

JIfes.  Octavius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee. 
That  did  the  latest  serrice  to  my  master. 

Ant  This  was  the  noblest  Roman  of  them  alli 
All  the  conspiitttors,  save  only  he. 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Csesar ; 
He,  only,  in  a  general  honest  thought, 
Aud  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  dmn. 
His  life  was  gentle ;  and  the  elemeqts 
So  mix*d  in  mm,  that  Nature  might  stand  op, 
And  say  to  all  the  world,  Thit  teat  a  man! 

Oct  According  to  his  virtue  let  us  ose  him. 
With  all  respect  and  rites  of  burial. 
Within  my  tent  his  bones  to>night  shall  lie, 
Most  like  a  soldier,  order'd  hoooorebly. — 
So,  call  the  field  to  rest :  and  let's  away. 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day.     [£x«inif 


Of  this  tragedy  many  particular  passaces  deserve 
regard,  and  the  contention  and  reconcdement  of 
Brutus  and  Cassius  is  universally  celebrated^,  but 
1  have  never  been  strongly  agitated  in  perusing  it, 
and  think  it  somewhat  cold  and  unaflTecting,  com- 
pared with  some  other  of  Shakspeare's  plays :  his 
adherence  to  the  real  story,  and  to  the  Roman  man- 
ners, seems  to  have  impeded  the  natural  vigour  of 
his  genius. 

JOHNSON. 
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ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 


PERSONS  REPRESEiYTED. 


M.  AntonTt  ) 

Octavius  Cssar,       >  triitminrs. 
M.  .£inil.  LepidoB,   ) 
Sextiu  Pbmpeius. 
Domitius  Enobarbus, ' 
Ventidius, 

EltM, 

Scmruf, 

Dercetas, 

Demetrias, 

Philo, 

Maecenas, 

DoUbella, 

Proculeius, 

lliyreut, 

Gallos, 

Meoaa,  i 

Menecrates,  .'  friends  of  Pompey. 

Varrius,         \ 


'  friendt  qf  AnUmy. 


friendtqfCBuar, 


Taurus,  lieutenant-general  to  Couar, 
C'anidius,  lieutenani-reneral  to  Antony* 
Silius,  an  officer  in  f'entidius'a  army. 
Euphronius,  an  ambassador/rom  Antony  to  Oejor 
Alexas,  Mardian,  Seleucus,  ami  Dkxnedes ;  attend' 

ants  on  Cleopatra, 
A  Soothsayer,    A  Clown. 

Cleopatra,  queen  of  Egypt. 

Octavia,  sister  to  Quar^  and  w\fe  to  Antony, 

f^"^*^    I    attendants  on  Cleopatra. 

Officers^  Soldiers,  Messengers,  and  other  Attend 
ants. 

Scene,  dispersed;  in  several  parts  qf  the  Roman 
empire. 


ACT  I. 

5C£LVE  /.—Alexandria.  A  room  in  Cleopatra's 
palace.    Enter  Demetrius  and  Philo. 

Philo. 

Nay,  bat  this  dotage  of  oar  ^neral*s, 

O'erilows  the  measure :  those  bis  goodly  eyes, 

TIttt  o*er  the  files  and  musters  of  the  war 

Have  rlow*d  like  plated  Mars,  now  bend,  now  turn. 

The  office  and  devotion  of  their  view 

Upon  a  tawny  front :  his  captain's  heart. 

Which  in  the  scuffles  of  great  fights  hath  burst 

The  buckles  on  his  breast,  reneges*  all  temper ; 

And  is  become  the  bellows,  and  the  fan. 

To  cool  a  gipsy's  lust    Look,  where  they  come ! 

Fhurtsh.  Enter  Anioay  and  C\eopaiin,unth  their 
trains;  Eunuchs Janning her. 

Take  but  good  note,  and  you  shall  see  in  him 
The  triple  pillar  of  the  worid  transform'd 
Into  a  strumpet's  fool  :  behold  and  see. 
Geo.  If  it  be  love  indeed,  tell  me  how  much. 
AnL  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be 

reckon'd. 
Cho.  I'll  set  a  bounP  how  far  to  be  belov'd. 
AnL  Then  must  thou  needs  find  out  new  heaven, 
new  earth. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Alt  News,  my  good  lord,  from  Rome. 
AnL  Grates*  me : — The  sum. — 

CZeo.  Nay,  hear  them,  Antony : 
Fnlvia,  perchance,  is  angiy ;  Or,  who  knows 


f3)Oaend«. 

YOL.lL 


{A)  Snbdofl^  '^nquer. 


If  the  scarce-bearded  Caesar  have  not  sent 
His  powerful  mandate  to  you,  Do  this^  or  this  ; 
Take  in*  that  kingdom,  and  enfranchise  that; 
Perform^t,  or  else  v)e  damn  thee. 

AnL  How,  my  love ! 

Cteo.  Perchance, — nay,  and  most  like. 
You  must  not  stay  here  longer,  your  dismission 
Is  come  from  Caesar;  therefore heflr  it,  Antony. — 
Where's  Fulvia's  process  .^^  Caesar's,!  would  say. '— 
Bolh?--. 
Call  in  the  messengers. — As  I  am  Egypt's  queen. 
Thou  blushest,  Antony ;  and  that  blood  of  thine 
I^  Caesar's  homager :  else  so  thy  cheek  pays  shame. 
When  shrill-toogu'd  Fulvia  scolds. — The  messen- 
gcrs. 

ArU.  Let  Rome  in  Tyber  melt !  and  the  wide  arch 
Of  the  rang'd  empire  fall !  Here  is  my  space ; 
Kingdoms  are  clay  :  our  duiicy  earth  alike 
Feeds  beast  as  man :  the  nobleness  of  life 
Is,  to  do  thus ;  when  such  a  mutual  pair, 

[Embracing. 
And  such  a  twain  can  do't,  in  which,  1  bind 
On  pain  of  punishment,  the  world  to  weet,^ 
We  stand  up  peerless. 

Cleo.  Excellent  falsehood ! 

Why  did  he  marry  Fulvia,  and  not  love  her.'— 
I'll  seem  the  fool  I  am  not ;  Antony 
WiU  be  himself. 

Ant.  But  stirr'd  by  Cleopatra.— 

Now,  for  the  love  of  Love,  and  her  soft  hours. 
Let's  not  confound?  the  time  with  conference  harsh  : 
There's  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  should  stretch 
Without  some  pleasure  now :  What  sport  to-night .' 

Cleo.  Hear  tnc  ambassadors. 

AnL  Fie,  wrangling  queen ! 

Whom  every  thing  becomes,  to  chide,  to  laugh, 

(5)  Sammoni.        (6)  Know.       (7)  Cootome. 
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To  weep ;  whose  eveiy  passtion  fully  stnvcs 
To  make  itself,  in  thee,  fair  and  adnnir'd  ! 
No  messenger ;  but  thine  and  all  alone, 
To-night,  we'll  wander  through  the  streets,  and  note 
The  qualities  of  people.     Come,  my  queen ; 
Last  night  you  did  desire  it : — Speak  not  to  us. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  and  Cleo.  u?t7A  their  train. 
Dem.  19  Caesar  with  Antonius  prizM  so  slight } 
Phi.  Sir,  sorrietimes,  when  he  is  not  Antony, 
He  comes  too  short  of  that  great  property 
Which  still  should  go  with  Antony. 

Dem.  Vm  full  sorry. 

That  he  approves  the  common  liar,'  who 
Thus  speaks  of  him  at  Rome  :  But  I  will  hope 
Of  better  deeds  to-morrow.  Rest  you  happy  ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  If.— The  same.   Another  room.  Enter 
Charmian,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  a  Soothsayer. 

Char.  Lord  Alex8%  sweet  Alexas,  most  any 
thing  Alexas, almost  most  absolute  Alexas,  where*s 
the  soothsayer  that  vou  praised  so  to  the  queen  ?  O, 
that  I  knew  this  husband,  which,  you  say,  must 
change  his  horns  with  garlands ! 

Alex.  Soothsayer. 

Sooth.  Your  will  .> 

Char.  Is  this  the  man .' — Wi  you,  sir,  that  know 
things  ? 

Sooth.  In  nature^s  infinite  book  of  secrecy, 
A  little  I  can  read. 

Alex.  Show  him  your  hand. 

Enter  Elnobarbus. 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly ;  wine  enough, 
Cleopatra^s  health  to  drink. 

Char.  Good  sir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  foresee. 

Char.  Pray  then,  foresee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  shall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

Char.   He  means,  in  flc»b. 

Iras.  No,  you  shall  paint  when  yoa  are  old. 

Char.  Wrinkles  forbid ! 

Alex.  Vex  not  his  prescience ;  be  attentive. 

Char.  Hush! 

Sooth.  You  shall  be  more  beloving,  than  beloved. 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking. 

Alex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  some  excellent  fortune  !  Let 
me  be  married  to  three  kings  in  a  forenoon,  and 
widow  them  all :  let  me  have  a  child  at  fifty,  to 
whom  Herod  of  Jewry  may  do  hoinao;e  :  find  me 
to  marry  me  with  Octavius  Caesar,  and  companion 
mc  with  my  mistress. 

Sooth.  Vou  shall  outlive  the  lady  whom  you  serve. 

Char.  O  excellent!  I  love  longlife  better  than  figs. 

Sooth.  Vou  have  seen  and  proved  a  fairer  former 
fortune 
Than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  Then,  belike,  my  children  shall  have  no 
names  :2  Pr'ythee,  how  many  boys  and  wenches 
must  I  have  ? 

Sooth.  If  every  of  vour  wishes  had  a  womb, 
And  fertile  every  wisfi,  a  million. 

Char.  Out,  fool !  1  forgive  thee  for  a  witch. 

Alex.  You  think,  none  but  your  sheets  are  priv}' 
to  your  wishes. 

Char.  Nay,  come,  tell  Iras  hers. 

Alex.  We'll  know  all  our  fortunes. 

Eno.  Mine,  and  most  of  our  fortunes,  to-night, 
•hall  be — drunk  to  bed. 

Iras.  There's  a  palm  presages  chastity,  if  noth- 
ing else. 

(I)  Fame.  (2)  Shall  be  bastards. 


Cfiar.  Even  as  the  o*erflowing  Nilus  presagetk 
famine. 

Iras.  Go,  you  wild  bedfellow,  you  cannot  aoolh- 
say. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitful  prog- 
nostication, I  cannot  scratch  mine  ear. — Pr'ythee, 
tell  her  but  a  worky-day  fortune. 

Sooth.  Your  fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras.  But  how,  but  bow  f  give  me  particulars. 

Sooth.   I  have  said. 

Iras.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  she  ? 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune 
better  than  I,  where  would  vou  choose  it .' 

Iras.  Not  in  my  husband's  nose. 

Char.  Our  worser  thoughts  heavens  mend !  A- 
lexas,— come,  his  fortune,  nis  fortune. — O,  let  him 
marry  a  woman  that  cannot  go,  sweet  Isis,  I  be- 
seech thee !  And  let  her  die  too,  and  give  him  a 
worse !  and  let  worse  follow  worse,  till  the  wont 
of  all  follow  him  laughing  to  his  grave,  fifty-fold  a 
cuckold  !  Good  Isis,'  hear  me  this  prayer,  thoo^ 
thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  weight ;  good  Isu, 
I  beseech  thee ! 

Iras.  Amen.  Dear  goddess,  hear  that  prayer  <rf 
the  people  !  for,  as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to  see  a 
handiome  man  loose-wived,  so  it  is  a  deadlv  sor- 
row to  behold  a  foul  knave  uncuckolded ;  There- 
fore, dear  Isis,  keep  decorum,  and  fortune  him  ac- 
cordingly ! 

Char.  Amen. 

Alex.  Lo,  now !  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make 
me  a  cuckold,  they  would  make  themselves  wbore^ 
but  they'd  do't. 

Eno.  Hush !  here  comes  Antony. 

Char.  Not  he,  the  queca 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  Saw  you  my  lord  .^ 

Eno.  No,  lady. 

Cleo.  Was  he  not  here  > 

Cfiar.  No,  madam. 

Cleo.  He  was  dispos'd  to  mirth ;  but  on  the  sad- 
den 
A  Roman  thought  hath  strock  him. — Enobarbus,— 

Eno.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Seek  him,  and  bring  him  hither.  Wl)ere*i 
Alexas.^ 

Alex.  Here,  madam,  at  your  service. — My  lord 
approaches. 

Enter  Antony,  with  a  Messenger  and  Attendants. 

Cleo.  "We  will  not  look  upon  him :  Go  with  us. 
[Exeunt  Cleopatra,  Ekiobarbus,  Alexas,  Iras 
Charmian,  Soolhsnyer^  and  Attendants. 

Mess.  Fulvia  thy  wife  first  came  into  the  field. 

Ant.  Against  my  brother  Lucius  f 

Mess.  Ay : 
But  soon  that  war  had  end,  and  the  time's  state 
Made  friends  of  them,  joining  their  force  *g«nMl 

Cassar; 
Whose  better  issue  in  the  war,  from  Italy, 
Upon  the  first  encounter,  drave  them. 

Ant.  Well, 

What  worst  •> 

Mess.  The  nature  of  bad  news  infects  the  teller 

Ani.  When  it  concerns  the  fool, or  coward. — On 
Things,  that  are  past,  are  done,  with  mc. — "Tts  thus 
Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  his  tale  lie  death, 
I  hear  him  as  he  flatter'a. 

Mess.  Labienua 

(This  is  stiff  news)  hath,  with  his  Parthian  force 
Extended^  Asia  irom  Euphrates ; 

(3)  An  Egyptian  goddess.        (4) 
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HiD  conquering  banner  shook,  from  Syria 
To  Lydia,  and  to  Ionia ; 
Whilst 

Ant.  Antony,  thou  would*st  say, — 

Mess.  O,  my  lord  ! 

Ant.  Speak  to  me  home,  mince  not  the  general 
tongue; 
Name  Cleopatra  as  she^s  called  in  Rome  : 
Rail  thou  in  Fulvia*s  phrase ;  and  taunt  my  faults 
With  such  full  license,  aa  both  truth  and  malice 
Have  power  to  utter.   O,  then  we  bring  forth  weeds, 
When  our  quick  winds!  lie  still ;  and  our  ills  told  us, 
Is  as  our  earing.3    Fare  thee  well  a  while. 

Jdess.  At  your  noble  pleasure.  [Exit. 

Ani.  From  Sicyon  how  the  news  ?  Speak  there. 

1  Att.  The  man  from  Sicyon. — Is  there  such  a 

one? 

2  Att.  He  stays*  upon  your  will. 

Ant.  Let  him  appear. — 

These  strong  Egyptian  fetters  I  roust  break, 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

Or  lose  myself  in  dotage. — What  are  you  ? 

2  Mess.  Fulria  thy  wife  is  dead. 

Ant  Where  died  she  ? 

2  Mess.  In  Sicyon : 
Her  length  of  sickness,  with  what  else  more  serious 
Importeth  thee  to  know,  this  bears.  [Gtves  a  letter. 

Ant  Forbear  me. — 

[Exit  Messenger. 
There^s  a  great  spirit  gone'!  Thus  did  I  desire  it : 
What  our  contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us. 
We  wish  it  ours  again ;  the  present  pleasure, 
By  revolution  lowering,  does  become 
llie  opposite  of  itself:  she*s  good,  being  gone  ; 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back,  that  shovM  her  on. 
I  mu:it  froAi  this  enchanting  queen  break  off; 
Ten  ^KNisand  harms,  more  than  the  ills  I  know, 
My  idleness  doth  hatch.— How  now !  Eoobarbus ! 

Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  What*s  your  pleasure,  sir  ? 

Ant.  I  must  with  haste  from  hence. 

JBwo.  Why,  then,  we  kill  all  our  women  :  We 
•ee  how  mortal  an  unkindness  is  to  them ;  if  they 
suffer  our  departure,  death^s  the  word. 

Ant.  I  must  be  gone. 

Eno.  Under  a  compelling  occasion,  let  women 
die  :  It  were  pity  to  cast  them  away  for  nothing ; 
though,  between  them  and  a  great  cause,  they 
should  be  esteemed  nothing.  Cleopatra,  catching 
but  the  least  noise  o(  this,  dies  instantly ;  I  haire 
seen  Jier  die  twenty  times  upon  far  poorer  moment : 
I  do  think,  there  is  mettle  in  death,  which  commits 
some  loving  act  upon  her,  she  hath  such  a  celerity 
in  diring. 

Ant.  She  if  cunning  past  man^s  thought 

Eno.  Alack,  sir,  no  ;  her  passions  are  made  of 
nothing  but  the  finest  part  of  pure  love  :  We  can- 
not call  her  winds  and  waters,  sighs  and  tears ;  they 
are  greater  storms  and  tempests  than  almanacs 
can  report :  this  cannot  be  cunning  in  her;  if  it  be, 
she  makes  a  shower  of  rain  as  well  as  Jo?e. 

Ant.  'Would  I  had  never  seen  her  ! 

Eno.  O,  sir,  you  had  then  left  unseen  a  wonder- 
ful piece  of  work ;  which  not  to  have  been  bless- 
ed withal,  would  have  discredited  your  travel. 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Uno.  Sir.' 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 


(1)  In  some  editioni  mmds. 

fak  nrt'-tt' __t L.T 


j  Tilling,  ploughing;  prepares  as  to  produce 
ood'iMd. 


Eno.  Fulvia  .> 

Ant.  Dead. 

Eno.  Wb^',  sir,  give  the  gods  a  thankful  sacri« 
6re.  When  it  pleaseth  their  deities  to  take  the  wife 
of  a  man  from  him,  it  shows  to  man  the  tailors  of 
the  earth  ;  comforting  therein,  that  when  old  robes 
are  worn  out,  there  are  members  to  make  new.  If 
there  were  no  more  wonien  but  Fulvia,  then  had 
you  indeed  a  cut,  and  the  case  to  be  lamented : 
this  grief  is  crowned  with  consolation ;  your  old 
smock  brings  forth  a  new  petticoat : — and,  indeed, 
the  tears  live  in  an  onion,  that  should  water  this 
sorrow. 

Ant.  The  business  she  hath  broached  in  the  state, 
Cannot  endure  my  absence. 

Eno.  And  the  business  you  have  broached  here, 
cannot  be  without  you ;  especially  that  of  Cleo- 
patra's, which  wholly  depends  on  your  abode. 

Ant.  No  more  light  answers.     Let  our  ofllicers 
Have  notice  what  we  purpose.     I  shall  break 
The  cause  of  our  expedience^  to  the  queen. 
And  get  her  love*  to  part.     For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches. 
Do  strongly  speak  to  us ;  but  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome 
Petition  us  at  home :  &xtus  Pbmpeius 
Hath  given  the  dare  to  Csesar,  and  commands 
The  empire  of  the  sea :  our  slippery  people 
(Whose  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  descrver. 
Till  his  deserts  are  past,)  begin  to  throw 
Pompey  the  great,  and  all  his  dignities. 
Upon  bis  son  ;  who,  high  in  name  and  power, 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  stands  up 
For  the  main  soldier :  whose  quality,  going  on. 
The  sides  o'the  world  may  danger :  Much  is  breed- 
ing. 
Which,  like  the  courser's*  hair,  hath  yet  but  life. 
And  not  a  serpent's  poison.     Say,  our  pleasure, 
To  such  whose  place  is  under  us,  requires 
Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

Eno.  I  shall  do't.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  III— Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras, 
and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  Where  is  he.' 

Char.  I  did  not  see  him  since. 

Cleo.  See  where  he  is,  who's  with  him,  what  ha 
does: — 
I  did  not  send  you  ;7 — If  you  find  him  sad, 
Say,  I  am  dancing ;  if  in  mirth,  report 
That  I  am  sudden  sick  :  Quick,  and  return. 

[ExitMex. 
Char.  Madam,  methinks,  if  you  did  love  him 
dearly. 
You  do  not  hold  the  method  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  should  I  do,  I  do  not .' 

Char.  In  each  thing  give  him  way,  cross  him  in 

nothing. 
Oeo.  Thou  teachest  like  a  fool :  the  way  to  low 

him. 
Char.  Tempt  him  not  so  too  far  :  I  wish,  forbear; 
In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear. 

Enter  Antony. 
But  here  comes  Antony. 
Geo.  I  am  sick,  and  sullen. 

Ant.  I  am  sorry  to  give  breathing  to  my  par- 
pose, — 
Cleo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmian,  I  shall  fall. 

(3)  Waits.        (4)  Expedition. 

(5)  Leave.         (6)  Horse's. 

(7)  Look  as  if  1  did  not  send  you. 
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It  cannot  be  tims  Iooq^,  the  ades  of  naliire 
Will  not  suttain  it 
AnL  Noir,  mjr  dearest  . 

CUo.  Fnj  TOOf  ftand  fiirther  from  me. 
AnL  What's  the  matter? 

CUo,  1  knoir,  by  that  nme  egre,  there's  some 
good  newsL 
What  says  the  married  woman  ?— Too  maj  go; 
*  Would  she  had  never  given  jou  leave  to  oome ! 
Let  her  not  saj,  *tis  I  that  keep  you  here, 
I  have  no  power  upon  yoo ;  hers  jou  are. 
AnL  The  gods  best  know,— 
Qeo.  O,  never  was  there  queen 

So  migfatOy  betrajM !  Yet,  at  the  first, 
I  saw  the  treasons  planted. 
AnL  Cleopatra^— 

GZeo.  Why  should  I  think,  yon  can  be  mine,  and 
true. 
Though  yon  in  swearing  shake  the  throned  gods, 
Who  have  been  fiOse  to  Fulvia  ?  Riotous  madness, 
To  be  entangled  with  those  mouth-made  vows, 
Which  break  themselves  in  swearing ! 
Ant.  Most  sweet  queen,— 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you, seek  no  colour  foryoorgoiog, 
But  bid  fiMwelf,  and>go :  when  you  sued  staying, 
Then  was  the  time  for  words :  No  going  then; — 
Eternity  was  in  our  lips,  and  eyes ; 
Bliss  in  our  brows*  bait;^  none  our  parts  so  poor. 
But  was  a  race?  of  heaven :  They  are  so  still. 
Or  thou,  the  greatest  soldier  of  the  world. 
Art  tum*d  the  greatest  liar. 
AnL  How  now,  lady ! 

CUo,  I  would,  I  had  diy  inches ;  thou  shouldV 
know, 
There  were  a  heart  in  E^grpt 

Ant.  Hear  me,  queen : 

The  strong  necessity  of  time  commands 
Our  services  a  while;  but  mv  full  heart 
Remains  in  use  with  you.    Our  Italy 
Shines  o*er  with  civil  swords :  Seitus  Pompeius 
Makes  his  approaches  to  the  port*  of  Rome : 
Equality  of  two  domestic  powers 
Breeds  scrupulous  faction :  The  hated,  grown  to 

strength. 
Are  newl;^  grown  to  love :  the  condenm*d  Pompey, 
Ridi  in  his  father's  honour,  creeps  apace 
Into  the  hearts  of  such  as  have  not  tnriv'd 
Upon  the  present  state,  whose  numbers  threaten ; 
And  quietness,  grown  sick  of  rest,  would  purge 
By  anv  desperate  change :  My  more  particular. 
And  tnat  which  most  with  you  should  sale*  my 

going. 
Is  Fulvia's  death. 
CUo.  Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give  mc 
free(£)m. 
It  does  from  childishness : — Can  Fulvia  die  ?* 

Ant.  She's  dead,  my  queen : 
Look  here,  and,  at  thy  sovereign  leisure,  read 
The  gacboils  she  awak'd:«  at  the  last,  best : 
See,  when,  and  where  she  died. 

CUo.  O  most  false  love 

Where  be  the  sacred  vials  thou  should'st  fill 
With  sorrowful  water  ?  Now  I  see,  I  see. 
In  Fulvia's  death,  how  mine  receiv'd  shall  be. 

AnL  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepar'd  to  know 
The  purposes  I  bear ;  which  are,  or  oeaMe, 
As  you  flfiall  give  the  advice :  Now,  by  the  fire 
That  quickens  Nilus*  slime,?  I  go  from  hence, 

(1)  The  arch  of  our  eye-brows. 

(2)  Smack  or  flavour.        (3)  Gate. 

(4)  Render  my  jcoinr  not  dangerous. 

(5)  Can  Fulvia  be  dead .' 
\)  The  commotion  she  occasioned. 


Thy  soldier,  servant ;  making  peace,  or  war. 
As  thou  afiect'st 

CUo.  Cut  my  lace,  Charmian,  come  ;— 

But  let  it  be.— I  am  quickly  ill,  and  well : 
So  Antony  loves. 

Ant,  My  pwcjous queen,  forbear: 

And  give  tnie  evidence  to  his  love,  whkh  stands 
An  honourable  triaL 

CUo.  So  Fulvia  told  me. 

Ipr'ydiee,  turn  aside,  and  weep  for  her ; 
llien  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  say,  the  tears 
Belong  to  Egypt:*  Good  now,  play  one  scene 
Of  excellent  dissemblii!^;  and  let  it  look 
Like  perfect  honour. 

AnL  You'll  heat  my  blood ;  no  more. 

Geo.  Yon  can  do  better  vet;  but  this  is  mcetiy. 

Ant,  Now,  by  my  sworo, — 

CUo.  And  taiget,— Still  he  mend» ; 

But  this  is  not  the  best:  Look,  pr'ythee,  Chamiian, 
How  this  Herculean  Roman  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  chafe.* 

AnL  V\\  leave  you,  bdy. 

CUo.  Courteous  lord,  one  word. 
Sir,  you  and  I  must  part, — but  that's  not  it : 
Sir,  you  and  I  have  lov'd,— but  there's  not  it; 
That  you  know  well :  Somethii^  it  is  I  woutd, — 
O,  my  oblivion^)  is  a  very  Antony, 
And  I  am  all  forgotten.  r 

Ant.  But  that  your  royalty 

Holds  idleness  your  subject,  I  should  lake  you 
For  idleness  itseUl 

CUo.  'TIS  sweatiiu;  Ubour, 

To  bear  such  idleness  so  near  tn^  neart 
As  Cleopatra  this.    But,  sir,  forgive  me ; 
Since  my  becoroinss  kill  me,  w^n  they  do  not 
E^'e  well  to  you :  Your  honour  calls  you  lienre ; 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  mv  unpitied  folly. 
And  all  die  gods  go  with  you !  upon  your  sword 
Sit  laurel'd  victoiy !  and  smooth  success 
Be  strew'd  before  yoi^r  feet ! 

Ant.  Let  us  ga    Come ; 

Our  separation  so  abides,  and  flies. 


That  thou,  residin|f  here,  go'st  yet  with  me. 
And  I,  henoe  tleetmg,  Ykup  remain  with  th«e. 


i 


[Exntnt, 


Away. 

SCEJSTE  /T.- Rome.  An  tqwrfmaa  m  Cesar's 
houte.  Enter  Octavius  Caesar,  Lepidus,  and 
AtUndanU. 

Cou.  You  mav  see,  Lepidus,  and  henceforth  know, 
It  is  not  Caesars  natural  vice  to  hate 
One  ^reat  competitor  -M  From  Aleiandria 
This  IS  the  news ;  He  fishes,  drinks,  and  wastes 
The  lamps  of  night  in  revel :  is  not  more  manlike 
Than  Cleopatra;  nor  the  queen  Ptolemy 
More  womanly  than  he :  hardly  gave  audience,  or  . 
VouchsaTd  to  thmk  he  had  partners:  You  shall 

find  there 
A  man,  who  is  the  abstract  of  all  foults 
That  all  men  follow. 

Lep.  I  must  not  think,  diere  are 

Evils  enoufi^  to  darken  all  his  goodness : 
H\i  faults,  m  him,  seem  as  the  spots  of  heaven. 
More  fier}'  by  night's  blackness ;  hereditary. 
Rather  tlian  purehas'd  ;>3  what  he  cannot  cfaanga, 
Than  what  be  chooses. 

Obs.  You  are  too  indulgent:  Let  us  grant,  it 
is  not 


(7)  Mud  of  the  river  Nile. 

(8)  To  me,  the  queen  of  Egj-pt. 

(9)  Heat.         (10)  Oblivious 
(11)  Associate  or  partner. 
{\2)  Procured  by  bis  own  6ult 
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Amiss  to  tumble  cm  the  bed  of  Ptolemy ; 
To  pre  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth ;  to  sit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tippling  with  a  slave ; 
To  reel  tne  streets  at  noon,  and  stand  the  buflfet 
With  knaves  that  smell  of  sweat :  say,  this  becomes 

him, 
(As  his  composure  must  be  rare  indeed. 
Whom  these  things  cannot  blemish,)  yet  must  An- 

tony 
No  way  excuse  his  soils,  when  we  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his  lightnew^     If  he  fill'd 
His  vacancy  with  his  voluptuousness, 
Full  surfeits,  and  the  dryness  of  his  bones. 
Call  on  hinP  for*t :  but,  to  confound'  such  time. 
That  drums  him  from  his  sport,  and  speaks  as  loud 
As  his  own  state,  and  ours, — *tis  to  be  chid 
As  we  rate  boys ;  who,  being  mature  in  knowledge. 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  present  pleasure, 
And  so  rebel  to  judgment. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Lep.  Here*s  more  news. 

JIfesf.  Thy  biddings  have  been  done ;  and  evei^- 
hour, 
Most  noble  Caesar,  shalt  thou  have  report 
How  *tis  abroad.    Pompey  is  strong  at  sea ; 
And  it  appears,  he  is  beIov*d  of  those 
That  only  have  fearM  Ca&sar :  to  the  ports 
The  discontents^  repair,  and  men's  reports 
Give  him  much  wronged. 

Qts.  I  should  have  known  no  less : — 

It  hath  been  taup:ht  us  from  the  primal  state, 
That  be,  which  is,  was  wish'd,  until  he  were ; 
And  the  ebb*dman,  ne'er  lovM,  till  ne'erworth  love, 
Comes  dear'd,  by  being  lack*d.*    This  common 

body. 
Like  a  vagabond  flag  upon  the  streani. 
Goes  to,  and  back,  lackeying  the  varying  tide, 
To  rot  itself  with  motion. 

Mess.  Caesar,  I  bring  thee  word, 

Menecrates  and  Menas,  famous  pirates. 
Make  the  sea  serve  them ;  which  they  eai^  and 

wound 
With  keels  of  every  kind :  Many  hot  inroads 
They  make  in  Italy ;  the  borders  maritime 
Lack  blood?  to  think  on't,  and  flustf  youth  revolt : 
No  vessel  can  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  soon 
Taken  as  seen :  for  Pompey's  name  strikes  more, 
Than  could  his  war  resisted. 

Cats.  Antony, 

Leave  thy  lascivious  wassals.'    When  thou  once 
Wast  beaten  from  Modena,  where  thou  slew'st 
Hirtius  and  Pansa,  consuls,  at  thv  heel 
Did  famine  follow ;  whom  thou  h>ught'st  against. 
Though  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience  more 
Than  savages  could  a^er :  Thou  didst  drink 
The  staleio  of  horses,  and  the  gilded  puddle<i 
Which  beasts  would  cough  at :  thy  palate  then  did 

deign 
The  roughest  berry  on  the  rudest  hedge; 
Yea,  like  the  stag,  when  snow  the  pasture  sheets, 
The  barks  of  trees  thou  browsed'st ;  on  the  Alps 
It  is  reported,  thou  didst  eat  strange  flesh, 
\Vhich  some  did  die  to  look  on:  And  all  this 
(It  wounds  thine  honour,  that  I  speak  it  now,) 
Was  home  so  like  a  soldier,  that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  lank'd  not. 

(1)  Levity.     (2)  Visit  him.     (3)  Consume. 
(4)  Discontented.   (5)  Endeared  by  being  missed. 
(C)  Plough.     (7)  Turn  pile.     (8)  Ruddy. 
(9)  Fea^tings:  in  the  old  copy  it  is  vaissaileSy 
*.  e.  vassaliw 


Lep.  It  is  pity  of  him. 

Cos.  Let  his  shames  quickly 
Drive  him  to  Rome  :  Tis  time  we  twain 
Did  show  ourselves  i'the  field ;  and,  to  that  end, 
A&semble  we  immediate  council :  Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  idleness. 

Lep.  To-morrow,  Ctesar, 

I  shall  be  furaish'd  to  inform  you  rightly 
Both  what  by  sea  and  land  I  can  be  able, 
To  'front  this  present  time. 

Ccu.  Till  which  encounter. 

It  is  my  business  too.     Farewell. 

Lep.  Farewell,  my  lord :  What  you  shall  know 
mean  time 
Of  stirs  abroad,  I  shall  beseech  you,  sir, 
To  let  me  be  partaker. 

Cos.  Doubt  not,  sir; 

I  knew  it  for  my  bond.u  [Exeuni. 

SCEJ^E  F.— Alexandria.  A  room  in  the  pal- 
ace. Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and 
Mardian. 

CZ«o.  Charmian, — 

Char.  Madam. 

CUo.  Ha,  ha!— 
Give  me  to  drink  mandragora.is 

Char.  Why,  madam.' 

Cieo.  That  I  might  sleep  out  this  great  gap  of 
time 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char.  You  think  of  him 

Too  much. 

Cleo.         O,  treason ! 

Char.  Madam,  I  trust,  not  sa 

Cleo.  Thou,  eunuch !  Mardian ! 

Metr.  What's  your  highness'  pleasure .' 

CUo.   Not  now  to  hear  thee  sing ;   I  take  na 
pleasure 
In  aught  an  eunuch  has :   'Tis  well  for  thee. 
That,  being  unseminar'd,'^  thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  flv  forth  of  Egypt.     Hast  thou  altections.^ 

Mar.  Yes,  gracious  madam. 

CUo.  Indeed  ? 

Mar.  Not  in  deed,  madam ;  for  I  can  do  nothing. 
But  what  in  deed  is  honest  to  be  done  : 
Vet  have  I  fierce  affections,  and  think, 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

CUo.  O  Charmian, 

Where  think'st  thou  he  is  now.^    Stands  be,  or 

sits  he .' 

Or  does  be  walk .'  or  is  he  on  his  horse  ? 
O  happy  horse,  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antony ! 
Do  bravely,  horse!  for  wot'st  thou  whom  thoa- 

mov'st  ? 
The  demi-Atlas  of  this  earth,  the  arm 
And  burgonet>«  of  men.— He's  speaking  now. 
Or  murmuring,  Where's  my  serpent  of  old  JWTf  / 
For  so  he  calls  me ;  Now  I  feed  myself 
With  most  delicious  poison  : — Think  on  me, 
That  am  with  Phoebus'  amorous  pinches  black. 
And  wrinkled  deep  in  time  }  Broad-fronted  Cae^r^ 
When  thou  wast  here  above  the  ground,  I  was 
A  morsel  for  a  monarch :  and  great  Pompey 
Wbuld  stand,  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  brow ; 
Inhere  would  he  anchor  his  aspect,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  life. 


EnUr  Alexas. 


AUx. 


Sovereign  of  Egypt,  hail ! 


(10)  Urine.         (11)  Stagnant,  slimv  water. 
(12)  Mv  bounden  duty.     (13)  A  sleepy  potion* 
(14)  Unra.uuied.  (15)  A  behneL 
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CUo,  Hoir  much  anlike  art  tbou  Mark  Antonj ! 
Yet,  coming  from  him,  that  great  medicine  hath 
With  bit  tinct  gilded  thee.— 
How  goes  it  with  my  brare  Mark  Antooj  ? 

Aux.  Last  thing  he  did,  dear  queen. 
He  kissM, — the  last  of  manj  doubled  kinses, — 
This  orient  pearl ; — His  speech  sticks  in  mj  heart 

CUo.  Mine  ear  must  pluck  it  thence. 

Akx.  Good  friend,  cniotfa  he, 

Say,  ihefirm  Raman  to  great  Egypt  aenat 
Thit  treasure  of  an  oyeter;  at  tohom  foot 
7V>  mend  the  petty  present,  I  toiU  piece 
Her  opulent  throne  vrith  kingdoms;  All  the  east, 
Saj  thou,  shaU  call  her  mistress.    So  he  nodded, 
And  sobcrW  did  mount  a  termaeant^  steed. 
Who  neigfa*d  so  high,  that  what  f  would  hare  spoke 
Was  beastly  dumb*d  by  him. 

CUo.  What,  was  he  sad,  or  menr  ? 

Alex.  Like  to  the  time  o*the  year  between  the 
extremes 
Of  hot  and  cold ;  he  was  nor  sad,  nor  menr. 

Cleo.  O  well-divided  disposition ! — Note  nim, 
Note  him,  ^|ood  Channian,  *tis  the  man;  but  note 

him: 
He  was  not  sad ;  for  he  would  shine  on  those 
That  make  their  looks  by  his :  he  was  not  meny 
Which  seemM  to  tell  them,  his  remembrance  lay 
In  Egypt  with  his  joy :  but  between  both ; 

0  heavenly  min|g;le ! — Be*st  thou  sad,  or  meny, 
The  violence  or  either  thee  becomes ; 

So  does  it  no  man  else. — Met*st  thou  my  poets  ? 

AU».  Ay,  madam,  twenty  several  messengers 
Why  do  you  send  so  thick  ? 

Geo.  Who*t  bom  that  day 

When  I  foieet  to  send  to  Antony, 
Shall  die  a  beggar. — ^Ink  and  paper,  Channian. — 
Welcome,  my  good  Alexas. — IM  I,  Charmian, 
Ever  love  Csesar  so  ? 

Char,  O  that  breve  Csesar ! 

CUo.  Be  chok*d  with  such  another  emphasis ! 
Sajf  the  brave  Antony. 

Char.  The  valiant  Csesar ! 

CZeo.  By  Isis,  I  will  give  thee  bloody  teeth. 
If  thou  with  Csesar  paragon  again 
My  man  of  men. 

Char.  By  your  most  gracioas  pardon, 

1  sing  but  after  you. 

C&.  My  salad  days ; 

When  I  was  green  in  judgment  :--Cold  in  blood. 
To  say,  as  I  said  then ! — But,  come,  away ; 
Get  me  ink  and  paper :  he  shall  have  every  day 
A  several  greeting,  or  ril  unpeople  E^pt    [Exe. 


ACT  n. 

SCEJfE  /.—Messina.     A  room  m  Pbmpej*s 
house.  JCii<erPompey,Meneciate8,  ami  Mcnas. 

Pom.  If  the  great  gods  be  just,  they  shall  assia 
The  deeds  of  jutftest  men. 

Mens,  Know,  worthy  Pompey, 

That  what  they  do  delay,  they  not  deny. 

Pom.  Whiles  we  are  suiton  to  their  throne,  de- 
cays 
Tlie  thing  we  sue  for. 

Mene.  We,  ignorant  of  ourselves. 

£eg  oAen  our  own  harms,  which  the  wise  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good ;  so  find  we  profit, 
By  losing  of  our  prayen. 


(1)  FurioM. 
<3)To. 


(t)  Declined,  Aided. 
(4)  Done  on ;  i.  «.  put  oo. 


Pom.  Ishalldowell: 

The  people  love  me,  and  the  sea  is  mine ; 
My  pc>wer*s  a  crescent,  and  my  auguring-  hope 
Says,  it  will  come  to  the  full.    Man  Antony 
In  Egypt  sits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
No  wars  without  doors :  Csesar  gets  money,  where 
He  loses  hearts :  Lepidus  flatters  both. 
Of  both  is  flatter'd ;  but  he  neither  loves. 
Nor  either  cares  lor  him. 

Men.  Csesar  and  Lepidus 

Are  in  the  field ;  a  mighty  strength  they  cany. 

Pom.  Where  have  you  this?  'tis  false. 

Men.  From  Silvias,  sir. 

Pom.  He  dreams;  I  know,  they  are  in  Rome  to- 
gether. 
Looking  tor  Antony :  But  all  channs  of  love. 
Salt  Cleopatra,  soRen  thy  wan*d2  lip ! 
Let  witchcraft  join  with  beauty,  lust  with  both ! 
Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feasts, 
Keep  his  brain'fuming ;  Epicurean  cooks. 
Sharpen  with  cloylesi  sauce  his  appetite ; 
That  sleep  and  ieeding  may  prorogue  his  honour. 
Even  till*  a  Lethed  dulness.—How  now,  Varrios  f 

Enter  Varrius. 

Far,  This  is  most  certain  that  I  shall  deliver : 
Mark  Antony  is  eveiy  hour  in  Rome 
Expected ;  since  he  went  from  ^ypt,  *tis 
A  space  for  further  travel. 

Pom.  I  could  have  given  less  matter 

A  better  ear. — ^Menas,  I  did  not  Uiink, 
This  amorous  surfeiter  would  have  doa*d<  his  belm^ 
For  such  a  petty  war :  his  soldiership 
Is  twice  the  other  twain :  But  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  opmion,  that  our  stirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  E^pt's  widow  pluck 
The  ne*er  lust-wearieoAntony. 

Men.  I  cannot  hope, 

Csesar  and  Antony  shall  well  greet  together: 
His  wife,  thaOs  dead,  did  trespasses  to  Ca»ar ; 
His  brother  warr'd  upon  him ;  although,  I  think. 
Not  mov*d  by  Antony. 

Pom.  I  know  not,  Menas, 

How  lesser  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater. 
Were*t  not  that  we  stand  up  against  them  all, 
*Twere  pregnant  they  should  square^  between  them* 

selves; 
For  they  have  entertainM  cause  enough 
To  draw  their  swords :  but  how  the  tear  of  us 
May  cement  their  divisions,  and  bind  up 
The  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know. 
Be  it  as  our  gods  will  have  it !  It  only  stands 
Our  lives  upon,  to  use  our  strongest  unds. 
Come,  Menas.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJiTE  7/.— Rome.    A  room  m  the  house  nf 
Lepidus.    Enter  Enobarbus  and  Lepidua. 

I^ep.  Good  Enobarbus,  *tis  a  worthy  deed. 
And  shall  become  you  well,  to  entreat  your  captain 
To  soft  and  gentle  speech. 

Eno.  I  shall  entreat  him 

To  answer  like  himself:  if  Csesar  move  him. 
Let  Antony  look  over  Caesar's  head. 
And  speak  as  loud  as  Mars.    By  Jupiter, 
Were  1  the  wearer  of  Antooius*  beard, 
I  would  not  shave  to-day. 

Lqjf.  *Tis  not  a  time 

For  private  stomaching. 

Eno.  Every  time 

Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  txnn  in  it 

Lep.  But  small  to  greater  matters  must  give  way. 

Eno,  Not  if  the  small  come  first 

(5)  Hehnet  (6)  QoarraL 
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Lep.  Your  speech  is  passion  : 

But,  pray  you,  stir  no  embers  up.     Here  coincs 
The  noble  Antony. 


Eno. 


Enter  Antony  and  Ventidius. 

And  yonder,  Cxsar. 


Enter  Csesar,  MsccenaSf  and  Agrippa. 

Ant.  If  we  compose!  ^feW  here,  to  Parthia  : 
Hark  you,  Yentidius. 

Qbs.  I  do  not  know, 

Maecenas ;  ask  Agrippa. 

Lep.  Noble  friends. 

That  which  combinM  us  was  most  great,  and  let  not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.     W'hat^s  amiss, 
May  it  be  gently  beard  :  When  we  debate 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murder  in  healing  wounds :  Then,  noble  partners, 
(The  rather,  for  I  earnestly  beseech,) 
Touch  you  the  sourest  points  with  sweetest  terms. 
Nor  curstness^  grow  to  the  matter. 

Ant  'Tis  SDoken  well : 

Were  we  before  our  armies,  and  to  fight, 
1  should  do  thus. 

Cos.  Welcome  to  Rome. 

Ant.  Thank  you. 

Gm.  Sit 

Ant.  Sit,  sir! 

Cces.  Nay, 

Then— 

Ant.  I  learn, you  take  things  ill,  which  are  not  so; 
Or,  being,  concern  you  not 

C<E5.  I  must  be  laughM  at, 

If,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little,  I 
Should  sav  myself  offended ;  and  with  you 
Chiefly  iUhe  world :  more  laughM  at,  that  I  should 
Once  name  you  derogately,  when  to  sound  your 

name 
It  not  concern^  me. 

Ant.  My  being  in  Egypt,  Cnesar, 

What  was'ttoyou.' 

Cos.  No  more  than  my  residing  here  at  Rome 
Might  be  to  you  in  Egypt :  Yet,  if  you  there 
Did  practise*  on  my  state,  your  being  in  Egjpt 
Might  be  my  question.^ 

Ant.  How  intend  you,  practised  ? 

Ckts.  You  may  be  pleasM  to  catch  at  mme  intent, 
Br  what  did  here  befall  me.  Your  wife,  and  brother, 
Made  wars  upon  me ;  and  their  contestation 
Was  theme  for  you,  you  were  the  word  of  war. 
Ant.  You  do  mistake  your  business ;  my  brother 
never 
Did  urge  me  in  this  act :  I  did  inquire  it ; 
And  have  my  learning  from  some  true  reports,* 
That  drew  their  swords  with  you.  Did  he  not  rather 
Discredit  my  authority  with  yours ; 
And  make  the  wars  alike  against  my  stomach, 
Having  alike  your  cause  ?  Of  this,  my  letters 
Before  did  satisfy  you.  If  you'll  patch  a  quarrel. 
As  matter  whole  you  have  not  to  make  it  with. 
It  must  not  be  with  this. 

Ccu.  ^       You  praise  yourself 

By  lading  defects  of  judgment  to  me  *,  but 
Y^ou  patcnM  up  your  excuses. 

Ant.  Not  so,  not  so ; 

I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  certain  on*t. 
Very  necessity  of  this  thought,  that  I 
Your  partner  in  the  cause  'gainst  which  he  fought, 
Could  not  with  graceful  eyes  attend  those  wars 

(1)  Agree.       (2)  Let  not  ill  humour  be  added 

(3)  Use  bad  arts  or  stratagems. 

(4)  Subject  of  coDversation. 

(5)  Reportera.  (6)  Opposed. 


Which  'fronted^  mine  own  peace.    As  for  my  wife, 
1  would  you  had  her  spirit  m  such  another : 
The  third  o'the  world  is  yours;  which  with  a  snaffle' 
Vou  may  pace  eai>y,  but  not  such  a  wife. 

Kno.  'Would  we  had  all  such  wives,  that  the  men 
might  go  to  wars  with  the  women  ! 

Ant.  So  much  uncurable,  her  garboils,^  CaeMir, 
Made  out  of  her  impatience  (which  nut  waniei> 
Shrewdnesjs  of  policy  too,)  I  grieving  grant. 
Did  you  too  much  disquiet :  for  that,  you  must 
But  say,  1  could  not  lielp  it 

Ccu.  I  wrote  to  you. 

When  rioting  in  Alexandria ;  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  letters,  and  with  taunts 
Did  gibe  my  missive^  out  of  audience. 

Ant.  Sir, 

He  fell  upon  me,  ere  admitted ;  then 
Three  kings  I  had  newly  feasted,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  i'the  morning :  but,  next  day, 
I  iold  him  of  myself;  which  was  as  much 
As  to  have  ask'd  him  pardon  :  Let  this  fellow 
Be  nothing  of  our  strife  ;  if  we  contend, 
Out  of  our  question'*!  wipe  him. 

Ccu.  You  have  brokeo 

The  article  of  your  oath ;  which  you  shall  never 
Have  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 

Lep.  Soft,  Caesar. 

Ant.  No,  Lepidus,  let  him  speak ; 
The  honour's  sacred  which  he  talks  on  now, 
Supposing  that  1  lack'd  it :  But  on,  Caesar ; 
The  article  of  my  oath, — 

does.  To  lend  me  arms,  and  aid,  when  I  reqair'd 
them; 
The  which  you  both  denied. 

Ant.  Neglected,  rather ; 

And  then,  when  poison'd  hours  had  bound  me  up 
Fit)m  mine  own  knowledge.     As  nearly  as  I  majr, 
I'll  play  the  penitent  to  you :  but  mine  honesty 
Shall  not  make  poor  my  fatness,  nor  my  power 
Work  without  it :  Truth  is,  that  Fulvia, 
To  have  me  out  of  Egypt,  made  wars  here ; 
For  which  myself,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
So  far  ask  pardon,  as  befits  mine  honour 
To  stoop  in  such  a  case. 

Lep.  *Tis  nobly  spoken. 

JUizc.  If  it  might  please  you,  to  enforce  no  further 
The  griefs^*  between  ye :  to  forget  them  quite. 
Were  to  remember  that  the  present  need 
Speaks  to  atone'^  you. 

Lep.  Worthily  spoke,  Maecenas. 

Eno.  Or,  if  ydh  borrow  one  another's  love  for 
the  instant,  you  may,  when  you  hear  no  more 
tvords  of  Pompey,  return  it  again :  you  shall  have 
time  to  wrangle  in,  when  you  have  nothing  else 
to  do. 

Ant.  Thou  art  a  soldier  only ;  speak  no  more. 

Eno.  That  truth  should  be  silent,  I  had  almost 
forgot 

Jint.  You  wrong  this  presence,  therefore  speak 
no  more. 

Eno.  Go  to  then  ;  your  considerate  stone. 

Caa.  I  do  not  much  dislike  the  matter,  but 
The  manner  of  his  speech  :  for  it  cannot  be, 
We  shall  remain  in  friendship,  our  conditions" 
So  differing  in  their  acts.     Yet,  if  I  knew 
What  hoop  should  hold  us  staunch, '^  from  edge  to 

edge 
O'the  world  I  would  pursue  it 

Agr.  Give  me  leave,  Csent  •• 


(7)  Bipdle. 
(9)  Messenger. 
(11)  Grievances. 
(13)  Dispositions. 


(8)  Commotions 
(10)  Conversation. 
(12)  Reconcile. 
(14)  Firm. 
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Cmt.  Sp«k,  Arrippn. 

JlifT.  Tx^M  bMt  a  Mmer  br  fi 
A'iiMf'd  (J'.iMrm :  great  Mark  Ankmj 
U  n^^w  a  widiMrer. 

Cas.  SajDoCto,  Ai^ppa; 

If  Ckopfetra  h«ard  TOO,  jxmt  rtpnwf 
Were  «r«II  d«4«nr'd  of  n*hiw<«. 

j^a/.  I  am  or/t  mferrwd,  Canar :  let  nw  bear 
Aftrippa  furth#ir  tprak. 

J94;r.  Tofaold  }fju  in  fwrprtiial  amity. 
To  imkc  }Q«i  brmhrrA,  and  to  Liiit  your  hearts 
With  an  unH\tp\iin$;  knot,  take  Antonj 
CJctaria  to  hi*  wife  :  whfmit  beauty  cUiim 
.\o  mtjnn:  a  bufeband  tlian  tke  btui  td  men  : 
WhrA*;  virtue,  and  whoie  ceoeral  i;races,  «peak 
Fhat  whir  h  wmw,  •Xm:  rail  utter.  By  thit  marriage. 
All  little  ji.-«lou»ie«,  which  otm  leem  great. 
And  all  great  fear*,  which  now  import  their  dan- 

gei*, 
Woald  tlwm  be  nochinr :  truthi  would  be  but  tales. 
Where  now  half  tale*  be  truths  :  her  lo%e  to  both. 
Would,  each  to  oilier,  and  all  love*  to  both, 
Ilfiw  after  her.     Pardoo  what  1  have  tpoke; 
For  *tis  a  ttwiied,  not  a  present  thought, 
by  duty  ruminated. 

Ant.  WniCeetar  speak? 

Ou.   Not  till  he  hears  how  Antony  is  touch*d 
With  what  is  spoke  already. 

AnL  What  power  is  in  Agrippa, 

If  I  would  say,  Arrippa,  btiiBO, 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Obu.  The  power  of  Caesar,  and 

His  power  unto  Octavia. 

AnL  May  I  never 

To  thi4  good  purpose,  that  so  fairly  shows. 
Dream  of  impediment ! — Let  me  mve  thy  hand : 
Further  this  act  of  grace ;  and,  from  this  hour. 
The  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves, 
And  sway  our  great  dnagns ! 

Ccu.  There  is  my  hand. 

A  siifter  I  bM|ueath  you,  whom  no  brother 
Dia  ever  love  no  dearly :  Let  her  live 
To  join  our  kingdoms,  and  our  hearts ;  and  never 
Fly  oflf  our  loves  again ! 

Lq>,  Happily,  amen 

Ant.  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  sword  'gainst 
Pompcry ; 
For  he  hath  laid  strange  courtesies,  and  great. 
Of  late  upon  im: :  J  mu«it  thank  him  only, 
Lest  mv  nrmembrance  suffer  ill  report ; 
At  beef  of  that,  defy  him.  • 

Lep.  Time  calls  upon  us : 

Of  us  must  Pompey  presently  be  sought, 
Or  else  he  seeks  out  us. 

Ani,  And  where  lies  he  ? 

Ow.  About  the  mount  Misenum. 

Ant  Wbat*s  his  strength 

By  land? 

Ccu.        Great,  and  increasing :  but  by  sea 
He  in  an  absolute  master. 

AnL  So  is  the  fame. 

*  Would,  we  had  spoke  together :   Haste  we  for  it : 
Vet,  eru  we  put  ourselves  in  arms,  despatch  we 
The  business  we  liavc  talkM  of. 

(>Bs.  With  most  gladness ; 

And  do  invite  you  to  my  sinter^s  view, 
Whither  struiglit  I  will  lead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidus, 

Not  lack  your  company. 

J^.  Noble  Antony, 

(1)  Suits  with  her  merit?. 

(2)  Addeil  to  the  warmth  they  were  intended  to 
diminish. 


.\ot  tkkneM  ritoold  detaji  mr. 

'f-lemriMk.    EieuMt  C«a.  AbL  mmi  Lrp. 

Mmc  WtrkcoK  from  Eg?  p(,  sir. 

Eno.  Ha]ftheknrtoiC«-!ar,wartliTMaBOCBM! 
— my  honooraUe  firiesd,  Agrippa  !^  * 

Ap".  Good  Enofaarbvs! 

Mttc  We  hare  cause  to  be  ghuL  ihat  n.aliwa 
areM>welldige»«rd.  Yon  siaidwell  by  kioEgvpL 

£mo.  At,  sir ;  we  did  sleep  day  oof  of  caaBie» 
nance,  amf  made  the  nieht  Ugtit  » ith  drinkmg; 

JUttc.  Eight  wiki  boan  roa^ttd  whole  at  a  Niri 
Cut,  and  but  twelve  pemns  there:  Is  thb  tme? 

Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  fly  by  an  eaigle :  wr  had 
much  more  monstrous  matter  oif  feast,  whidi  wor- 
thilv  dtrsened  noting. 

Mae.  She*s  a  most  triumphant  lad|y,  if  report  fat 
square  to  her.l 

Eno.  When  ihe  fint  met  Mark  AntoBy,  iho 
puned  uphis  heart  upon  the  river  of  CydnnSb 

Agr.  There  she  appeared  indeed  \  or  bbj  m- 
porter  devised  well  ibr  her. 

Eno.  I  will  tell  tou  : 
The  barge  >he  sal  in,  like  a  boraishM  throne, 
Bum*d  on  the  water :  the  poop  was  beaten  gjoU; 
Purple  the  sails  an<l  so  perfinned,  that 
The  winds  were  love-SKk  with  than:  the  ou« 

were  silver ; 

^liich  to  the  tune  of  flutes  kept  stroke,  and  nada 
The  water,  which  they  beat,  to  follow  &ster. 
As  amorou*  of  their  strokes.    For  her  own  penoo, 
It  beggarM  all  description :  she  did  lie 
In  her  pavilion  (cloth  of  gold,  of  tisane,) 
0*er-picturing  that  Venus,  where  we  see 
The  fancy  out-work  nature :  on  each  side  farr. 
Stood  nretty  dimpled  boys,  like  smiling  Cupidii 
With  oivenM^-coIoorM  fans,  whose  wind  dia  seen 
To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  th^  did  cool. 
And  what  they  undid,  did.3 

Atrr.  O,  rare  for  Antony! 

Eno.  Her  gentlewomen,  like  the  Neretdes, 
.So  many  mermaids,  tended  her  i^the  eyes. 
And  made  their  bojids  adoruii^ :  at  the  helm 
A  ttermin^  mermaid  steers ;  the  silken  tackle 
Swell  with  the  touches  of  those  flower-soA  haodii 
That  yareiy  frame'  the  office.    From  the  barge 
A  .strange  invisible  perfume  hits  the  sense 
Of  tlic  adjacent  wharfs.     The  city  cast 
Her  people  out  upon  her;  and  Antony, 
EiithronM  in  the  market-place^  did  sit* alone, 
Whittling  to  the  air;  which,  but  for  vacancy, 
Had  gone  to  gaxe  on  Cleopatra  too, 
And  made  a  gap  in  nature. 
Agr.  Rare  Egyptian ! 

Kno.  Upon  her  landing,  Antony  sent  to  her, 
Invited  her  to  supper :  she  replied, 
It  bliould  be  better,  he  became  her  guest; 
Which  she  entreated :  Our  courteous  Antony,    / 
Whom  nc*cr  the  word  of  JVb  woman  heard  sfvu, 
Being  barber*d  ten  times  o*er,  goes  to  the  fea>t; 
And,  for  his  ordinaiy,  pavs  his  neart. 
For  what  his  eyes  eat  onfy. 

Agr.  Royal  wcnrh! 

She  made  great  Cesar  lay  his  vword  to  bed; 
He  ploughed  her,  and  she  croppM. 

Eno.  I  Mw  her  cmt 

Hop  forty  paces  through  the  public  stivet  • 
And  havin;^  lo^t  her  breath,  she  spoke,  and  panted 
That  she  did  make  defect,  perfection, 
-And,  breathless,  power  breathe  forth. 
Jifctc.  .Now  Antony  must  leave  her  otterif. 
Eno.  Never ;  he  will  not ; 
Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale 

(3)  Readily  perform. 
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Her  infinite  variety  :  Other  women 
Cloy  th*  appetites  they  feed ;  but  she  makes  hungiy 
Where  most  she  satiraes.     For  vilest  things 
Become  themselves  in  her;  that  the  holy  priests 
Ulejis  her,  when  she's  riggishJ 

Mttc.  If  beauty,  wisdom,  modesty,  can  settle 
The  heart  of  Antony,  Octavia  is 
A  blessed  lottery^  to  him. 

Agr.  Let  us  ga — 

Good  Cnobarbus,  make  yourself  ray  goest, 
Whilst  you  abide  here. 

Eno,  Humbly,  sir,  I  thank  you. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJ^E  III.— The  same.  A  room  in  Ca?sar*s 
house.  Enter  Caesar,  Antony,  Octavia  between 
them  i  Attendants,  and  a  Soothsayer. 

Ant.  The  world,  and  my  great  office,  will  some- 
times 
Divide  me  from  your  bosom. 

Octa.  *      All  which  time 

Before  the  gods  my  knee  shall  bow  my  prayenr 
To  them  for  you. 

Ant.  Good  night,  sir. — My^Octavia, 

Read  not  my  blemishes  in  the  world*«  report : 
I  have  not  kept  my  square ;  but  'that  to  come 
Shall  all  be  done  by  the  rule.    Good  night,  dear 
lady. — 

Oeia.  Good  night,  sir. 

CiBS.  Good  nignt  [Exeunt  Caesar  and  Octavia. 

Ant.  Now,  sirrah !  voudo  wish  yourself  in  Egypt? 

Sooth.  'Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence, 
nor  you 
Thither! 

Ant.      U  you  can,  your  reason  ? 

Sooth.  I  seen  in 

M^  motion,  have  it  not  in  my  tongue :  But  yet 
Hie  you  again  to  Egypt 

Ant.  Say  to  me. 

Whose  fortunes  shall  rise  higher,  Caesar's,  or  mine  f 

Sooth.  Cesar's. 
Therefore,  O  Antony,  stay  not  bj  his  side: 
Thv  daemon,  that's  thy  spirit  which  keeps  thee,  is 
NoSle,  courageous,  high,  unmatchable, 
Where  Ceesar  is  not ;  but  near  him,  thy  angel 
Becomes  a  Fear,  as  being  o'erpower'd ;  therefore 
Make  space  enough  between  you. 

Ant.  Speak  this  no  more. 

Sooth.  To  none  but  thee ;  no  noore,  but  when  to 
thee. 
If  thou  dost  play  with  him  at  any  game. 
Thou  art  sure  to  lose ;  and,  of  that  natural  luck. 
He  beats  thee  'gainst  the  odds ;  thy  lustre  thickea<9, 
When  he  shines  by :  I  say  again,  thy  spirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him ; 
Bat,  he  away,  'tis  noble. 

Ant.  Get  thee  gone  * 

.Say  to  Ventidius,  I  would  speak  with  him  : 

[Exii  Soothsayer. 
He  shall  to  Parthia. — Be  it  art,  or  hap. 
He  hath  spoken  true:  The  very  dice  obe^  him; 
And,  in  our  sports,  my  better  cunning  faints 
Under  his  chance  :  if  we  draw  lots,  he  speeds : 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battle  still  of  mine, 
When  it  is  all  to  nought ;  and  his  quails'  ever 
Beat  mine,  inhoop'd,^  at  odds.     I  will  to  Egypt : 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace. 

Enter  Ventidius. 
V  the  east  my  pleasure  lies : — O,  come,  Ventidius, 

(1)  Wanton.  (2)  Allotment. 

(3)  The  ancients  used  to  match  quails  as  ivr 
match  corks. 

VOL.  II. 


You  must  to  Parthia ;  your  commission's  ready : 
Follow  me,  and  receive  it  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^TE  IV.-^The  same.  A  street.  Enter  Lepi- 
dus,  Msecenas,  and  Agrippa. 

lAjt.  Trouble  yourselves  no  further:  pray  you, 
hasten 
Your  generals  after. 

Agr.  Sir,  Mark  Antony 

Will  e'en  but  kiss  Octavia,  and  we'll  follow. 

Lep.  Till  I  shall  see  you  in  your  soldier's  dress, 
Which  will  become  you  both,  forewelL 

J^ctc.  We  shall. 

As  1  conceive  the  journey,  be  at  mount* 
Before  you,  Lepidus. 

Licp.  Your  way  is  shorter, 

My  purpNoses  do  draw  me  much  about ; 
YouMI  win  two  days  upon  me. 

JtficBc.  Agr.  Sir,  good  success  ! 

Lep.  Farewell.  [Exeunt 

SCEJ^TE  r.— Alexandria.  A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Chaimian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Qeo.  Give  me  some  music ;  music,  moody^  food 
Of  us  that  trade  in  love. 
Attend.  The  music,  ho ! 

Enter  Mardian. 

Cleo.  Let  it  alone ;  let  us  to  billiards : 
Come,  Chanman. 

Char.  My  arm  is  sore,  best  play  with  Mardian. 

Cleo.  As  well  a  woman  with  an  eunuch  play'd. 
As  with  a  woman ; — Come,  you'll  play  with  me,'sir.^ 

Mar.  As  well  as  1  can,  madam. 

Cleo.  And  when  good«wiU  is  show'd,  though  it 
come  too  short, 
The  actor  may  plead  pardon.     I'll  none  now : — 
Give  me  mine  angle, — We'll  to  the  river :  there, 
My  music  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
Tawny -finn'd  fishes ;  my  bended  hook  shall  pierce 
Their  slimv  jaws ;  and,  as  I  draw  them  up, 
I'll  think  them  every  one  an  Antony, 
And  say.  Ah,  ha  !  you're  caught. 

Char.  'Twas  merry,  when 

You  wagcr'd  on  your  angling;  when  your* diver 
Did  hang  a  salt-fish  on  his  hook,  which  he 
With  fervency  drew  up. 

Cleo.  That  time  !— O  times  !— 

I  laugh'd  him  out  of  patience ;  and  that  night 
I  laugh'd  him  into  patience :  and  next  mom. 
Ere  the  ninth  hour,  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed ; 
Then  put  my  tires^  and  mantles  on  him,  whilst 
I  wore  his  sword  Philippan.    O I  from  Italy ; 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Ram  thou  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  ears, 
That  long  time  have  been  Darren. 

Mess.  Madam,  madam, — 

Cleo.  Antony's  dead.' — 
If  thou  say  so,  villain,  thou  kill'st  thy  mistress: 
But  well  and  free. 

If  thoa  so  yield  him,  there  is  gold,  and  here 
My  bluej.t  veins  to  kiss:  a  hand,  that  kings 
Have  lipp'd,  and  trembled  kissing. 

Mess.  Fii>t,  madam,  he's  well. 

CUo.    Wliy,  there's  more  gold.      But,  sirrah, 
mark  ;  We  use 
To  say,  the  dead  are  well :  bring  it  to  that, 
The  gold  1  give  thee,  will  I  melt,  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill-uttoriiig  throat. 

Mess.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 


(i)  Inclosed. 
(6)  Melancholy. 


(5)  Mount  Misienum. 
(7>  Head-drcsfc 
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CUo,  Well,  eo  to,  I  will ; 

But  there's  no  goodness  in  thy  face :  If  Antoojr 
Be  free,  and  healthful, — why  so  tart  a  favour' 
To  trumpet  such  good  tidings?  If  not  well, 
Thou  lihouldst  come  like  a  fury  crowned  with  snakes. 
Not  like  a  fonnal  nian.3 

JMtss.  WilPt  please  vou  hear  me  ? 

CUo.   I  have  a  mind  to  strike  t^,  ere  thou 
speak*st : 
Yet,  if  thou  say,  Antony  lives,  is  well. 
Or  friends  with  Ctesar,  or  not  captive  to  him, 
Pll  Mt  lliee  in  a  bhuwcr  of  gold,  and  hail 
Rich  pearls  upon  thee. 

Mess.  Madam,  he*s  well. 

CUo.  Well  said. 

Mess.  And  friends  with  Cicsar. 

Oeo.  Thou*rt  an  honest  man. 

Meu.  Caesar  and  he  are  greater  friends  than  erer. 

CUo.  Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me. 

Mess.  But  yet,  madam, — 

CUo.  I  do  not  like  bviyet^  it  does  allay 
The  good  precedence  ;*  ne  upon  but  yet: 
Bui  yet  is  as  a  gaoler  to  bring  forth 
Some  monstrous  malefactor.     Pr^ythee,  friend. 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear, 
The  good  and  bad  together:   He^s  friend  with 

Caesar; 
In  state  of  health,  thou  say^st ;  and,  thou  say*st,  free. 

Mess.  Free,  madam !  no;  I  made  no  iudi  report : 
He*s  bound  unto  Octavia. 

Cleo.  For  what  good  turn  ? 

Mess.  For  the  best  turn  i*the  bed. 

Cleo.  I  am  pale,  Chaimian. 

Mess.  Madam,  be^s  married  to  6ctavia. 

(^eo.  The  most  infectious  pestilence  upon  thee ! 
[Utrikes  him  down. 

Mess,  Good  madam,  patience. 

CUo.  What  say  you  ? — hence, 

[Strikes  him  again. 
Horrible  villain !  or  Pll  spurn  thine  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me ;  Pit  unhair  thy  head ; 

[She  haUs  him  vp  and  down. 
Thou  shalt  be  whipped  with  wire,  and  stew*d  in 

brine. 
Smarting  in  lingering  pickle. 

Mess.  Gracious  madam, 

I,  that  do  brinfi;  the  news,  made  not  the  match. 

CUo.  Say,  Uis  not  so,  a  province  I  will  give  thee, 
And  make  thy  fortunes  proud  :  the  blow  tliou  hadst 
Shall  make  thy  peace,  lor  moving  me  to  rage ; 
And  I  will  boot^  thee  with  what  gift  beside 
Thy  modesty  can  b^. 

Mess.  He^s  married,  madam. 

CUo.  Rogue,  thou  hast  Uv*d  too  long. 

[Draws  a  dagger. 

Mess.  Nay,  then  Pll  run : — 

What  mean  you,  madam.'  I  have  made  no  fault 

[Exit 

Char.  Good  madam,  keep  yourself  within  your- 
self; 
The  man  is  innocent 

CUo.  Some  innocents  *scape  not  the  thunder- 
bolt.— 
Melt  E^'pt  into  Nile !  and  kindly  creatures 
Turn  all  to  serpents ! — Call  the  slave  again ; 
Though  1  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him :— CalL 

Char.  He  is  afeard  to  come. 

CUo.  I  will  not  hurt  him: — 

These  hands  do  lack  nobility,  that  they  strike 
A  meaner  than  myself;  since  1  myself 
Have  given  myself  the  cause. — Come  hither,  Mr. 

(1)  So  sour  a  countenance. 

(2)  A  man  in  his  senses.        (3)  Preceding. 


Re-€nUr  Messenger. 
Though  it  be  honest,  it  is  never  good 
To  bring  bad  news :  Give  to  a  nacioui  i 
A  host  6[  tongues ;  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Thernaelves,  when  they  be  felt 

Mess.  I  have  done  my  doff. 

CUo.  Is  he  married  ?  • 

I  cannot  hate  tliee  worser  than  I  do, 
If  thou  again  say.  Yes. 

Mess.  He  is  married,  madam. 

Cleo.  The  gods  confound  thee !  dost  thou  bold 
there  still  i 

Mess,  Should  1  lie,  madam .' 

CUo.  O,  I  would,  thoo  didiC; 

So  half  my  Egypt  were  submergM,^  and  i 
A  cistern  for  scaVd  snakes !  Go,  get  tliee  1 
Hadst  thou  Narcissus  in  thy  face,  to  me 
Thou  wouldst  appear  most  ugly.     He  is  married? 

Meu.  I  crave  your  highncM*  pardon. 

CUo.  He  is  married? 

Mesa.  Take  no  oflence,  that  I  would  noC  odend 
you  : 
To  punish  me  for  what  you  make  me  do, 
Seems  much  uncc]|ual :  He  is  married  to  Odana. 

CUo.  O,  that  his  faults  should  make  a  knave  of 
thee. 
That  art  not!— What.'  thou*rt  sure  or*t.'-~GaC 

thee  hence: 
The  merchandise  which  thoo  hast  brougfat  fivB 

Rome, 
Are  all  too  dear  for  me;  Lie  they  upon  thy  hand, 
And  be  undone  by  *em !  [Exit  Messenger. 

Char.  Good  your  highness,  patienoa. 

CUo.   In  praising  Antony,  I  have  oispnis^ 
Caesar. 

Char.  Many  times,  madam. 

Cleo.  I  am  paid  fin^  noir. 

Lead  me  from  hence. 

I  faint ;  O  Iras, Charmian, — *Tis  no  matter: — 
(lO  to  the  fellow,  good  Alexas ;  bid  him 
Report  the  featur^  of  Octavia,  her  yea.-^ 
Her  inclinati(xi,  let  him  not  leave  out 
The  colour  of  her  hair : — bring  me  word  quickly.— 
[Extt  Aleia& 
Let  him  for  ever  ^ : — Let  him  not— -Charanaa, 
Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 
Toother  way  he*s  a  Mars : — Bid  you  Alexas 

[TbMardba. 
Bring  me  word,  bow  tall  she  is. — Pity  me,  Chai^ 

mian, 
But  do  not  speak  to  me. — Lead  me  to  my  dnniber. 

[£HWlt 

SCRJSrE  VL—J^ear  Misenuna.  EnUr  Famgtf 
and  Menas,  a/  one  side^  urith  drum  and  trumfds 
at  onotA^, Caesar,  Lepidus,  Antony,  EnobariM% 
Mieceuas,  vfith  Soldiers  marching. 

Pom.  Your  hostages  I  have,  so  have  yon  mioe; 
And  we  shall  talk  before  we  fight 

Qbs.  Most  meet, 

That  first  we  come  to  words ;  and  therefore  have  HI 
Our  written  purpo<cs  before  us  sent; 
Which  if  thou  hast  considered,  let  us  know 
If  'twill  tie  up  thy  discontented  sword; 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  talF  youth 
That  else  must  perish  liere. 

Pom.  To  you  all  three, 

The  senators  alone  of  this  great  worid. 
Chief  factors  for  the  gods, — I  do  not  know. 
Wherefore  my  father  should  reveiupers  wast, 
Having  a  son,  and  friends;  since  Julius  Cciar« 


(4)  Recompense. 
(G)  Beauty. 


(5)  Whelmed 
(7)  Brave. 
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Who  at  Ptiilippi  the  good  Brutus  ghosted,' 
There  saw  you  labouring  for  him.     Wiiat  was  it, 
That  mov*cf  pale  Cassius  to  conspire  ?  And  what 
Made  the  alI-honour*d,  honest,  Roman  Brutus, 
With  the  arm*d  resit,  courtiers  of  bcautepus  freedom, 
To  drench  the  Capitol ;  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man  ?  And  that  is  it, 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  navy  ;  at  whose  burden 
The  anger'd  ocean  foams;  with  which  I  meant 
To  scourge  the  ingratitude  that  despiteful  Rome 
Cast  on  my  noble  father. 

Cau.  Take  your  time. 

Ant,  Thou  can*st  not  fear^  us,  Pompey,  with 
thy  sails, 
WeMl  speak  with  thee  at  sea :  at  land,  thou  knowV 
How  much  we  do  o*er-count  thee. 

Pom.  At  land,  indeed, 

Thou  dost  o*er<count  me  of  my  father^s  house : 
But,  since  the  cuckoo  builds  not  for  himself, 
Remain  inU  as  thou  may^st 

Lep.  Be  pleasM  to  tell  us, 

(For  this  is  from  the  present,')  how  you  take 
The  offers  we  have  sent  you. 

C<M.  There's  the  point. 

Ant.  Which  do  not  be  entreated  to,  but  weigh 
What  it  is  worth  embraced. 

Ou.  And  what,  may  follow. 

To  trj'  a  lai^r  fortune. 

Pom.  You  have  made  me  offer 

Of  Sicily,  Sardinia ;  and  I  mubt 
Rid  all  the  sea  of  pirates  ;  then,  to  send 
Measures  of  wheat  to  Romcl :  This  *greed  upon, 
To  part  with  unhack*d  edges,  and  bear  back 
Our  target  undintcd. 

Qes.  Ant.  Lep.  That's  our  offer. 

Pom.  Know  then, 

I  came  before  vou  here,  a  man  prepared 
To  take  this  oti'er :  But  Mark  Antony 
Put  me  to  some  impatience  : — Though  I  lose 
The  praise  of  it  by  telling.  You  must  know. 
When  Cas-nar  and  your  brothers  *vere  at  blows, 
Your  mother  came  to  Sicily,  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  friendly. 

Ant.  I  have  heard  it,  Pompey ; 

And  am  well  studied  for  a  liberal  thanks, 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom.  Let  me  have  vour  hand : 

I  did  not  think,  sir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

Ant.  The  beds  i'the  east  are  soft ;  and  thanks 
to  you, 
That  caird  me,  timelier  than  my  purpose,  hither; 
For  I  have  gain'd  by  it. 

Cos.  Since  I  saw  you  last. 

There  m  a  change  upon  you. 

Pom.  Well,  I  know  not 

What  counts*  harsh  fortune  casts  upon  my  face ; 
But  in  my  bosom  shall  she  never  come. 
To  make  my  heart  her  vassal. 

Lep.  Well  met  here. 

Pom^  1  hope  so,  Lepidus. — Thus  we  are  agreed  : 
I  crave,  our  composition  may  be  written. 
And  scaPd  between  us. 

Qu.  That's  the  next  to  da 

Pom,  We'll  feast  each  other,  ere  we  part ;  and 
let  us 
Draw  lots  who  shall  begin. 

Ant.  That  will  I,  Pompey. 

Pom.  No,  Antony,  take  the  lot :  but,  first. 
Or  last,  your  fine  Egyptian  cookeiy 
Shall  have  the  fame.     I  have  heard,  that  Julius 
Caesar 


(IJ  Haunted. 

(3)  Prevent  subject 


(2)  Affright 

(4)  Target,  shield. 


Grew  fat  with  feasting  there. 

Ant.  You  have  heard  much. 

Pom.  I  have  fair  meanings,  sir. 

AnL  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom.  Then  so  much  have  I  heard  : — 
And  I  have  heard,  Apollodorus  carried — 

Eno.  No  more  of  that : — He  did  so. 

Pom.  What,  I  pray  you .' 

Kno.  A  certain  queen  to  Capsar  in  a  mattress. 

Pom.  I  know  thee  now: — How  far'st  thou,  soldier? 

Eno.  Well; 

And  well  am  like  to  do ;  for,  I  perceive. 
Four  feasts  are  toward. 

Pom.  Let  me  shake  thy  hand ; 

I  never  hated  thee :  I  have  seen  thee  fight. 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Eno.  Sir, 

I  never  lov'd  you  much  ;  but  I  have  prais'd  you, 
When  you  have  well  deserv'd  ten  times  as  much 
As  1  have  said  you  did. 

Pom.  Enjoy  thy  plainness, 

It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee. — 
Aboard  my  galley  I  invite  you  all : 
Will  you  lead,  lords  ? 

Ojts.  Ant.  Lep.  Show  us  the  way,  sir. 

Pom.  Come. 

[Exeunt  Pompey,  Csesar,  Antony,  Lepidus, 
Soldiers^  and  Attendhnts. 

Men.  Thy  father,  Pompey,  would  ne'er  have 
made  this  treaty. — [Aside.] — You  and  I  have 
known, 6  sir. 

Eno.  At  sea,  I  think.  ^ 

J\Ien.  We  have,  sir. 

Eno.  You  have  done  well  by  water. 

Men.  And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  I  will  praise  any  man  that  will  praise  me : 
though  it  cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by 
land 

Men.  Nor  what  1  have  done  by  water. 

Eno.  Yes,  something  you  can  aeny  for  your  own 
safety  :  you  have  been  a  e;reat  thief  by  sea. 

Men.  And  you  by  land! 

Eno.  There  I  deny  mv  land  service.  But  give 
me  your  hand,  Menas  :  If  our  eyes  had  authority, 
here  they  might  take  two  thieves  kissing. 

Men.  All  men's  faces  are  true,  whatsoe'er  their 
hands  are. 

Eno.  But  there  is  never  a  fair  woman  has  a  true 
face. 

Men.  No  slander ;  they  steal  hearts. 

Eno.  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Men.  For  my  part,  I  am  sorry  it  is  turned  to  a 
drinking.  Pompey  doth  this  way  laugh  away  his 
fortune. 

Eno.  If  he  do,  sure,  he  cannot  woen  it  back  again. 

Men.  You  have  said,  sir.  We  looked  not  for 
Mark  Antony  here ;  Pray  you,  is  he  married  to 
Cleopatra .' 

Eno.  Capfar's  sister  is  called  Octavia. 

Men.  True,  sir ;  she  was  the  wife  of  Caius  Mar- 
cel lus. 

Eno.  But  she  is  now  the  wife  of  Marcus  Antonius. 

Men.  Pray  you,  sir.' 

Eno.  'Tis  true. 

Men.  Then  is  Csesar,  and  he,  for  ever  knit  to- 
gether. 

Eno.  If  I  were  bound  to  divine  of  this  unity,  I 
would  not  prophesy  so. 

Men.  I  think,  the  policy  of  that  purpose  made 
more  in  the  marriage,  than  the  love  of  the  parties. 

£710.  I  think  so  too.  But  vou  shall  find,  the 
band  that  seems  to  tie  their  friendship  together, 

(5^  Scores,  marks.  (6)  Been  acquainted. 
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will  be  the  veir  stnuigler  of  tbeir  amity :  Octatia 
is  of  holy,  cola,  and  still  cooTersation.i 

Men.  Who  would  not  have  his  wife  so  f 

Eno.  Not  he,  that  himself  is  not  so ;  which  is 
Marie  Antony.  He  will  to  his  Egyptian  dish  again : 
then  shall  the  sighs  of  Octavia  blow  the  fire  up  in 
Caesar;  and,  as  I  said  before,  that  which  is  the 
ftrength  of  their  amity,  shall  prove  the  immediate 
author  of  their  variance.  Antony  will  use  his  af- 
fection where  it  is;  he  married  but  his  occasion 
here. 

Men.  And  fStma  it  may  be.  Come,  nr,  will  you 
aboard  f  I  have  a  health  for  you. 

J&io.  I  shall  take  it,  sir:  we  have  used  oar  throats 
in  Egypt 

Men.  Come;  let's  away.  [Elxeunt 

SCEJTE  ril—On  board  JE^mpey's  jnttey,  lying 
near  Misenum.  Music.  Enter  two  or  three 
Servants,  10«<A  a  banquet,^ 

1  Serv.  Here  they'll  be,  man :  Some  o*their 
plants'  are  ill-rooted  already,  the  least  wind  i'the 
worid  will  blow  them  down. 

2  Serv.  Lepidus  is  highHX)loured. 

1  Serv.  They  have  made  him  drink  alms-drink. 

2  Sero.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  dis- 
position, he  cries  out,  no  more  ;  reconciles  them  to 
nis  entreaty,  and.  himself  to  the  drink. 

1  Sero.  But  it  raises  the  greater  war  between  him 
and  his  discretion. 

2  Serv.  Wh^,  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great 
•  men's  fellowship :  1  had  as  lief  have  a  reed  that  will 

do  me  no  service,  as  a  (xurtizan^  I  could  not  heave. 

1  Sero.  To  be  called  into  a  huge  sphere,  and  not 

to  be  seen  to  move  in't,  are  the  holes  where  eyes 

should  be,  which  pitifully  disaster  the  cheeks. 

A  tennd  aovniod.  £n/er  Caesar,  Antony,  Pompey, 
Lepidus,  Agrippa,  Maecenas,  Enobarbiis,  Menas, 
wiik  other  capUuns. 

Ant  Thus  do  they,  sir?  [7b  Caesar]  They  take 
the  ik>w  o^the  Nile 
By  certain  scales  iHhe  pyramid ;  they  know. 
By  the  he^ht,  the  lowness,  or  the  mean,*  if  dearth. 
Or  foiion,8  follow:  The  higher  Nilus  swells. 
The  more  it  promises :  as  it  ebbs,  the  seedsman 
Upon  the  slime  and  ooze  scatters  his  grain. 
And  shortly  comes  to  harvest. 

Lep.  You  have  strange  serpents  there. 

Ant  Ay,  Lepidus. 

Lqt.  Your  serpent  of  Egypt  is  bred  now  of  yonr 
nod,  by  the  operation  of  your  sun:  so  is  your 
crocodile. 

Ant  They  are  sa 

Pom.  Sit,— and  some  winew — A  health  to  Lepidus. 

Lqt.  I  am  not  so  well  as  I  should  be,  but  1*11  ne'ei 
out. 

Eno.  Not  till  you  have  slept ;  I  fear  me,  youMl 
be  in,  till  then. 

Lep.  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard,  the  Ptolemies' 
Pjnramises?  are  very  goodly  things ;  without  contra- 
diction, I  have  heard  that 

Men,  Pompey,  a  word.  [Aside. 

Pom.  Say  in  mine  ear :  What  is^t  f 

Men,  Forsake  thy  seat,  I  do  beseech  thee,  captain, 

[Aside. 
And  hear  me  apeak  a  word. 

Pom,  Forbear  me  till  anoo.~ 

T\m  wine  for  Lepidus. 

Lep,  What  manner  o'tbing  is  your  crocodile .' 

(1)  BehavMur.        (2)  Dessert         (3)  Feet 
(4)  Pike.        (5)  Middle.        (6)  Plenty. 
(7)  ^ramids. 


Ani.  It  is  shaped,  sir,  like  jtKelf;  and  it  is  as 
broad  as  itf  hath  breadth :  it  is  just  so  high  as  it  is,     « 
and  moves  with  its  own  organs :  it  lives  by  that 
which  noorisheth  it ;  and  the  elements  once  oat  of 
it,  it  transmigrates. 

Lep   What  colour  is  it  of? 

AnL  Of  its  own  colour  toa 

L^.  'Tis  a  strange  serpent 

AnL  *Tis  so.    And  the  tears  of  it  are  wet 

Cbbs,  Will  this  descriptkm  satisfy  him? 

Ani.  Widi  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him, 
else  he  is  a  very  epicure. 

Pom.  [To  Menas  aside.]  Go,  hang,  sir,  hang ! 
Tell  me  of  that  ?  away  ! 
Do  as  I  bid  yoa.— Where's  this  cup  I  call'd  for? 

Men.  If  for  the  sake  of  merit  thou  wilt  hearme, 
Rise  from  thy  stool.  [Aside. 

Pom.  I  think,  thou'rt  mad    The  matter? 

[Aues,  and  walks  aside. 

Men.  I  have  ever  held  my  cap  off  to  thy  fortunes. 

Pom.  Thou  hast  serv'd  me  with  moch  feith : 
What's  else  to  say  ? 
Be  jolly,  lords. 

Ani.  These  quick-sands,  Lepidoi, 

Keep  off  them,  foryoa  sink. 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  brd  of  all  the  worid? 

Pom.  What  say'st  thou? 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  the  whole  world? 
That's  twice. 

Pom.  How  should  that  be  ? 

Men.  Bat  entertain  it,  and. 

Although  thou  think  me  poor,  I  am  the  man 
Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

Pom.  Hast  thou  drunk  well  ? 

Men.  No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cnp^ 
Thou  art,  if  thou  dar'st  be,  the  earthly  Jove : 
Whate'er  the  ocean  pales,^  or  sky  inclips,' 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  have't 

Pom.  Show  roe  which  vnj. 

Men.  These  three  world-sharers,  these  competi- 
tor8,io 
Are  in  thy  vessel :  Let  me  cut  the  cable ; 
And,  when  we  are  put  ofi^  fall  to  their  throats : 
All  there  is  thine. 

Pom.  Ah,  this  thou  should'st  have  done, 

And  not  have  spoke  on't !  In  me,  'tis  villany ; 
In  thee,  it  had  been  good  service.  Thou  must  know, 
'Tis  not  my  profit  mat  does  lead  mine  honour ; 
Mine  honour,  it     Repent,  that  e'er  thy  tongue 
Hath  so  betray'd  thine  act :  Being  done  unknown, 
I  should  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done ; 
But  must  condcnm  it  now.    Desist,  and  drink. 

Men.  For  this,  [.^stii. 

I'll  never  follow  thy  pall'd"  fortunes  more.^ 
Who  seeks,  and  will  not  take,  when  once  'tis  ofier'd, 
Shall  never  find  it  more. 

Pom.  This  health  to  Lepidos^ 

AnL  Bear  him  aafaora. — I'll  pledge  it  for  him, 
Pbmpey. 

Eno.  Here's  to  thee,  Menas. 

Men.  Enobarbus,  welcome. 

Pom.  Fill,  till  the  cup  be  hid. 

Eno.  There's  a  strong  fellow,  Menas. 
[Pointing  to  the  aitendant  tcAo  carries  off  Lepidoa. 

Mean.  Why  ? 

Eno.  He  bears 

The  third  part  of  the  world,  man ;  See'st  not  ? 

Men.  The  third  part  then  ia  drunk:  'Would  it 
were  all. 
That  it  might  go  on  wheels ! 

Eno.  Drink  thou ;  increase  the  reeli. 


(8^ 
(10) 


(9)  Embrace!. 
(11)  Cbyed. 
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Men.  Come. 

Pom.  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  feast 
Ant.  It  ripens  towards  it. — Strike  thevesselSf^bo ! 
Here  is  to  Caesar. 

Com.  I  could  well  forbear  it 

1t*s  monstrous  labour,  when  I  wash  my  brain, 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

Jlnt.  Be  a  child  o^the  time. 

Cos.  Possess?  it,  PU  make  answer :  but  I  had 
rather  fast 
From  all,  four  days,  than  drink  so  much  in  one. 

Eno.  Ha,  my  brave  emperor  !         [To  Antony. 
Shall  we  dance  now  the  Egyptian  Bacchanals, 
And  celebrate  our  drink  ? 

Pom.  LeVs  ha*t,  good  soldier. 

Ant.  Come,  let  us  all  take  hands. 
^  Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  steeped  our 
Id  soft  and  delicate  Lethe. 

Eno.  All  take  hands. — 

Make  batteir  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  music : — 
The  while,  rll  place  you :  Then  the  boy  shall  sing ; 
The  holding^  every  man  shall  bear,  as  loud 
As  bis  strong  sides  can  volley. 

[Music  playg.    Enobarbus  places  them  hand 
in  hand. 

SONG. 
Come,  thou  monarch  of  the  wn«, 
Plvmpy  Bacchus  J  with  pink  eyne  ^ 
In  thy  vats  our  cares  be  droum.*d  ,* 
IVith, thy  grapes  our  hairs  be  crown*d; 
Cup  uSf  tUl  the  world  go  round; 
Cup  us,  till  the  world  go  round  ! 
Cees.  What  would  vou  more  } — Porapey,  good 
night     Good  brother, 
Let  me  request  you  off:  our  graver  business 
Frowns  at  this  levity. — Gentle  lords,  let's  part ; 
You  see,  we  have  burnt  our  cheeks :  strong  Eno- 

barbe 
Is  weaker  than  the  wine ;  and  mine  own  tongue 
Splits  what  it  speaks ;  the  wild  disguise  hath  alnxMt 
AjiticM  us  all.     What  needs  more  words  i    Good 

night — 
Good  Antony,  your  hand. 
Pom.  V\\  tiy  you  o'the  shore. 

Ant.  And  shall,  sir:  give's  your  hand. 
Pom.  O,  Antony, 

You  have  my  father's  bouse, — But  what  ?  we  are 

friends : 
Come,  down  into  the  boat 
Eno.  Take  heed  you  fall  not. — 

[Exeunt  Pom.  Caes.  Ant  and  Attendants. 
Menat,  I'll  not  on  shore. 

Men.  No,  to  my  cabin. — 

These  drums ! — ^these  trumpets,  flutes  !  what! — 
Let  Neptune  hear  we  bid  a  loud  farewell 
To  these  great  fellows:    Sound,  and  be  hang'd, 
sound  out 

[A  flourish  of  trumpets,  with  drums. 
Eno.  Ho,  says  *a  I — There's  my  cap. 
Men.  Ho ! — noole  captain ! 

Come.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  in. 

SCEJ^E  I.— A  plain  in  Syria.  Enter  Venti- 
dius,  as  after  conquest,  witk  Silius,  and  other 
Romans,  Officers,  and  Soldiers;  the  dead  body 
<if  Pftcorus  borne  before  him. 

Fen.  Now,  darting  Parthia,  art  thou  struck ;  and 
now 


(1)  Kettle-drums. 
(3)  Burden,  chorus. 


(2)  Understand. 
(4)  Red  eyes. 


Pleas'd  fortune  does  of  Marcus  Crassus*  death 
Make  me  revenger. — Bear  the  king's  son's  body 
Before  our  amu' : — Thy  Pacorus,  Orodea,* 
Pays  this  for  Nlarois  Crassus. 

Sil.  Noble  Ventidius, 

Whilst  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  sword  is  warm. 
The  fugitive  Parthians  follow;  spur  through  Media, 
Mesopotamia,  and  the  shelters  whither 
The  routed  fly  :  so  thy  grand  captain  Antony 
Shall  set  thee  on  triumphant  chariots,  and 
Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Ven.  O  Silius,  Silius, 

I  have  done  enough :   A  lower  place,  note  well. 
May  make  too  great  an  act:  For  learn  this,  Silius; 
Better  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed  acquire 
Too  high  a  fame,  when  him  we  serve's  away. 
Caesar,  and  Antony,  have  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer,  than  person  :  Sossius, 
One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  lieutenant. 
For  quick  accumulatkxi  at  renown, 
Which  he  achiev'd  by  the  minute,  lost  his  favour. 
Who  does  i'the  wars  more  than  his  captain  can. 
Becomes  his  captain's  captain :  and  ambition, 
The  soldier's  virtue,  rather  makes  choice  of  loss, 
Than  gain,  which  darkens  him. 
I  could  do  more  to  do  Antonius  good. 
But  'twould  offend  him ;  and  in  his  offence 
Should  my  performance  perish. 

SiL  Thou  hast,  Ventidius, 

That  without  which  a  soldier,  and  his  sword. 
Grants  scarce  distinction.    Thou  wilt  write  to  An- 
tony.^ 

Fen.  I'll  humbly  signify  what  in  his  name. 
That  magical  word  of  war,  we  have  effected ; 
How,  with  his  banners,  and  his  well-paid  ranks, 
The  ne'er-yet-beaten  horse  of  Parthia 
We  have  jaded  out  o'the  field. 

SiL  'Where  is  he  now.> 

Fen.  He  purposeth  to  Athens:  whither  with 
what  haste 
The  weight  we  must  convey  with  us  will  permit. 
We  shall  appear  before  him. — On,  there;  pass 
along.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  II. — Rome.  An  ante-chamber  in  Cae- 
sar's house.  Enter  Agrippa,  and  Enobarbus, 
nueting. 

Agr.  What,  are  the  brothers  parted  ^ 
Eno.  They  have  despatch'd  with  Pompey,  be  is 
gone; 
The  other  three  are  sealing.     Octavia  weeps 
To  part  from  Rome :  Caesar  is  sad  ;  and  Lepdus, 
Since  Pompey's  feast,  as  Menas  says,  is  trouoled 
With  the  green  sickness. 
Agr.  'Tis  a  noble  Lepidus. 

Eno.  A  very  fine  one :  O,  hotv  he  loves  Caesar ! 
Agr.  Nay,  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark  An- 
tony ! 
Eno.  Ca'sar,'  Why,  he's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 
Agr.  What's  Antony  }  The  god  of  Jupiter. 
Eno.  Spake  you  ofCjesiar.'  How.-*  the  nonpareil  I 
Agr.  O  Antony!  O  ihou  Arabian  bird  !* 
Eno.  Would  you  praise  Caesar,  say, — Caesar;— 
so  no  further. 
Agr.  Indeed,  he  ply'd  them  both  with  excellent 

praises. 
Eno.  But  ho  loves  Caesar  best ;— Yet  he  loves 
Antony : 
Ho!  hearts,  tongues,  figures,  scribes,  bards,  poets, 

cannot 
Think,  spe^,  cast,  write,  sing,  number,  ho,  his  lo^e 

(5)  Pacorus  was  the  son  of  Orodes,  king  of  Purthia. 

(6)  The  phoenix. 
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To  Antonj'.     But  as  for  Cwsar, 
Kneel  down,  kneel  do^in,  and  wonder. 

Ji^r.  Both  he  love«. 

Eno,  Thcj  are  his  shards,^  and  be  their  beetle. 
So, —  [Trumpets. 

This  is  to  hor^. — Adieu,  noble  Agrip)>a. 

^gr.  Good  fortune,  worthy  soldier ;  and  farewell. 

Enter  Cocsar,  Antony,  Lcpidus,  and  Octavia. 

Ant.  No  further,  sir. 

Ota.  You  take  from  me  a  ^at  part  of  myself; 
Use  mc  well  in  it — Sister,  prove  such  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  furthest 

bands 
Shall  pass  on  thy  approof. — Most  noble  Antony, 
L«?t  not  the  piece  of  virtue,*  which  is  set 
Betwixt  us,  a*»  the  cement  of  our  love, 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  ram,  to  batter 
The  fortress  of  it :  for  better  mi^ht  we 
Have  loved  without  this  mean,  U  on  both  parts 
This  be  not  cherished. 

Ant.  Make  roe  not  ofiendcd 

In  ycmr  distrust. 

Ota.  I  have  said. 

Ant.  You  shall  not  find, 

Though  you  be  therein  curious,^  the  least  cause 
For  what  you  seem  to  fear  :  So,  the  gods  keep  you, 
And  make'  the  hearts  of  Romans  scr^c  your  ends ! 
We  will  here  part 

Cos.  Farewell,  my  dearest  sister,  fare  thee  well ; 
The  elements*  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  spirits  all  of  comfort !  fare  thee  welL 

beta.  My  noble  brother ! — 

Ant.  T^e  ApriPsinhereyef :  It  is  lovers  spring. 
And  these  the  snowers  to  bring  it  on. — Be  cheerful. 

Octa.  Sir,  look  well  to  my  husband^s  bouse}  and — 

C€u.  What, 

Octavia? 

Oc^o.     PlI  tell  yoa  m  your  ear. 

Ant.  Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor 
can 
Her  heart  inform  her  tongue:  the  8wan*8  down 

feather, 
That  stands  upon  the  swell  at  full  of  tide, 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

Eno.  W^ill  Csesar  weep .'      [Ande  to  Agrippa. 

A^.  tie  has  a  cloud  in*s  face. 

Eno.  He  were  the  worse  for  that,  were  he  a  horse ; 
So  is  he,  being  a  man. 

Agr.  Why,  Enobarbus  ? 

When  Antony  found  Julius  Caesar  dead. 
He  cried  alirkjst  to  roaring :  and  he  wept, 
When  at  Pliilippi  he  found  Brutus  slain. 

Eno.  That  year,  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with  a 
rheum ; 
What  willingly  he  did  confoand,<^  he  wail*d : 
Believe  it,  till  I  weep  toa 

CkBS.  No,  sweet  Octavia, 

You  shall  hear  from  me  still ;  the  time  t»hall  not 
Out-go  my  thinking  on  you. 

Ant.  Come,  sir,  come ; 

V\\  wrestle  with  you  in  mv  strength  of  love  : 
Look,  here  1  have  you  ;  thus  I  let  you  go, 
And  give  you  to  the  gods. 

Qbs.  Adieu ;  be  happy  ! 

Lep.  Let  all  the  number  of  the  stars  give  light 
To  thy  fair  way ! 

Cbu.  Farewell,  farewell ! 

[Kisses  Octovia. 

Ant.  Farewell. 

[  Trumpets  sound.    Exeunt. 

0)  Wings.        (2)  Bond.         (3)  Octaria. 
(4)  Scrupulous.  (5)  Of  air  and  water. 


SCKJ\''E  ///.—Alexandria.    A  room  in  the  pal- 
are.     Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,   ami 

Alexas. 

Cteo.  Where  is  the  fellow  .^ 

Ater.  Half  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.  Go  to,  go  to : — Come  hither,  sir. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Alex.  Good  majeity, 

Herod  of  Jewr}'  dare  not  look  upoo  yoa, 
But  when  you  are  well  pleasM. 

Cleo.  That  Herod*!  he«l 

r*ll  have  :  But  how  .>  when  Antony  is  gone. 
Through  whom  1  might  command  it — Come  tboa 
near. 

Mess.  Most  gracious  majesty, — 

Cleo.  Didst  thoa  bedold 

Octavia  > 

Mess.    Ay,  dread  queen. 

Cleo.  Where } 

Mess.  Madam,  ia  Rume 

I  looked  her  in  the  face ;  and  saw  her  led 
Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Antony. 

Cieo.  Is  she  as  tall  as  mef 

Mess.  She  is  not,  maclaiiL 

CZeo.  Didst  hear  her  speak?  Is  idte  ihrill-tongu'd, 
or  low  ? 

Mess.  Madam,  I  heard  her  speak ;  the  is  low- 
voic'd. 

Cleo.  That's  not  so  good : — he  cannot  like  berlocq;; 

Oiar.  Like  her?  O  Isis !  *tis  impoMnble. 

Cleo.  I  think  so,  Charmian :  Dull  of  tongoe,  and 
dwarfish ! — 
What  majesty  is  in  her  gait  ?  Remember, 
If  e*er  thou  look*dst  on  majesty. 

Mess.  She  creep*; 

Her  motion  and  her  station?  are  as  one: 
She  shows  a  body  rather  than  a  life;  , 

A  statue,  than  a  breather. 

Cleo.  Is  this  certain  f 

Mess.  Or  I  have  no  observance.       * 

Outr.  Three  in  Egfpi 

Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He's  veiy  knowing, 

I  do  pcrceive't : — There's  notliing  m  her  yet:— 
The  follow  has  good  judgment 

Char.  Excellent 

Cleo.  Guess  at  her  years,  I  pr'ythee. 

Mess.  Madam, 

She  was  a  widow. 

Cleo.  Widow  ? — Charmian,  haik. 

Mess.  And  I  do  think,  she's  thirty. 

Cleo.  Bear'st  thou  her  face  in  mind  ?  it  it  kff|i 
or  round  ? 

Mess.  Round  even  to  faultinesa. 

CUo.  For  the  moat  part  too. 

Thev  are  foolish  that  arc  so. — Her  hair,  what  cokfff 

Juess.  Brown,  madam :  And  her  forehead  is  as  ki» 
As  she  would  wish  it. 

Cleo,  There  is  gold  for  thee. 

Thou  must  not  take  my  former  sharpness  ill : 
I  will  employ  thee  back  again ;  I  find  thee 
Most  fit  for  business :  Go,  make  thee  ready ; 
Our  letters  are  prepar'd.  [Krit  Mcasenger. 

Char.  A  proper  man. 

Cleo.  Indeed,  he  is  so :  I  repe^it  me  much. 
That  so  I  harry'ds  him.     ^^lly,  methinka,  by  hiSi 
This  creature's  no  such  thing. 

Char.  O,  nothing,  ma'lsin. 

Cleo,  The  man  hath  seen  some  majesty,  and 
should  know. 

Char.  Hath  he  seen  majesty  ?  laia  ebe  defend, 

(6)  Destroy.    (7)  Standing.     (0)  Pkilled,  h^gfd. 
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And  serving  you  so  long ! 

CUo.  I  have  one  thing  more  to  ask  him  yet,  good 
Charmian : — 
But  Mis  no  matter ;  thou  shall  bring  him  to  me 
Where  1  will  write  :  All  may  be  well  enough. 

Char.  I  warrant  you,  madam.  [Lxtuni. 

SCEJVE  /r.— Athens.     A  room  in  Antony's 
house.    Enter  Antony  cmd  Octavia. 

Ani.  Nay,  nay,  Octavia,  not  only  that, — 
That  were  excusable,  that,  and  thousandM  more 
Of  semblable  import,!— but  he  hath  wag'd 
New  wars  'gainst  Pompey;   made  his  will,  and 

read  it 
To  public  ear : 

Spoke  scantly  of  me :  when  perforce  he  could  not^ 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honour,  cold  and  sickly 
He  vented'  them ;  most  narrow  measure  lent  me : 
When  the  best  hint  was  given  him,  he  not  took*t, 
Or  did  it  from  his  teeth.^ 

Oct.  O  my  good  lord. 

Believe  not  all ;  or,  if  you  must  t^Iieve, 
Stomach^  not  all.     A  more  unhappy  lady. 
If  this  division  chance,  ne'er  stood  between. 
Praying  for  both  parts : 
And  the  good  goos  will  mock  me  presently. 
When  1  shall  pray,  O,  bless  my  lord  and  husband! 
Undo  that  prayer,  by  cn'ing  out  as  loud, 
O,  bless  my  brother  !  Husband  win,  win  brother, 
Prays,  and  destroys  the  prayer ;  no  midway 
*Twixt  these  extremes  at  all. 

Ani.  Gentle  Octavia, 

Let  your  best  love  draw  to  that  point,  which  seeks 
Best  to  preserve  it :  If  I  lose  mine  honour, 
I  lose  myself:  better  I  were  not  yours. 
Than  yours  so  branchless.    But,  as  you  requested. 
Yourself  shall  go  between  us :  The  mean  time,  lady, 
I'll  raise  the  preparation  of  a  war 
Shall  stain^  your  brother ;  Make  your  soonest  haste ; 
So  your  desires  are  yours. 

Oct.  Thanks  to  my  lord. 

The  Jove  of  power  make  roe  most  weak,  most 

weak, 
Your  reconciler !  Wars  'twixt  you  twain  would  be 
As  a  the  world  should  cleave,  and  that  slain  men 
Should  solder?  up  the  rift.8 

Ant.  When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins, 
Turn  your  displeasure  that  way ;  for  our  faults 
Can  never  be  so  equal,  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  them.  Provide  your  going; 
Choose  your  own  company,  and  command  what  cost 
Your  h^rt  has  mind  ta  [Exeuni. 

SCEUVE  v.— The  same.    Another  room  in  the 
tame.     Enter  Enobarbus  and  Eros,  meeting. 

Eno.  How  now,  friend  Eros  f 
Eros.  There's  strange  news  come,  sir. 
Eno.  What,  man  f 
Eros.  Caroar  and  Lepidus  have  made  wars  upon 
Pomjiey. 

Eno.  This  is  old ;  What  is  the  success  ?« 
Eros.  Caesar,  having  made  use  of  him'o  in  the 
wars  'gainst  Pompey,  presently  denied  him  rival- 
ity  ;•>  would  not  let  him  partake  in  the  glory  of  the 
action  :  and  not  resting  here,  accuses  him  of  let- 
ters he  had  formerly  wrote  to  Pompey ;  upon  his 
own  appeal,^  seizes  him :  So  the  poor  third  is  up, 
till  deaU)  enlarge  his  confine. 

(1)  Similar  tendency.        (2)  Could  not  help. 
(3)  Published.     (4)  Indistinct,  through  his  teeth. 
(.=>)  Resent      (6)  Di!«grace.     (7)  Cement,  close. 
(8)  Opening. 


Eno.  Then,  world,  thou  hast  a  pair  of  chaps,  no 
more; 
And  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  hast. 
They'll  grind  the  one  the  other.  Where's  Antony.' 

Eros.  He's  walking  in  the  garden — thus ;  and 
spurns 
The  rush  that  lies  before  him;  cries,  Fool,  Lepidus.' 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  ofiker. 
That  murder'd  Pompey. 

Eno.  Our  great  navy's  rig|;ed. 

Eros.  For  Italy,  and  Caesar.     More,  Domiuus  ; 
My  lord  desires  you  presently  :  my  news 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Eno.  *Twill  be  naught : 

But  let  it  be. — Bring  me  to  Antony. 

Eros.  Come,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  r/.— Rome.  ^  room  tn  Caesar's  Aoujt. 
Enter  Caesar,  Agrippa,  emd  Maecenas. 

Cas.  Contemning  Rome,  he  has  done  all  this : 
And  more ;  . 
In  Alexandria, — here's  the  manner  of  it, — 
I'the  market-place,  on  a  tribunal  silver'd, 
Cleopatra  ana  himself,  in  chairs  of  gold. 
Were  publicly  enthron'd;  at  the  feet,  sat 
Caesarion,  whom  they  call  my  father's  son ; 
And  all  the  unlawful  issue,  that  their  lust 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them.     Unto  her 
He  gave  the  'stablishment  of  Egypt ;  made  her 
Of  lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia, 
Absolute  queen. 

Jiftec.  This  in  the  public  eye  ? 

Qts.  I'the  common  show-place,  where  they  ex- 
ercise. 
His  sons  he  there  proclaim'd,  The  kings  of  kings . 
Great  Media,  Parthia,  and  Armenia, 
He  gave  to  Alexander ;  to  Ptolemy  he  assign'd 
Syria,  Cilicia,  and  Phoenicia :  She 
In  the  habiliments  of  the  goddess  Isis 
That  day  appear'd ;  and  oft  before  gave  audience, 
As  'tis  reported,  so. 

Mcec.  Let  Rome  be  thus 

Inform'd. 

Agr.      Who,  queasy'^  with  his  insolence 
Already,  will  their  good  thoughU  call  from  him. 

Ctes.  The  people  know  it ;  and  have  now  rcceiv'd 
His  accusations. 

Agr.  Whom  does  he  accuse  ? 

Cos.  Ciesar :  and  that,  having  in  Sicily 
Sextus  Pompeius  spoil'd,  we  had  not  rated  i^  him 
His  part  o'the  isle  :  then  does  he  say,  he  lent  me 
Some  shipping  unrestor'd  :  lastly,  he  frets. 
That  Lepidus  of  the  triumvirate 
Should  be  depos'd ;  and,  being,  that  we  detain 
All  his  revenue. 

Agr.  Sir,  this  should  be  answer'd. 

Cms.  'Tis  done  already,  and  the  messenger  gone. 
I  have  told  him,  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel; 
That  he  his  high  authority  abus'd. 
And  did  deserve  his  change ;  for  what  I  have  con- 

quer'd, 
I  grant  him  part ;  but  then,  in  his  Armenia, 
And  other  of  his  conquer'd  kingdoms,  I 
Demand  the  like. 

Mcec.  He'll  never  jrield  to  that. 

Ccts.  Nor  must  not  then  be  yielded  to  in  this. 

Enter  Octavia. 
Oct.  Hail,  Cae!«ar,  and  my  lord  !  hail,  most  deal 
Caesar ! 

(9)  What  follows.  (10)  i.  e.  Lepidus 

(1 1 )  f^jual  rank.  (1-2)  Accusation. 

(13)  Sick,  disgusted        (14)  Assigned. 
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On.  That  ever  I  ibottld  call  thee,  cut  away ! 

Oct  You  have  not  calPd  me  ao,  nor  have  you 
cauie. 

OoBf.  Why  have  yoa  storn  upon  os  thua .'  You 
come  noC 
Like  Cesar's  sister :  The  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  u«ber,  and 
The  neighs  of  horse  to  tell  of  her  approach. 
Long  ere  she  did  appear ;  the  trees  by  the  way. 
Should  have  borne  men ;  and  expectation  iainted, 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not :  nay,  the  dust 
Should  have  ascended  to  the  roof  of  heaven, 
RaisM  by  your  populous  troops :  But  you  are  come 
A  market-maid  to  Rome ;  and  have  prevented 
The  ostenti  of  our  love,  which,  left  unshown, 
la  often  left  unlov*d :  we  should  have  met  you 
Bv  sea,  and  land ;  supplying  eveiy  stage 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

Oct.  Good  my  lord, 

To  come  thus  was  I  not  constrained,  but  did  it 
On  m^  free  will.    My  lord,  Mark  Antony, 
Heanng  that  you  preparM  for  war,  acquainted 
M^  grieved  ear  withal ;  whereon,  I  begg'd 
His  pardon  for  return. 

Ucu.  Which  aoon  he  granted. 

Being  an  obetruct^  'tween  his  luat  and  him. 

Oct.  Do  not  aay  ao,  my  lord. 

Ou.  I  have  e^ea  upon  him, 

And  hia  affairs  come  to  me  oo  the  wind. 
Where  ia  he  now? 

Oct  My  lord,  in  Athens. 

Otea.  No,  mf  moat  wronged  aister ;  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  mm  to  her.  He  hath  (t^ven  hia  empire 
Up  to  a  whore ;  who  now  are  levying 
The  king*  o*the  earth  for  war :  He  hath  aaaemUed 
Bocchus,  the  king  of  Libva ;  Archelaua, 
Of  Cappadocia ;  Philadelphoa,  king 
Of  Paphlagonia;  the  Thracian  king,  Adallaa : 
King  Malchua  of  Arabia ;  king  of  Pont ; 
Herod  of  Jewiy ;  Mithridatea,  king 
Of  Comagene ;  Pblemon  and  Amintaa, 
The  kings  of  Mede,  and  Lycaonia,  with  a 
More  larger  liat  of  aceptrea. 

Od.  Ah  me,  most  wretched, 

That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  friends. 
That  do  afflict  each  other ! 

Ctu.  Welcome  hither: 

Your  lettera  did  withhold  oar  breaking  forth ; 
Till  we  perceiv'd,  both  how  you  were  wrong  led. 
And  we  in  neglirent  danger.    Cheer  your  heart 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time,  which  drivea 
0*er  your  content  theae  atrong  neceaaitiea ; 
But  let  determined  thinga  to  »B8tinv 
Hold  unbewaiPd  their  way.     Welcome  to  Rome : 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.     You  are  abus'd 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thought :  and  the  high  gods. 
To  do  you  justice,  make  them  ministers 
Of  ua,  and  those  that  love  you.    Beat  of  comfort ; 
And  ever  welcome  to  ua. 

Apr,  Welcome,  lady. 

Mote  Welcome,  dear  madam. 
Each  heart  in  Rome  doea  love  and  pity  you : 
Onljr  the  adulteroua  Antony,  most  large 
In  hia  abominationa,  turns  you  off; 
And  gives  hia  potent  regiment*  to  a  trull,^ 
That  noiaea  it*  againat  ua. 

Oct.  la  it  ao,  air? 

Oea.  Moat  certain.    Sister,  welcome :  Pray  you. 
Be  ever  known  to  patience :  My  deareat  sister ! 

[Exeunt. 


(1)  Show,  token. 
(3)  Government 
(6)  ForUd. 


^  Obstmctkin. 

(4)  Harlot.      (5)  Threatens. 
(7)  Absolutely. 


SCEJfE  F7/.— Antony's  earns,  near  thepnmum' 
lory  qf  Actium.    ifnkr  Cleopatra  and  Eno- 

CZeo.  I  will  be  even  with  thee,  doubt  it  not 

Ena.  But  why,  why,  why  ? 

C3eo,  Thou  hast  knpokt^  my  being  in  Ibeaa 
wara; 
And  aay'at,  it  ia  not  fit 

Eno.  Well,  iait,iait? 

Qeo,  laHnot?  Denounce  againat  ua,  why  aboold 
not  we 
Be  there  in  person  ? 

Eno.  [Ande.]  Well,  I  could  reply:— 
If  we  should  serve  with  horse  and  marea  together* 
The  hone  were  merely^  loat;  the  marea  would  bear 
A  aoldier,  and  hia  hone. 

Cieo.  What  ia't  you  aay  ? 

Eno.  Your  presence  oeeda  muat  puzzle  Antony; 
Take  from  hia  neart,  take  from  hia  brain,  from  nia 

time. 
What  ahould  not  then  be  spar*d.    He  ia  already 
TraducM  for  levity ;  and  *tia  aaid  in  Rome, 
That  Photinua  an  eunuch,  and  your  maida. 
Manage  thia  war. 

Cleo.  Sink  Rome ;  and  their  tonguea  rot. 

That  apeak  againat  ua!  A  charge  we  bear  i*the  war, 
And,  aa  the  president  of  mv  kingdom,  will 
Appear  there  for  a  man.    Speak  not  against  it ; 
I  will  not  atay  behind. 

Eno.  Nay,  I  have  done : 

Here  oomea  the  emperor. 

Binier  Antony  and  Canidiua. 

Ant.  I8*t  not  strange,  Canidhii» 

That  from  Tarentnm,  and  Branduaium, 
He  could  ao  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  sea. 
And  take  in*  Totyne? — You  have  heard  on*t,aweet? 

Cleo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admired. 
Than  by  the  n^ligent 

Ant  A  good  rebuke, 

Which  might  have  well  bec^M  the  best  of  men. 
To  taunt  at  alackneaa. — Canidiua,  we 
Will  fight  with  him  by  aea. 

CZe^  Byaea!  Whatelae? 

Clan.  Why  will  my  lord  do  ao  ? 

Ant  For*  he  darea  ua  to*t 

Eno.  So  faadi  my  lord  dar'd  him  to  single  fij^t 

Qsn.  Ay,  and  to  wage  thia  battle  at  Pharsalia, 
Where  Caeaar  fought  wiUi  Pompey :  But  theae  ctkn. 
Which  serve  not  tor  hia  vantage,  he  ahakea  off; 
And  ao  ahould  you. 

Eno.  Your  ahipa  are  not  well  mann'd : 

Your  marinera  are  muleteers, (<'  reapers,  people 
IngroasM  by  awift  impress  ;ii  in  Caesar's  fleet 
Are  those,  that  often  nave  *gainst  Pbmpey  fought : 
Their  ships  are  yare  ;I3  /ours,  heavy. u  jio  diagraoe 
Shall  fall  you  for  refusing  him  at  aea. 
Being  prepared  for  land. 

Ant  By  aea,  by  aea. 

Eno.  Moat  worthy  air,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  abaolute  soldieivhip  tou  have  by  land; 
Distract  your  army,  which  doth  moat  consist 
Of  war-markM  fiwt-mcn;  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  knowledge ;  quite  for^o 
The  way  which  promises  assurance ;  and 
Give  up  yourself  merely  to  chance  and  hazard. 
From  firm  aecuri^. 

Ant  ril  fight  at  aea. 

CUo.  I  have  aixty  aaila,'^  Caesar  none  better. 
AnL  Our  overplua  of  ^pping  will  we  burn  ; 

(B)  Take,  aubdue.        (9)  Becauae. 

(10)  Mule-drivera  (11)  Preaaed  in  haste. 

(12)  Ready.      (13)  Incumbered.    (14)  Shipa. 
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And,  with  the  rest  full  niaiin*d,  from  the  head  of 

Actimn 
Best  the  approaching  Caesar.    Bat  if  we  fail, 

Enier  a  Messenger. 
We  then  can  do*tat  land. — Thy  business? 

Mess.  The  news  is  true,  mjr  lord ;  he  is  descried  ; 
Caesar  has  taicen  Toiyne. 

Ant.  Can  he  be  there  in  person  ?  *tis  impossible ; 
Strang  that  his  power  should  be.i— Canidius, 
Our  nineteen  lenons  thou  shalt  hold  by  land, 
And  our  twelve  thousand  horse : — We'll  to  our  ship; 

Enier  a  Soldier. 

Away,  mr  Thetis  !>— How  now,  worthr  soldier  ? 

Sold.  U  noble  emperor,  do  not  fight  by  sea ; 
Trust  not  to  rotten  planks :  Do  you  misaoubt 
This  sword,  and  these  my  wounds  ?  Let  the  Egyp- 
tians, 
And  the  Phoenicians,  go  a  ducking ;  we 
Have  used  to  conquer,  standing  on  the  earth, 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot 

Ant.  Well,  well,  away. 

\  Exeunt  Antony,  Cleopatra,  and  Enobarbus. 

SoU.  By  Hercules,  I  think,  I  am  i*the  right 

Can,   Soldier,  thou  art:   but  his  whole  action 
grows 
Not  in  the  power  on*t :  So  our  leader's  led. 
And  we  are  women's  men. 

Sold.  You  keep  by  land 

The  legions  and  the  horse  whole,  do  you  not  ? 

Ckn,  Marcus  Octavius,  Marcus  Justeius, 
Publicola,  and  Cselius,  are  for  sea : 
But  we  keep  whole  by  land.  This  speed  of  Caesar's 
Carries*  bej'ond  belief. 

Sold  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome, 

His  power*  went  out  in  such  distractions,'  as 
B^uil'd  all  spies. 

Can.  Who's  his  lieutenant,  hear  you  ? 

Sold  They  say,  one  Taurus. 

Can.  Well  I  know  the  man. 

JE^iIm*  a  Messenger. 

Mets,  Hie  emperor  calls  for  Canidius. 
Can,  With  news  the  time's  with  labour;  and 
throes^  forth. 
Each  minute,  some.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  VIII.—A  plain  near  Actium.    Enter 
Caesar,  Taurus,  Qfficera,  and  othera. 

Qea,  Taurus,— 

Tau.  My  lord. 

Qe$.  Strike  not  by  land ;  keep  whole : 

provoke  not  battle,  till  we  have  done  at  sea. 
Qo  not  exceed  the  prescript  of  this  scroll : 
tlur  fortune  lies  upon  this  jump.^  [Exeunt. 

£M«r  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 

Ani.  Set  we  our  squadrons  on  yon'  side  o'the  hill, 
fn  eye*  of  Caesar's  battle ;  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  the  ships  bebola. 
And  ao  proceed  accordingly.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Canidius,  nuuxhing  with  hit  land  army  one 
way  over  the  atare  ;  and  Taurus,  the  lieutenant 
of  CaeaoiTt  the  other  way.  After  their  going  in^ 
u  heard  the  iwiae  of  a  aeafighL 


g 


J)  Strange  that  his  forces  ahonld  be  there. 
^2)  Cleopatra.         (3)  Goes. 
(4)  Forces.     (5)  Detachments,  separate  bodies. 
f6)  Agonises.        (7)  Hazard.        (8)  Sight 
(9)  Name  of  Cleopatra's  ship. 
TOLII. 


Alarum.    /2r-«n/rr  Enobarbus. 


Eno.  Naught,  naught,  all  naught !  I  can  behold 
no  longer : 
The  Antooiad,»'the  Eg}-ptian  admiral, 
With  all  their  sixty,  fly,  and  turn  the  rudder; 
To  aee't,  mine  eyes  are  blasted. 


Enter  Scams. 


Scar. 


Gods,  and  goddesses. 


All  the  whole  synod  of  them ! 

Eno.  What's  thy  passion .' 

Scar.  The  greater  cantle»  of  the  worid  is  lost 
With  veiy  ignorance ;  we  have  kiss'd  away 
Kingdoms  and  provinces. 

Eno.  How  appears  the  fight  ? 

Scar.  On  our  side  like  the  token'd'i  pestilence. 
Where  death  is  sure.  Yon'  ribald-rid  nag"  of  Egypt, 
Whom  leprosy  o'ertake  !  i'the  midst  o'the  fight,— 
When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  twins  appear'd. 
Both  as  the  same,  or  rather  ours  the  elder,^^— 
The  brizei^  upon  her,  like  a  cow  in  June, 
Hoists  sails,  and  flies. 

Eno.  That  I  beheld :  mine  eyes 

Did  sicken  at  the  sight  on't,  and  could  not 
Endure  a  further  view. 

Scar.  She  once  being  loof'd,!* 

The  noble  ruin  of  her  macic,  Antony, 
Clap«  on  his  sea-wing,  ana  like  a  doting  mallard, 
Leaving  the  fight  in  heieht,  flies  after  her : 
I  never  saw  an  action  of  such  shame ; 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne'er  before 
Did  violate  so  itself 

Eno.  Alack,  alack ! 

Enter  Canidius. 

Can.  Our  fortune  on  the  sea  is  out  of  breath, 
And  sinks  most  lamentably.     Had  our  general 
Been  what  he  knew  himself,  it  had  gone  well : 
O,  he  has  given  example  for  our  fl^t. 
Most  grossly,  by  his  own. 

Eno.  Ay,  are  you  thereabouts?  Why  then,  good 
night 
Indeed.  [Aaide. 

Can.  Towards  Peloponnesus  are  they  fled. 

Scar.  *Tis  easy  to't;  and  there  I  will  attend 
What  further  comes,  v 

Can,  To  Caesar  will  I  raider 

My  legions,  and  my  horse ;  six  kings  already 
Show  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

Eno.  I'll  yet  follow 

The  wounded  chance  of  Antony,  though  my  reason 
Sits  in  the  wind  against  me.  (kxeunL 

SCEJ^E  7X— Alexandria.    A  room  in  the  pal' 
aee.    Enter  Antony,  and  Attendants. 

Ant.  Hark,  the  land  bids  me  tread  no  more  npon't. 
It  is  asham'd  to  bear  me ! — Friends,  come  hither, 
I  am  so  latedi*  in  the  world,  that  I 
Have  lost  my  way  for  ever : — I  have  a  ship 
Laden  with  gold ;  take  that,  divide  it;  fly, 
And  make  your  peace  with  Csesar. 

Att.  Fly !  not  we. 

Ant.  I  have  fled  myself;  and  have  instructed 
cowards 
To  run,  and  show  Ibeir  shoulders.— Friends,  be 

gone; 
I  have  myself  resdrM  upon  a  coune, 

(10)  Comer.        (11)  Spotted. 

(12)  Lewd,  common  strumpet     (13)  Better. 

(14)  The  gad-fly,  that  stings  cattle. 

(15)  Brought  close  to  the  wind. 

(16)  Belated,  benighted. 
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Which  has  no  need  of  yoa;  begone: 
M/  tfe«are*s  in  the  harboar,  take  it — O, 
I  rolloir*d  that  I  bloah  to  look  upon : 
Mj  Teiy  hairs  do  mutinj ;  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  rashneM,  and  thej  them 
For  fear  and  doting.— Friends,  be  gone:  70a  shafl 
Have  letters  from  me  to  tome  friends  that  will 
Sweep  your  waj  for  too.    Praj  70a,  look  not  sad. 
Nor  make  replies  of  foathness :  take  the  hint 
'Which  my  despair  proclaims ;  let  that  be  left 
Which  leaves  itself:  to  the  sea-side  straightway : 
I  will  possess  70a  of  that  ship  and  treasure. 
Leave  me,  I  prajr,  a  little ;  'pray  you  now : — 
Nay,  do  so;  for,  indeed,  I  have  lost  command. 
Therefore  I  piay  you : — PU  see  you  by  and  by. 

Enfer  Eros,  and  Cleopatra,  Ud  by  Charmian  and 
Iras. 

Erot.  Nay,  gentle  madam,  tohim  >— Comfort  hinL 

Inu.  Do,  most  dear  queen. 

Char.  Do  ?  Why,  what  else  ? 

deo.  Let  me  sit  down.    OJono! 

Ani.  No,  no,  no,  no,  noi 

Em.  See  you  here,  sir? 

Ani.  O  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Char.  Madam, — 

Ira$.  Madam;  O good  empress ! — 

Enu.  Sir,  sir, — 

AnL  Yes,  my  lord,  yes  ^— He,i  at  Philippi,  kept 
His  sword  even  like  a  dancer ;  while  I  struck 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Cassias ;  and  'twas  I^ 
That  the  mad  Brutus  ended :  he  alone 
Dealt  en  lieutenantiy,'  and  no  practice  had 
In  the  heave  squares  of  war :  Yet  now— No  matter. 

Cleo.  Ah,  stand  by. 

£rof .  Hie  aueen,  mr  lord,  the  queen. 

Iroi.  Go  to  him,  madam,  speak  to  him; 
He  is  unqualitied*  with  very  sname. 

Cleo.  Well  then,— Sustain  me :— O ! 

Erot.  Most  noble  sir,  arise;  the  queen  ap- 


proaches ; 
d's  declin 


Her  head^i  declined,  and  death  will  seise  her;  bot^ 
Your  comfort  makes  the  rescue. 

Ant.  I  have  offended  reputatioa ; 
A  most  onnoble  swerving. 

Erot.  Sir,  the  qoeen. 

Ani.  O,  whither  hast  thou  led  me,  E^pt  .>  See, 
How  I  convey  my  shame  out  of  thine  eves, 
Bv  looking  back  en  what  I  have  left  behind, 
'Stroy'd  in  dishonour. 

CUo.  O  my  lord,  my  lord ! 

Foi^^ve  mv  fearful  sails !  I  little  thought. 
You  would  have  follow'd. 

Ant.  £^ptf  thou  knew'st  too  well. 

My  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  tied  by  the  strings. 
And  thou  sbould'st  tow  me  after :  O'er  my  spirit 
Thy  full  supremacy  thou  knew'st ;  and  that 
Thy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
Command  me. 

CUo.  O,  my  pardon. 

AnL  Now  I  must 

To  the  voung  man  send  humble  treaties,  dodge 
And  paller  in  the  shifts  of  lowness ;  who 
With  half  the  bulk  o'the  worid  plav'd  as  I  pleas'd, 
Making,  and  marring  fortunes.     100  did  know. 
How  much  you  were  mv  conqueror  ;  and  that 
My  sword,  made  weak  oy  my  affection,  would 


1)  Caesa;.  (2)  Fought  by  his  officen. 

'3)  Divested  of  his  faculties.  (4)  Unless. 

>)  Values. 
(6)  Euphroniutf  scboobnaster  to  Antony's  chll< 


Obey  it  00  all  < 

Cieo.  O  pardon,  pardon. 

Ani.  Fall  not  a  tear,  1  saj ;  one  of  them  rates' 
All  that  is  won  and  lost :  Give  me  a  kias ; 
Even  this  repays  me.— We  sent  our  schoolmarter, 
Is  he  come  back  ? — Love,  I  am  full  of  lead  : — 
Some  wine,  within  there,  and  our  riands: — Foi^ 

tune  knows, 
We  scora  her  nxwt,  when  most  she  oflers  blows. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJTE  X— Caesar's  camp,  in  Emt    Enter 
Caesar,  Dolabella,  Thyreos,  and  others. 

Qu.  Let  him  appear  that's  come  from  Antony.— 
Know  you  himf 

DoL  Caesar,  'tis  his  schoolmaster  :• 

An  argument  that  he  is  pluck'd,  when  hither 
He  sends  so  poor  a  pinion  of  his  wing, 
Which  had  superfluous  kings  for  messengen, 
Not  many  moons  gone  by. 

£iilcr  Eophroniat. 

Get.  Approach,  and  speak. 

Eup.  Such  as  I  am,  I  come  from  Antony : 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends. 
As  is  the  mom-<few  on  the  myrtle  leaf 
To  his  grand  sea.7 

Ccet.  Be  it  so;  Declare  thine  ofiice. 

Eup.  Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  salutes  thee,  and 
Requires  to  live  in  Egypt :  which  not  granted, 
He  lessens  his  requests;  and  to  thee  sues 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  heavens  and  earth, 
A  private  man  in  Athens :  This  for  him. 
Next,  Cleopatra  does  confess  thy  greatness; 
Submits  her  to  thy  might ;  and  of  thee  craves 
The  circles  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  hein. 
Now  haxarded  to  thy  grace. 

Get.  For  Antony, 

I  have  no  ears  to  his  request    The  queen 
Of  audience,  nor  desire,  shall  fail ;  so  she 
From  Egypt  drive  her  all-disrraced  friend,* 
Or  take  bis  life  there :  This  if  she  perform. 
She  shall  not  sue  unheard.    So  to  them  bodL 

Eup.  Fortune  pursue  thee  ! 

Get.  Bring  him  throujgh  the  bands^ 

[Sixit  Eophrooios. 
To  try  thy  eloqojence,  now 'tis  tune :  Despatch; 
From  Antony  win  Cleopatra:  promise, 

[r©  Thyreos. 
And  in  our  name,  what  she  requires ;  add  more. 
From  thine  invention,  offers :  women  are  not. 
In  their  best  fortunes,  strong;  but  want  will  periaiv 
The  ne'ei^touch'd  vestal :   Try  thy  cunning.  Thy 

reus; 
Make  thine  own  edict  for  thy  pains,  which  we 
Will  answer  as  a  law. 

Thyr.  Csesar,  I  ga 

Cas.  Observe  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw  ;■ 
And  what  thou  think'st  his  very  action  speaks 
In  eveiy  power  that  moves. 

Thyr.  Caesar,  I  shall  [Est.    , 

SCEJ^^E  X/.— Alexandria.  A  room  in  the  pal- 
ace. Enter  Cleopatra,  Enobarbos,  Charmian, 
and  Iras. 

Cleo.  What  shall  we  do,  Enobarbua.' 
Eno.  Think,  and  die. 

Geo.  Is  Antony,  or  we,  in  foult  for  this .' 
Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  bis  will 

(7)  As  is  the  dew  to  the  sea. 

(8)  Diadem,  the  crown.        (9)  Paramour. 
(10)  Conforms  himself  to  this  breach  of  his  for 

tune. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


Seme  XL 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 


S69 


Lord  of  his  reason.     What  although  you  fled 
From  that  great  face  of  war,  tvbose  several  ranges 
Frighted  each  other  ?  why  should  he  follow  ? 
The  itch  of  his  aflfectioo  should  not  then 
Have  nickM  his  captainship ;  at  such  a  point, 
When  half  to  half  the  world  opposM,  be  being 
The  mered  question  -.1  *Twas  a  sbanie  no  less 
Than  was  bis  loss,  to  course  your  flying  flags, 
And  leave  his  navy  gazing. 

Qeo,  Pr*ythee,  peace. 

Enter  Antony,  with  Euphronius. 

Ant.  Is  this  his  answer? 

Eup,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  The  queen 

Shall  then  have  courtesy,  so  she  will  yield 
Us  up. 

Eup.  He  says  so. 

AnL  Let  her  know  it — 

To  the  bojr  Caesar  send  this  grizzled  head. 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wishes  to  the  brim 
With  principalities. 

CUo.  That  head,  my  lord  ? 

Ant  To  him  again ;  Tell  him,  he  wears  the  rose 
Of  youth  upon  him ;  from  which  the  world  should 

note 
Something  particular :  his  coin,  ships,  legions, 
May  be  a  coward*s ;  whose  ministers  would  pre- 
vail 
Under  the  service  of  a  child,  as  soon 
As  i^the  command  of  Caesar :  I  dare  him  therefore 
To  lay  his  gay  comparisons^  apart. 
And  answer  me  declin*d,3  sword  against  sword. 
Ourselves  ak>ne :  IMI  write  it ;  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  Antony  and  Euphronius. 

Eno.  Yes,  like  enough,  high-batlled  Caesar  will 
Unstate  his  happiness,  and  be  stagM  to  the  show, 
Against  a  sworuer. — I  see,  men^s  judgments  are 
A  parceH  of  their  fortunes ;  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them. 
To  sufier  all  alike.    That  he  should  dream. 
Knowing  all  measures,  the  full  Caesar  will 
Answer  nis  emptiness ! — Caesar,  thou  hast  subduM 
His  judgment  too. 

Enter  an  Attendant 

Att.  A  messenger  from  Caesar. 

Cleo.    What,  no  more  ceremony? — See,  my 
women ! — 
Against  the  blown  rose  may  they  stop  their  nose, 
Toat  kneelM  unto  the  buds. — Admit  him,  sir. 

Eno.  Mine  honesty,  and  I,  begin  to  square.^ 

[Aside. 
The  loyalty  well  held  to  fools,  does  make 
Oar  &ith  mere  folly : — Yet,  he,  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  alleeiance  a  fallen  lord. 
Does  conquer  him  that  did  his  master  conquer, 
And  earns  a  place  i^the  story. 

Enter  Thyreus. 

Oeo.  Caesar*swill? 

Thyr.  Hear  it  apart 

CZeo.  None  but  friends ;  say  boldly. 

Thyr.  So,  haply ,•  are  they  friends  to  Antony. 

Eno.  He  needs  as  many,  sir,  as  Caesar  has; 
Or  needs  not  us.  If  Caesar  please,  our  master 
Will  leap  to  be  his  friend :  For  us,  you  know, 
Whose  be  is,  we  are ;  and  that*s,  CaesarY 

(1)  The  only  cause  of  the  dispute. 

(2)  Circumstances  of  splendor. 

(3)  In  age  and  power. 

(4)  Are  of  a  piece  with  them.     (5)  Quarrel 
(6)  Peiivipt. 


Thyr.  Sa- 

Thus  then,  thou  most  renownM ;  Caesar  entreats. 
Not  to  consider  in  what  case  thou  stand*st. 
Further  than  he  is  Caesar. 

Cleo.  Go  on :  Right  royal. 

Thyr.  He  knows,  that  you  embrace  not  Antony 
As  you  did  love,  but  as  you  fear'd  him. 

Cleo.  O! 

Thyr.  The  scars  upon  your  honour,  therefore,  he 
Does  pity,  as  constrained  blemishes, 
Not  as  deserved. 

Qeo.  He  is  a  god,  and  knovrs 

What  is  most  right :  Mine  honour  was  not  yielded, 
But  conquered  merely. 

Eno.  To  be  sure  of  that,  [Aside. 

1  will  ask  Antony. — Sir,  sir,  thou*rt  so  leaky. 
That  we  must  leave  thee  to  thy  sinking,  for 
Thy  dearest  quit  thee.  [Exit  Elnobarbut. 

Thyr.  Shall  I  say  to  Caesar 

What  you  require  of  him  ?  for  he  partly  begs 
To  be  desirM  to  give.    It  much  would  please  him. 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  should  make  a  staflf 
To  lean  upon :  but  it  would  warm  his  spirits. 
To  hear  from  me  you  had  left  Antony, 
And  put  yourself  under  his  shrowd. 
The  universal  landlord. 

Cleo.  What's  your  name  .> 

Thyr.  My  name  is  Thyreus. 

C^.  Most  kind  menenger. 

Say  to  i^reat  Caesar  this.  In  disputation' 
1  kiss  his  conqu'ring  hand :   tell  him,  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  crown  at  his  feet,  and  there  to  kneel : 
Tell  him,  from  his  all-obeying^  breath  I  hear 
The  doom  of  Egypt 

Thyr.  »Ti8  your  noblest  course. 

Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together, 
if  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can. 
No  chance  may  shake  it    Give  me  grac^  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

Cleo.  Your  Caesar's  father 

Oft,  when  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  kingdoms  in,'0 
Bestow'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place. 
As  it  ra'ui'd  kisses. 

Re-enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 

Ant.  Favours,  by  Jove  that  thunders ! — 

What  art  thou,  fellow  f 

Thyr.  One,  that  but  performs 

The  bidding  of  the  fullest^i  man,  and  worthiest 
To  have  command  obey'd. 

Eno.  You  will  be  whipp'd. 

Ant.  Approach,  there: — Ay,  you  kite!— Now 
gods  and  devils ! 
Authority  melts  from  me :  Of  late,  when  I  cry'd,  ho 
Like  boys  unto  a  n  uss,i3  kings  would  start  forth. 
And  cry.  Your  will  7  Have  you  no  ears .'  I  am 

Enter  Attendants. 
Antony  yet  Take  hence  this  Jack,'*  and  whip  him 

Eno.  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp. 
Than  with  an  old  one  dyii^. 

Ant.  Moon  and  stars ! 

Whip  him : — Were't  twenty  of  the  greatest  tribu- 
taries 
That  do  acknowledge  Caesar,  should  I  find  them 
So  saucy  with  the  hand  of  she  here  (What's  her 

name. 
Since  she  was  Cleopatra  .>)— Whip  hun,  fellows, 

(7)  Supposed  to  be  an  error  for  deputation,  I  e. 
by  proxy. 

(8)  Obeyed.         (9^  Grant  me  the  favour. 

(10)  Conquering.  (11)  Most  complete  and  perieoi. 
(12)  Scramble.      (13)  A  temi  of  contea^i 
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Till,  like  a  boy,  you  see  him  cringe  his  face, 
Aiid  whine  aloud  for  mercy  :  Take  him  hence. 
IViyr.  Mark  Antony, — 

Ant.  Tug  htm  away:  being  whippM, 

Bring  him  again  : — Thi:i  Jack  of  Cieaar's  shall 
Bear  us  an  errand  tu  him. — 

[Exeunt  A  Uend.  with  Thy  reus. 
You  were  half  blasted  ere  I  knew  you  : — Ha  ! 
Have  1  my  pillow  left  unpres»M  in  Rome, 
Forborne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race, 
And  by  a  gem  o(  wom<»n,  to  be  abusM 
By  one  that  looks  on  feeders  .'^ 
Cko,  Good  my  lord, — 

Ant.  You  have  been  a  Ix^ler  ever  : — 
But  when  we  in  our  viciousness  grow  hard, 
(O  misery  on*t !)  the  wise  gods  neel^  our  eyes ; 
In  our  own  tilth  drop  our  clear  judgments ;  make  us 
Adore  our  errors ;  laugh  at  us,  while  we  strut 
To  our  confusiob. 
Cteo.  O,  is  it  come  to  this.* 

AnL  I  found  you  as  a  monel,  cold  upon 
Dead  Ca&sar*8  trencher:  nay,  you  were  a  fragment 
Of  Cneius  Poropey*s ;  besides  what  hotter  hours, 
UnregisierM  in  vulgar  fame,  you  have 
Luxuriously^  picked  out : — For  1  am  sure. 
Though  you  can  guess  what  temperance  should  be, 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 
Cleo.  Wherefore  is  this  f 

Ani.  To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewards, 
And  say,  God  quit  you!  be  familiar  with 
My  playfellow,  your  hand;  this  kingly  seal. 
And  plighter  of  high  hearts  ! — O,  that  1  were 
Upon  the  hill  of  Basan,  to  outroar 
The  homed  herd  !  for  I  have  savage  cause ; 
And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 
A  halter'd  neck,  which  does  the  hangman  thank 
For  being  yare^  about  hun. — Is  he  wnippM  f 

Re-enter  Attendants,  trith  Thy  reus. 

1  Att.  Soundly,  mv  lord. 

Ant.  Cry*d  he  .*  and  beggM  he  pardon  f 

1  Ait.  He  did  ask  favour. 

Ant.  If  that  thv  father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  wast  not  made  his  daughter;  and  be  thou  sott} 
To  follow  Cjesar  in  his  triumph,  since 
Thou  hast  been  whipped  for  (ollowing  him  :  hence- 
forth, 
The  white  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee. 
Shake  thou  to  look  on*t-— Get  thee  back  to  Csesar, 
Tell  him  thy  entertainment :  Look,  thou  say. 
He  makeji  me  angry  with  him  :  for  he  seems 
Proud  and  disdainful ;  harping  on  what  I  am  ; 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was :  He  makes  me  angry; 
And  at  this  time  most  easy  *tis  to  do*t; 
When  my  good  stars,  that  we**  my  former  guides, 
Have  empty  left  their  orbs,  and  shot  their  fires 
Into  the  abysm  of  hell.     If  he  mislike 
M^'  speech,  and  what  is  done;  tell  him,  he  has 
Hipparchus,  wy  enfranchised  bondman,  whom 
He  may  at  pleasure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture. 
As  he  shafl  like,  to  quit^  me :  Urge  it  thou  : 
Hence,  with  thy  stripes,  begone.     [Exit  Thyreus. 

Cleo.  Have  you  done  yet .' 

Ant.  Alack,  our  terrene*  moon 

Is  now  eclipsM ;  and  it  portends  alone 
The  fall  of  Antony  I 

Cteo.  I  itaust  stay  his  time. 

Ant.  To  flatter  Csesar,  would  you  mingle  eyes 
A'ith  one  that  ties  his  points  ? 

Geo.  Not  know  me  yet .' 

(1)  Servants.     (2)  Clo«!  up.      (3)  Wantonly. 
(4)  Ready,  handy.     (5)  RAjuite.     (6)  Earthly. 
(7)  Dissolves.        (8)  Her  son  by  Julius  Caesar. 


Ant.  Cold-hearted  toward  me  ? 

Cleo.  Ah,  <1*ar,  if  I  be  n, 

From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  engender  hail. 
And  poison  it  in  the  source ;  and  the  first  stone 
Drop  in  my  neck  :  a»  it  determines,?  so 
DiMolve  my  life !  The  next  Caesarioii*  smite ! 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  memory  of  my  womb, 
Together  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all. 
By  the  di»candying^  of  this  pelleted  storm. 
Lie  graveless;  till  the  flies  and  gnats  of  Nile 
Have  buried  them  for  prey  .' 

Ant.  I  am  satisfied. 

Cirsar  sits  down  in  Alexandria;  where 
I  will  oppoiie  his  fate.     Our  force  by  land 
Hath  nobly  held ;  our  severM  navy  toe 
Have  knit  again,  and  fleet,'^  threatening  moti  •»- 

like. 
Where  hast  thou  been,  my  heart  ? — Dost  thou  hear, 

lady  ? 
If  from  the  ^Id  I  shall  return  once  more 
To  kiss  these  lius,  1  will  appear  in  blood ; 
I  and  my  swonl  will  earn  our  chronicle ; 
There  is  hope  in  it  yet 

Cleo.  That's  my  brave  lord ! 

Ant.  I  will  be  treble-sincwM,  hearted,  breath*d» 
And  fight  maliciously  :  for  when  mine  houn 
Were  nice"  and  lucky,  men  did  ransom  liyet 
Of  me  for  jests ;  but  now,  IMl  set  my  teeth. 
And  send  to  darkness  all  that  stop  roe. — Come, 
Lel*s  have  one  other  gaudy '^  nigtit :  call  to  wnt 
All  my  sad  captainH,  fill  our  bowb ;  once  mora 
Let's  mock  the  midnight  bclL 

Cleo.  It  is  my  birlb-diy: 

I  had  thought,  to  haye  held  it  poor ;  but,  since  mj 

lord 
Is  Antony  again,  I  will  be  Cleojmtnu 

Ant.  VVVll  yet  do  well. 

Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  captains  to  my  lofd. 

AnL  Do  so,  wcMl  speak  to  them ;  and  to-oiglit 
V\\  force 
The  wine  peep  through  their  scars. — Come  co,  nqr 

queen; 
There's  sap  in't  yet.     The  next  time  I  do  ^t, 
IMl  make  death  love  me ;  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  pestilent  scythe. 

i  Exeunt  Antony,  Cleoimtra,  and  Attend, 
low  he'll  out-stare  the  lightning.    To  bt 
furious. 
Is,  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear :  and  in  that  mood, 
Tine  dove  will  peck  the  e^tridee  ;<>  and  1  see  tfitlf 
A  diminution  in  our  i  aptain's  brain 
Restores  his  heart :  When  valour  jprc^  on  resaon, 
It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with,     i  will  seek 
Some  way  to  leave  him.  [ExH 


ACT  IV. 

.SC£JV*£  /.— Ceesar's  camp  at  Alexandria.  £»• 
ter  Cfrsar,  reading  a  letter;  Agrippa,  MseoeMli 
and  others. 

Cats.  He  calls  me  boy;  and  chides,  as  belwd 

power 
To  beat  me  c 
I  le  hath  whi} 

combat, 
Cmsar  to  Antony :  Let  the  old  ruffian  1 
1  have  many  other  ways  to  die ;  i 
Laugh  at  his  challenge. 

(9)  Melting.       (10)  Float        (11)  Triflkir. 
(12)  Feasting.        (13}  Ostrich 


i  out  of  Egypt :  my  raessei^er 
hipp'd  wim  rods;  dares  me  to  peranl 
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Mcee.  Cesar  must  think, 

WbeD  one  so  great  begins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
Even  to  falling.     Give  him  no  breath,  bpt  now 
Make  boot*  of  his  distraction.    Never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itself. 

Caa.  Let  our  best  keads 

Know,  that  to-morrow  the  last  of  many  battles 
"We  mean  to  fight : — Within  our  6les  there  are 
Of  those  that  serv'd  Mark  Antony  but  late, 
Enoueh  to  fetch  him  in.     See  it  be  done ; 
And  teast  the  army :  we  have  store  to  do*t. 
And  they  have  earaM  the  waste.    Poor  Antony ! 

[Exeunt 

SCEJVE  //.—Alexandria.  A  room  in  the  pal- 
ace. Enter  Antony,  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Char- 
mian,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  others. 

Ant.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitiui. 

Eno.  Na 

Ant.  Why  should  he  not  ? 

Eno.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better 
fortune. 
He  if  twenty  men  to  one. 

Ant.  To-morrow,  soldier, 

By  sea  and  land  Pll  fight :  or  I  will  live. 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.     Woo*t  thou  fight  well .' 

Eno.  ril  strike ;  and  cry,  Take  all. 

Ant.  Well  said ;  come  on. — 

Call  forth  my  household  servants ;  let's  to-night 

Enter  Servants. 
Be  bounteous  at  our  meal. — Give  me  thy  hand. 
Thou  hast  been  rightly  honest ; — so  hast  thou ; — 
And  thou, — and  tm)u, — and  thou :  you  have  servM 

me  well. 
And  kings  have  been  your  fellows. 

Cleo.  What  means  this  .> 

Eno.  *Tis  one  of  those  odd  tricks,  which  sorrow 

shoots  [Aside. 

Oat  of  the  mind. 

Ant.  And  thoa  art  honest  too. 

I  wish,  I  could  be  made  so  many  men ; 
And  all  of  you  clappM  up  together  in 
An  Antony ;  that  1  might  do  you  service. 
So  good  as  you  have  &oe. 

Serv.  The  gods  forbid  ! 

Ant.  Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  me  to- 
night : 
Scant  not  my  cups ;  and  make  as  much  of  me, 
At  when  mine  empire  was  your  fellow  too, 
And  suflerM  my  command. 

Cleo.  WTiat  does  he  mean  .> 

£110.  To  make  his  followers  weep. 

Ant.  Tend  me  to-night ; 

May  be,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty  : 
Haply ,3  you  shall  not  see  me  more ;  or  if, 
A  mangled  shadow :  perchance,  to-morrow 
YouMI  serve  another  master.     1  look  on  you, 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.     Mine  honest  friends, 
I  turn  you  not  away ;  but,  like  a  master 
Marri^  to  your  good  service,  slay  till  death  : 
Tend  me  to-night  two  hours,  1  ask  no  more. 
And  the  gods  yield*  you  for't ! 

Eno.  What  mean  you,  sir. 

To  give  them  this  discomfort .'  Ixmk,  they  weep ; 
Ana  I,  an  ass,  am  onion-eyM ;  for  shame. 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

AnL  Ho,  ho,  ho  !4 

Now  the  witch  take  me,  if  I  meant  it  thus ! 
Grace  gro%v  where  those  drops  &I1 !    My  hearty 
friends. 


(1)  Take  adTaat^^ 


(2)  Pethapa. 


You  take  me  in  too  dolorous  a  sense : 

f  itpake  to  you  for  your  comfort :  did  desire  you 

To  burn  this  night  with  torches  :  Know,  my  hearts, 

I  hope  well  of  to-nK>rrow  ;  and  will  lead  you, 

Where  rather  IMI  expect  victorious  life. 

Than  death  and  honour.     Let's  to  supper;  come. 

And  drown  consideration.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  III— The  same.     Btfore  the  palace. 
Enter  two  Soldiers,  to  their  guard. 

1  Sold.  Brother,.good  night :  to-morrow  is  the 
day. 

2  Sold.  It  will  determine  one  way  :  fare  you  well 
Heard  you  of  nothing  strange  about  the  streets  i 

1  Sold.  Nothing:  What  news  ^ 

2  Sold.  Belike,  *tis  but  a  rumour : 
Good  night  to  you. 

1  Sold.  Well,  sir,  good  night 

Enter  two  other  Soldier*. 

2  Sold.  Soldiert, 
Have  careful  watch. 

3  Sold.  And  you :  Good  night,  good  night 
[The  first  two  place  themselves  at  their  posts. 

4  Sold.  Here  we :  [They  take  their  posU.]  and 

if  to-morrow 
Our  navy  thrive,  I  have  an  absolute  hope 
Our  landmen  will  stand  up. 

3  Sold.  *Tis  a  brave  army, 
And  full  of  purpose.    ' 

[Jaime  qf  hautboys  under  the  stage. 

4  Sold.  Peace,  what  noise  ? 
\Sold.  List,list! 

2  Sold.  Hark! 

1  Sold.  Music  i'the  air. 

3  Sold,  Under  the  earth. 

4  Sold.  It  signs*  well, 
Does't  not.' 

3  Sold.       No. 

1  Sold.     Peace,  I  say.  W^at  should  this  mean. 

2  Sold.  *Tis  the  god  Hercules,  whom  Antony 

lov'd. 
Now  leaves  him. 

1  Sold.         Walk ;  let's  see  if  other  watchmen 
Do  hear  what  we  do. 

[7^^  advance  to  another  post 

2  Sold.  How  now,  masters.' 

Sold.  How  now.' 

How  now .'  do  you  hear  this.' 

[Several  speaking  together. 
1  Sold.  Ay  ;  Is't  not  stranse  ? 

3  Sold.  Do  you  hear,  masters .'  do  you  hear .' 

1  Sold.  Follow  the  noise  so  far  as  we  have  quarter; 
Let's  see  how't  will  give  off. 
Sold.  [Several  speaking.]  Content :  'Tw  strange. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEU^E  IT.— The  same.  A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Antony,  and  Cleopatra ;  Charroian,  and 
otkerSy  attending. 

Ant.  Eros !  mine  armour,  Eros ! 
Cleo.  Sleep  a  little. 

Ant.  No,  my  chuck. — ^Eroa,come;  mine  armour, 
Eros! 
Enter  Eros,  with  armour. 

Come,  my  good  fellow,  put  thine  iron  on  :— 
If  fortune  1^  not  ours  tchday,  it  is 
Because  we  brave  her. — Come. 

Cleo.  Nay,  I'U  help  too 

What's  this  for? 

Ant.  Ah,  let  be,  let  be !  thou  art 


(3)  Reward.        (4)  Slop. 
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The  armourer  of  mv  heart : — Fal«?,  false ;  this  this. 

CUo.  Sooth,  la,  VU  help :  Thus  it  mu^it  be. 

Ani,  Well,  well : 

We  shall  thrive  now.— Scc'st  thou,  my  good  fclloiv  .' 
Go,  put  OQ  thy  defences. 

Eros.  Briefly,*  sir. 

9    C/«o.  Is  not  this  buckled  well) 

Ani.  Rarely,  rarely : 

He  that  unbuckles  this,  till  wo  do  please 
To  doflU^  for  our  repot*,  shall  hear  a  storm.— 
Thou  fumhlest,  Kros ;  and  my  queen's  a  tpquire 
More  ti^ht*  at  this,  than  thou';  Despatch.— O  love, 
That  thou  could*st  see  my  wars  to-day,  and  knew'st 
The  royal  occupation !  thou  should'st  see 

Enter  an  Officer,  armed. 

A  workman  in't. — Good  morrow  to  thee ;  welcome : 
Thou  look*st  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge  : 
To  business  that  we  love,  we  rise  betime. 
And  eo  to  it  with  delight 

1  uffi.  A  thousand,  sir, 
Early  though  it  be,  have  on  their  riveted  trim,^ 
And  at  the  port  expect  you. 

[^kAoui.     Tntmpets.    Flourish. 

Enter  other  Officers,  and  Soldieia. 

2  Offi.  The  mom  is  fair. — Good  morrow,  general. 
AIL  Good  morrow,  freneral. 

Ant.  'Tis  well  blown,  lads. 

This  morning,  like  the  spirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. — 
So,  so ;  come,  give  me  that :  ^is  way  ;  well  said. 
Fare  thee  well,  dame,  whatever  becomes  of  in** : 
This  is  a  soldier's  kiss :  rebukable,      [Kisses  her. 
And  worthy  shameful  check  it  were,  to  stand 
On  more  mechanic  compliment ;  IMl  leave  thee 
Now,  like  a  man  of  steel. — You,  that  will  fight, 
Follow  me  close ;  Til  bring  you  to*t — Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Antony,  Eros,  Officers,  and  Sold. 

Char.  Please  you,  retire  to  your  chamber  f 

Cleo.  Lead  me : 

He  goes  forth  gallantly.  That  he  and  Csesar  might 

Determine  this  great  war  in  single  fight ! 

Then,  Antony, — But  now, — Well,  ou.     [Exeunt. 

6'C£JV£  K. — Antony's  camp  near  Alexandria. 

Trumpets  sound.     Enter  Antony  and  Ero« ;  a 

Soldier  meeting  them. 

Sold.  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Antony! 

ArU,  *  Would,  thou  and  those  tny  scars  had  once 
prrvaird 
To  make  me  fight  at  land ! 

Sold.  HadMt  thou  done  so. 

The  kings  that  have  revolted,  and  the  soldier 
That  has  this  morning  left  thee,  would  nave  still 
FolIowM  thy  heels. 

Ant.  Who*8  gone  this  morning.' 

Sold.  Who.' 

One  ever  near  thee :  Call  for  Enobarbus, 
He  shall  not  hear  thee ;  or  from  Caesar's  camp 
Say,  /  am  none  of  thine. 

Ant.  What  lay'st  thou  .^ 

Sold.  Sir, 

He  is  with  Caesar. 

Eros.  Sir,  his  chests  and  treasure 

He  has  not  with  hinu 

Ant.  Is  he  gone  f 

Sold.  Most  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  Eros,  send  his  treasure  after ;  do  it ; 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee  :  write  to  him 
(1  will  subscribe)  gentle  adieus  and  greetings  : 
Say,  that  1  wish  he  never  find  more  cause 

<1)  Shortly.        (2)  Put  it  off        (3)  Handy. 


To  change  a  master. — O,  my  fortnnet  have 
Corrupted  honest  men : — Eros,  deap«tch.  [  JSzasiL 

SCEJ^E  F/.— Cie«ar's  camp  before  Alexandik 
FUmrish.  Enter  Ceesar  tmth  Agrippe,  Eacbeh 
bus,  and  others. 

Gfs.  Go  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  figbl : 

Our  will  is,  Antony  be  took  alive  ; 

.Mukc  it  so  known, 
.'/^{'r.  C:e«ar,  I  shall.  [£xd  Agrippk 

Cas.  The  time  of  universal  peace  is  near : 

Prove  tliis  a  prosperous  day,  the  three-nook'd  wofU 

Shall  bear  the  olive  freely. 

Enter  a  Mesaengei . 

Mess.  Antooj 

Is  o>ine  into  the  field. 

Cars.  Go,  charge  Agrippa 

Plant  those  that  have  revolted  in  the  vaiit 
That  Antonv  may  seem  to  spend  his  fuir 
Upon  himself.  [Exeunt  Caesar  mndku  bwoL 

Kno.  Alexas  did  revolt;  and  went  to  Jcwiy, 
On  aflairs  of  Antony  ;  there  did  penuade 
Grt'ut  Herod  to  incline  himself  to  Oenr, 
.And  leave  his  master  Antony  :  for  this  paint, 
(V^ar  hath  hang'd  him.    Canidiiu,  and  the  r4 
That  fell  away,  nave  entertainment,  but 
So  honourable  trust     I  have  done  ill ; 
Of  ivhich  I  do  accuse  myself  so  torely. 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  of  Ckwi^l 

Sold,  Enobarbus,  Antoiqr 

Hath  after  thee  sent  all  thy  treasure,  with 
His  bounty  overplus:  The  messenger 
Came  on  my  guard ;  and  at  thy  tent  is  noir, 
Unloading  of  his  mules. 

Eno.  Igivc  it  you. 

Sold.  Mock  me  not,  EnobailMK 

I  tell  you  true :  Best  that  you  safd  the  bringer 
Out  of  the  host ;  I  must  attend  mine  office. 
Or  would  have  done't  myself.     Your  emperor 
Continues  still  a  Jove.  [Extt  SoldSar. 

Eno.  1  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth, 
A  lid  foel  1  am  so  most     O  Antony, 
Thou  mine  of  bounty,  how  would'st  thou  have  paid 
My  better  senice,  when  my  turpitude 
Thou  dost  so  crown  with  gold  1  This  bkyws*  Off 

heart: 
If  swift  thought  break  it  not,  a  swifter  mean 
Shall  outstrike  thought:  but  thought  will  dot,EfcsL 
f  fight  against  thee  ! — No :  I  wiU  go  seek 
Some  ditch,  wherein  to  die ;  the  foul'st  best  fits 
My  latter  part  of  life.  [EiA 

SCEJSTE  VTT.— Field  of  batiUbetwen  the  €gm^ 
Alarum.  Drums  and  trumpets.  Enkrkgn^ 
pa,  and  others. 

Agr.  Retire,  we  have  engag'd  oorsehrestooftr: 
Caesar  himself  has  work,  and  our  oppression 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  [F 


Alarum.    Enter  Antony  and  Scaras,  t 
.Scar.  O  my  brave  emperor,  this  is  fought  indeKl! 

Had  we  done  so  at  first,  we  had  driven  themhooN 

With  riouts  about  their  heads. 
Ant.  Thoa  bleedVt  apM 

.Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 

But  now  'tis  made  an  H. 
Ant.  They  do  retire. 

Scar.  We'll  beat 'em  into  bench-holes;  I  have  jit 

(4)  Riveted  dress,  armoar.      (5)  Swells. 
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Room  for  aix  scotcbes'  more. 
Enter  Ekm. 

Erot.  Tbej  are  beaten, sir;  and  ouradrBintagc 
serves 
For  a  fair  victory. 

Star.  Let  us  score  their  backi. 

And  snatch  *em  up,  as  we  take  hares,  behind  \ 
Tis  sport  to  maul  a  runner. 

AnL  I  will  reward  Lb« 

Once  for  thy  sprightly  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
For  thy  good  valour.    Come  thee  on. 

Scar.  rU  haH  ftft&r 

SCEJ^E  VIII.— Under  the  voaUt  of  Aleiandfai. 
Alarwn.  Enter  Antony,  marching;  Si:aru», 
and/brces. 

Ant,  We  have  beat  him  to  his  camp ;  Kuca  oac 
before, 
A  nd  let  the  queen  know  of  our  guests. — To-mormw , 
Before  the  sun  shall  see  us,  weMl  spill  the  blood 
That  has  to-day  escapM.     I  thank  you  all ; 
For  dougfaty^handed  are  you ;  and  have  foup;ht 
Mot  as  you  served  the  cause,  but  as  it  had  hi-^n 
Each  man*s  like  mine ;  you  have  shown  all  Hectuts. 
Enter  the  city,  clip^  your  wives,  your  friend^i^ 
Tell  them  your  feats ;  whilst  they  with  joyful  teftri 
Wash  the  congealment  from  your  wounds,  a»d  kis« 
The  honour*d  gashes  whole. — Give  me  thy  bund  \ 

[To  Sc&rui. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  attended. 
To  this  great  fairy<  Til  commend  th?  acts. 
Make  her  thanks  bless  thee.— O  thou  day  o^lhe 

world, 
Chain  mine  arm*d  neck ;  leap  thou,  attire  arid  all. 
Through  proof  of  harness*  to  my  heart,  and  then 
Ride  on  the  pants  triumphing. 

CUo.  Lord  of  lortk  f 

O  infinite  virtue !  com*8t  thou  smiling  from 
(The  world*s  great  mare  uncaught  ? 

Ant.  My  nightiTtgak, 

We  have  beat  them  to  their  beds.    What,  girl  f 

though  grey 
Do  something  mingle  with  our  brown ;  yet  have  we 
A  brain  that  nourishes  our  nerves,  and  can 
Get  goal  for  goal  of  youth.     Behold  this  man  | 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  favouring  hand  ; — 
Kiss  it,  my  warrior : — He  hath  fought  to-daji 
As  if  a  god,  in  hate  of  mankind,  Imd 
DestroyM  in  such  a  shape. 

Cleo.  ril  give  thee,  friend, 

An  armour  all  of  gold ;  it  was  a  king*s. 

Ant.  He  has  deserved  it,  were  it  carbuncl«d 
Like  holy  Rioebus*  car. — Give  me  thy  hand ; 
Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march  ; 
Bear  our  hackM  targets  like  the  men  that  owe  tlicm:^ 
Had  our  great  palace  the  capacity 
To  camp  this  host,  we  all  would  sup  together ; 
And  drink  carouses  to  the  next  day*s  fate. 
Which  promises  royal  peril. — Trumpeters, 
With  brazen  din  blast  you  the  city^s  ear ; 
Make  mingle  with  our  rattling  tabourines  ;f 
That  heaven  and  earth  may  strike  their  sounds  to- 

gether. 
Applauding  our  approach.  [Exeunt, 

(1)  Cuts.       (2)  Brave.       (3)  Embrace. 

(4)  Beauty  united  with  power,  was  the  pnpui^r 
characteristic  of  fairies. 

(5)  Armour  of  proof. 

(6)  As  • 
them. 
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becomes  the  brave  warriors  that  own 


SCEJ^E  /X— Caesar's  camp.    Sentinels  on  their 
post.    Enter  Enobarbus. 

]  Sold.  If  we  be  not  relieved  within  this  hour, 
We  maM  return  to  the  court  of  guard :  The  night 
h  »hmy  ;  and,  they  sav,  we  shaU  embattle 
Bj  iIk  iccond  hour  i^the  mom. 

a  ^dL  This  last  day  was 

A  >hrewd  one  to  us. 

EiUf.  O,  bear  me  witness,  night, — 

3  Sold.  What  man  is  this  .^ 

3  Sold,  Stand  close,  and  list  to  him. 

Ena.  Be  witness  to  me,  O  thou  blessed  moon, 
When  men  revolted  shall  upon  record 
Bear  hAicAil  memory,  poor  Enobarbus  did 
Before  thy  face  repent ! — 

I  Soid^  Enobarbus! 

'JSctd.  Peace; 

Hari  further. 

Eno.  O  sovereign  mistress  of  true  melancholy, 
The  poisonous  damp  of  night  disponge*  upon  me ; 
That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will, 
May  hanu;  no  longer  on  me  :  Throw  my  heart 
A^jE[j«^t  iJie  flint  and  hardness  of  my  fault; 
W  h  k  1 1,  bf^ing  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder. 
And  fuiiiah  all  foul  thoughts.     O  Antony, 
^'tiblef  tlinn  my  revolt  is  infamous, 
Foi^vc  iiie  in  thine  own  particular; 
But  l^t  the  world  rank  me  in  register 
A  maattr- leaver,  and  a  fugitive : 
0  Antuny !  O  Antony !  [Diet, 

2Sf^  Let*s  speak 

To  him* 

I  Soid,  Le(*s  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  speaks 
Mny  concern  Caesar. 

2Said^  Let's  do  so.  But  he  sleeps. 

1  Sold,  Swoons  rather ;  for  so  bad  a  prayer  as  nis 
Wm  flever  yet  for  sleeping. 

2  Soid.  Go  we  to  him. 

3  Soid.  Awake,  awake,  sir ;  speak  to  us. 

2  Sold.  Hear  you,  sir  f 
1  Sold,  The  hand  of  death  hath  raught^  him. 

Hark,  the  drums  [Drums  afar  off. 

Demurt.ly  10  wake  the  sleepers.  Let  us  bear  him 
To  the  court  of  guard ;  he  is  of  note  :  our  hour 
Ib  fully  out 

3  S^id.        Come  on  then ; 

He  may  recover  yet  [Exeant  vnth  the  body, 

SCEJ^E  X.—BettDeen  the  two  camps.    Enter 
Antony  and  Scams,  vnth  forces,  marching. 

Ant.  Their  preparation  is  to-day  by  sea ; 
We  please  them  not  by  land. 

Scnr.  For  both,  my  lord. 

Ant  I  would,  they'd  fight  i'the  fire,  or  in  the  air; 
We'd  fi|t^ht  there  too.    But  this  it  is;  Our  foot 
I'pm  tiS  hills  adjoining  to  the  city, 
Shall  atay  with  us :  order  for  sea  is  given; 
Th^y  hHv«  put  forth  the  haven :  Further  on. 
Where  thtiir  appointment  we  may  best  discover. 
And  look  on  their  endeavour. "  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Cssar,  and  his  forces,  marching. 
Cat*  BuO^  being  chai^'d,  we  will  be  still  by  land, 
Whkh,  as  I  take't,  we  shall ;  for  his  best  force 
[ii  forth  1o  man  his  galleys.     To  the  vales. 
And  bold  our  best  advantage.  [Exeunt 

(7)  .^mall  drums. 

(3]  DiMrharge,  as  a  sponge  when  squeezed  dis- 
<:  hur^'Tf)  the  moisture  it  nad  imbibed. 

(11)  R*:ached.  (10)  Solemnly. 

(11)  Discover  their  numbers,  and  see  their  m^ 
tions.  C12)  Without 
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Re-enier  Antony  and  Scanu. 

Ant,  Yet  the3''re  not  join'd:  Where  yonder  pine 
does  stand, 
I  shall  discover  all :  IMl  bring  thee  word 
Straight,  how  *tis  like  to  go.  [Exit. 

Scar.  Swallows  have  built 

la  Cleopatra's  soils  their  nests :  the  augurers 
Saj,  they  know  not, — (hey  cannot  (ell ;  look  grimly. 
And  dare  not  speak  their  knowledge.     Antony 
Is  valiant,  and  dejected ;  and,  by  starts, 
His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope,  and  fear, 
Of  what  he  has,  anahai  not 

Alarum  afar  off,  as  ai  a  ua-Jighi.     Re-enter 
Antony. 

Ani.  All  is  lost; 

This  foul  Egyptian  hath  betrayed  me : 
Mv  fleet  haUi  yielded  to  the  foe ;  and  yonder 
They  cast  their  caps  up,  and  carouse  together 
Like  friends  long  loot — Triple-tumM  wDore'!*  'tis 

thou 
Hath  sold  me  to  this  novice ;  and  my  heart 
Makes  only  wars  on  thee. — Bid  them  all  fly ; 
For  when  I  am  reveng'd  upon  my  charm, 
I  have  done  all : — Bid  them  all  fly,  bmne. 

[Exit  Scams. 
O  sun,  thy  uprise  shall  I  see  no  more : 
Fortune  and  Antony  part  here ;  even  here 
Do  we  shake  hands. — All  come  to  this.' — The  hearts 
That  spaniePd  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wishes,  do  discandy,  melt  their  sweets 
On  blosaoiaing  Caesar;  and  this  pine  is  bark'd 
That  overtopped  them  all.    Betray'd  I  am : 
O  this  fiilse  soul  of  Egypt ;  this  grave  charm,*— 
Whose  eye  beck'd*  forth  my  wars,  and  cali'd  them 

home; 
Whose  bosom  was  my  crownet,^  mv  chief  end, — 
Like  a  right  gipsy,  hath,  at  fast  and  loose,* 
Beguil'd  me  to  (he  veiy  heart  of  loss. — 
What,  Eros,  Eros! 

JS^i(0r  Cleopatra. 

Ah,  thou  spell !  Avaont ! 

Geo.  Wh^  is  my  lord  enrag'd  against  his  love  ? 

Ani.  Vanish;  or  I  shall  give  thee  thy  deserving, 
And  blemi^  Caesar's  triumph.  Let  him  take  thee, 
And  hoist  thee  up  to  the  shouting  plebeians : 
Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greatest  spot 
Of  all  thy  sex ;  most  monster^like,  be  shown 
For  poor'st  diminutives,  to  dolts  fi  and  let 
Patient  Octavia  plough  thy  visage  up 
With  her  prepared  nails.  [Exit  Cleaj  'Tis  well 

thouTtgone, 
If  it  be  well  to  live :  But  better  'twere 
Thou  felPst  into  my  fuiy,  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many. — Eros,  ho ! — 
Tm  shirt  of  Pfessus  is  upon  me :  Teach  me, 
Alcides,^  thou  mine  ancestor,  thy  rage : 
Let  me  lodge  Lichas^  on  the  horns  o^the  moon ; 
And  with  those  hands,  that  gra«pM  the  heaviest  club, 
Subdue  my  worthiest  self.    The  witch  shall  die ; 
To  the  Roman  boy  she  hath  sold  me,  and  I  fall 
Under  this  plot :  she  dies  for't— Eros,  bo!  [Exit. 

(1)  Cleopatra  first  belonged  to  Julius  Caesar, 
th«i  to  Antony,  and  now,  as  Antony  supposes,  to 
Augustus. 

(2)  Deadly  piece  of  witchcraft. 
(.3)  Was  the  motion  for.  (4)  Finish. 

(5)  A  cheating  game,  at  present  named  pricking 
aithebeU. 

(6)  For  the  smallest  piece  of  money,  to  clowns. 


SCEJ^TE  X/.—Alexandria.  A  roan  in  the  pat- 
ace.  Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iraa,  tutd 
Mardian. 

Cleo.  Help  me,  my  women !  O,  he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon»  for  his  shield ;  the  boar  of  Thessaly 
Was  never  so  embosifM.^o 

Char.  To  the  monument ; 

There  lock  yourself,  and  send  him  word  you  are 

dead. 
The  soul  and  body  riveit  not  more  in  parting. 
Than  greatness  going  off. 

CUo.  To  the  moaumeot  :— 

Mardian,  go  tell  him  I  have  slain  myself; 
Say,  that  Sie  last  I  spoke  was,  Antony, 
And  word  it,  pr'ythee,  piteously :  Hence, 
Mardian ;  ana  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  deatb^^ 
To  the  monument.  [ExnmL 

SCEJiTE  Xn.—Thetame.    Another  room,  Etk' 
ter  Antony  and  Eros. 

Ant.  E>oo,  thou  yet  behold'st  me .' 

Eros.  Ay,  noble  lord. 

Ant.  Sometime,  we  see  a  cloud  that^s  dragonish ; 
A  vapour,  sometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion, 
A  tower'd  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  proroontoiy 
With  trees  upon^t,  that  nod  unto  the  world. 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air :  Thou  hast  seen  these 

sicns; 
They  are  black  vesper's  pageants. 

Eros,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant  That,  which  is  now  a  horse,  even  with  a 
thoueht. 
The  nckis  dislimns ;  and  makes  it  indistinct. 
As  water  is  in  water. 

Eros.  It  does,  my  lord.  ' 

Ant.  My  good  knave, »  Eros,  now  thy  captain  ii 
Even  such  alx>dy :  here  I  am  Antony ; 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  visible  shape,  my  knave. 
I  made  these  wars  for  Egjvpt ;  and  the  queen, — 
Whose  heart,  I  thought,  1  nad,  for  she  had  mine ; 
Which,  whilst  it  was  mine,  had  annex'd  unto'l 
A  million  nnore,  now  lost, — she,  Eros,  has 
Pack'd  cards  with  Caesar,  and  false  play'd  my  gloiy 
Unto  an  «iemy's  triumph.^- 
Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros;  there  is  left  as 
Ourselves  to  end  ourselves.    O,  thy  vile  lady ! 

Enter  Mardian 

She  has  robb'd  me  of  my  sword. 

Mar.  No,  Antony ; 

Mv  mistress  lov'd  thee,  and  her  fortunes  mingled 
With  thine  entirely. 

Ant.  Hence,  saucr  eunoch ;  peace ; 

She  hath  betray'd  me,  and  shall  die  the  death. 

Mar.  Death  of  one  person  can  be  paid  but  once; 
And  thatshehasdischarg*d :  Wliatthou  would'st  do^ 
h  done  unto  thy  hand ;  the  last  she  spake 
Was,  Antony !  most  noble  Antony ! 
Then  in  the  midst  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
The  name  ot  Antony ;  it  was  divided 
Between  lier  heart  and  lips :  she  render'd  life. 
Thy  name  so  buned  in  her* 

Ani,  Dead  then? 

Mar.  Dead. 

Ani.  Eros,  onann;  the  kng  day's  task  is  dona 

(7)  Hercules. 

(8)  The  boy  that  brot^ht  the  poisooed  shirt  to 
Hercules. 

(9)  Ajax  Telannon  for  the  shield  of  Achillea. 

(10)  Foaming  at  the  mouth.        (11)  Split 
(12)  The  fleeting  clouds.        (13)  Senaat 
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And  we  must  sleep: — That  thou  depart^st  hence  safe, 
Doea  pay  thy  labour  richly ;  Go.-  Off,  pluck  off; — 
[Exit  Mardian 
Tl>e  seven-fold  shield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  heart  O,  cleave,  my  sides ! 
Heart,  once  be  stronger  than  thy  continent,l 
Crack  thy  frail  case  I — Apace,  Eros,  apace. — 
No  more  a  soldier  : — Bruised  pieces,  go ; 
You  have  been  nobly  borne. — From  me  a  while. — 

[Exii  Eroa. 
I  will  oVrtake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 
Weep  for  my  pardon.     So  it  must  be,  for  now 
All  length  is  torture  : — Since  the  torch  is  out. 
Lie  down,  and  stray  no  further :  Now  all  labour 
Mars  what  it  does ;  yea,  very  force  entangles 
Itself  with  strength :  Seal  then,^  and  all  is  done. — 
Eros  I — I  come,  my  queen : — Eros  I — Stay  for  roe : 
Where  souls  do  couch  on  flowers,  weMl  band  in 

hand. 
And  with  our  sprightly  port  make  the  ghostii  gaze : 
Dido  and  her  fneas  shall  want  troops, 
And  all  the  haunt  be  ours. — Come,  Eros,  Eroe ! 

Re-enter  Eros. 

Eros.  What  would  my  lord  f 

Ant  Since  Cleopatra  died, 

I  have  livM  in  such  dishcmour,  that  the  gods 
Detest  mv  baseness.     I,  that  with  mv  sword 
Quartered  the  world,  and  o*er  green  Neptune^s  back 
With  ships  made  cities,  condemn  mvself,  to  lack 
The  courage  of  a  woman  ;  less  noble  mind 
Than  she,  which,  by  her  death,  our  Caesar  tells, 
/  am  conqueror  of  myse\f.  Thou  art  sworn,  Eros, 
That,  when  the  exigent  should  come  (which  now 
Is  come,  indeed,)  when  1  should  see  behind  me 
The  inevitable  prosecution  of 
Disgrace  and  horror,  that,  on  my  command. 
Thou  then  would^t  kill  me :  do*t ;  the  time  is  come : 
Thou  strik'st  not  me,  'lis  Caesar  thou  defeatist 
Put  cobur  in  thy  choek. 

Eros.  The  gods  withhold  me ! 

Shall  I  do  that,  which  all  the  Parthian  darU, 
Though  enemy,  lost  aim,  and  could  not .' 

Anl.  Eroe, 

Would^st  thou  be  windowM  in  great  Rome,  and  see 
Thy  master  thus  with  pleach'd'  arms,  bending  down 
Hb  corrigible^  neck,  nis  face  subdued 
To  penetrative^  shame ;  whilst  the  wheeled  seat 
Of  fortunate  Caesar,  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  baseness  that  ensued.^ 

Eros.  I  would  not  see't 

Ant.  Come  then;  for  with  a  wound  I  must  be 
cur'd. 
Draw  that  thv  honest  sword,  which  thou  hast  worn 
Most  useful  for  thy  country. 

Eros.  O,  sir,  pardon  me. 

Ant.  When  I  did  n»ke  thee  free,  swor'st  thou 
not  then 
To  do  this  when  I  bade  thee .'  Do  it  at  once ; 
Or  thy  precedent  services  are  all 
Bat  accidents  unpurposed.     Draw,  and  come. 

Eros.  Turn  from  me  then  that  noble  countenance, 
Wherein  the  worship^  of  the  whole  world  lies. 

^n/.  Lo  thee.  [Turning  from  him. 

Eros.  My  sword  is  drawn. 

Ant.  Then  let  it  do  at  ooce 

The  thing  why  thou  bast  drawn  it 

Eros.  My  dear  master, 

Mj  captain,  and  my  emperor !  let  me  sav, 
Before  I  strike  this  bloody  stroke,  farewell. 

Ant.  Tis  said,  man ; — and  farewell. 

(1)  t.  e.  The  thine  that  contains  thee. 

(2)  Sealine  completes  a  contract 

▼OL.II. 


Eros.  Farewell,  great  chief.    Shall  I  strike  now  } 

Ant.  Now,  Eros. 

Eros.  Why,  there  then  -.—[Falls  on  his  sword. 
Thus  do  I  escape  the  sorrow 
Of  Antonyms  death.  [Dies. 

Ant.  Thrice  nobler  than  myself.' 

Thou  teachest  me,  O  valiant  Eros,  what 
1  should,  and  thou  oMild^st  not.   My  queen  and  Eroe 
Have,  by  their  brave  instruction,  got  upon  me 
A  nobleness  in  record  :  But  1  will  be 
A  bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into*t 
As  to  a  lover's  bed.     Come  then ;  and,  Eros, 
Thy  master  dies  thy  scholar ;  to  do  thus 

[FWling  on  his  sword. 
I  leam'd  of  thee.  How .'  not  yet  dead  ?  not  dead  ? — 
The  guard ! — ho ! — O,  despatch  me. 

Enter  Dercetas  and  Guard. 

1  Guard.  What's  the  noise  ? 
Ani.  I  have  done  my  work  ill,  friends ;  O,  make 

an  end 
Of  what  I  have  b^m. 

2  Guard.  The  star  is  fallen. 
1  Guard.  And  time  is  at  his  period. 

All.  Alas,  and  wo ! 

Ant.  Let  him  that  loves  me,  strike  me  dead. 

1  Guard.  Not  I. 

2  Guard.  Nor  L 

3  Guard.  Nor  any  one.  [Exettnt  Guard. 
Der.  Thy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  followers  fly. 

This  sword  but  shown  to  Caesar,  with  this  tidings, 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Dioraedes. 

Dio.  Where's  Antony  } 

Der.  There,  Diomed,  there. 

Dio.  Lives  he  ? 

Wilt  thou  not  answer,  man  ^         JJ^^*  Dercetas. 

Ant.  Art  thou  there,  Diomed .'  Draw  thy  sword, 

and  give  me 

Sufficing  strokes  for  death. 

Dio.  Most  absolute  lord. 

My  mistress  Cleopatra  sent  me  to  thee. 
Ant.  When  did  she  send  thee  ? 
Dio.  Now,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  she  f 

Dio.  Lock'd  in  her  mooument     She  had  a  pro- 
phesying fear 
Of  what  hath  come  to  pass :  for  when  she  saw 
(Which  never  shall  be  found,)  you  did  suspect 
She  had  dispos'^  with  Caesar,  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  oe  purg'd,  she  sent  you  word  she  was 

dead; 
But,  fearing  since  how  it  might  work,  hath  sent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth ;  and  1  am  come, 
I  dreaa,  too  late. 
Ant.  Too  late,  good  Diomed : — Call  my  guard, 

I  pr'ylhee. 
Dio.  What,  ho !  the  emperor's  guard !  The  guard, 
what,  ho ! 
Come,  your  lord  calls. 

Enter  some  of  the  Guard. 

Ant.  Bear  m^,  good  friends,  where  Cleopatra 
bides; 
'Tis  the  last  service  that  I  shall  command  you. 
1  Guard.  Wo  are  we,  sir,  you  may  not  live  to 
wear 
All  your  true  followers  out 
AIL  Most  heavy  day  ! 

(3)  Folded.     (4)  Corrected.     (5)  Penetratinr 
(6)  Followed.      (7)  Dignity.      (8)  Settled 
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Aid,  Nftjr,  good  my  fellows,  do  not  please  sharp 
fate 
To  l^race  it  with  joor  sorrows :  bid  that  welcome 
IVhich  comes  to  punish  us,  and  we  punish  it 
Seemiiu^  to  bear  it  lightly.    Take  me  up : 
I  have  led  you  oft;  cany  roe  now,  gooa  friends. 
And  have  my  thanks  for  alL 

[Exeunt^  hearing  Antony. 

SCEJfE  XIIl—The  tame.  Anumumeni.    Ear 
Ur  above,  Cleopatra,  Channian,  and  Iras. 

Geo.  O  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 

Char,  Be  comforted,  dear  madamn. 

Oeo.  No,  I  will  not: 

All  stranee  and  terrible  events  are  welcome. 
But  comforts  we  despise  ;  our  size  of  sorrow, 
ProportiooM  to  our  cause,  must  be  as  great 

£nler  Dioraedes. 
As  that  which  makes  it. — How  now  f  is  he  dead  f 

Dio.  His  death*8  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o*the  other  side  jour  monument, 
Hb  guard  have  brought  hun  thither. 

Enter  Antony,  borne  by  the  Guard. 

Cleo.  O  thou  sun, 

Bura  the  great  sphere  thon  mov*st  in ! — darkling' 

stand 
The  varying  shore  o'the  world ! — O  Antony ! 
Antony,  Antony  .'—Charmian,  help;  help,  Iras; 
Help,  friends  below ;  let's  draw  him  hither. 

Ant,  Peace : 

Not  Caesar's  valour  hath  overthrown  Antony, 
But  Antony*s  hath  triumph*d  on  itself. 

Cleo.  So  it  should  be,  that  none  but  Antony 
Should  conquer  Antony ;  but  wo  *ti8  so ! 

Ant.  I  am  dyine ,  l^pU  dving ;  only 
I  here  irop6rtune  aeath  a  while,  until 
Of  many  thousand  kisses  the  poor  last 
I  lay  upon  thy  lips. — 

Cleo.  I  dare  not,  dear 

(Dear  ray  lord,  pardon,)  I  dare  not. 
Lest  I  be  taken :  not  the  imperious  show 
Of  the  full-fortunM  Cassar  ever  shall 
Be  brooch*d3  with  me ;  if  knife,  drugs,  serpents, 

have 
Edge,  sting,  or  operation,  I  am  safe : 
Your  wife  Octavia,  with  her  modest  eyes. 
And  still  conclusion,'  shall  acquire  no  honour 
Demuring  upon  me. — But  come,  come,  Antony, — 
Help  me,  my  women, — we  must  draw  thee  up  ;— 
Assist,  good  friends. 

AtU,  O,  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cleo.  Here^s  sport,  indeed ! — How  heavy  weighs 
mv  lord ! 
Our  strength  is  all  gone  into  heaviness. 
That  makes  the  weicrht :  Had  I  great  Juno*s  power, 
The  strong- wingM  Mercury  should  fetch  th«e  up. 
And  set  tlMee  by  Jove*s  side.     Yet  come  a  little, — 
Wishers  were  ever  fools ; — O,  come,  come,  come ; 
[TVtey  draw  Antony  up. 
And  welcome,  welcome !  die,  where  thou  hast  livM : 
Quicken^  with  kissine;  had  my  lips  that  power. 
Thus  would  I  wear  mem  out 

AIL  A  heavy  sight! 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying : 
Give  me  some  wine,  and  let  me  speak  a  little. 

Cieo.  No,  let  me  speak ;  and  let  me  rail  so  high, 
That  the  false  house-wife  Fortune  break  her  whMl, 
Provoked  by  my  ofience. 

AnL  One  word,  sweet  queen : 


(1)  Without  light 

(3)  Sedate  detennination. 


(2)  Ornamented. 


Of  Caesar  seek  voor  honour,  with  your  safely. — O ! 

Cleo.  They  do  not  go  together. 

Ant.  Gentle,  hear  me 

None  about  Cassar  trust,  but  Proculeius. 

Oeo,  My  resolution,  and  my  hands,  I'll  trust ; 
None  about  Ca?sar. 

Ant.  The  miserable  change  now  at  mv  end. 
Lament  nor  sorrow  at :  but  please  your  thoughts, 
In  feeding  them  with  those  my  former  fortunes 
Wherein  I  liv'd,  the  gpwatest  prince  o'the  world, 
The  noblest :  and  do  now  not  basely  die. 
Nor  cowardly ;  put  off  my  helmet  to 
My  countryman,' a  Roman,  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanquish'd.    Now,  my  spirit  is  going ; 
I  can  no  more.  [Diee. 

Cleo,  Noblest  of  men,  woo't  die  ? 

Hast  thou  no  care  of  me  ?  shall  I  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  absence  is 
No  better  than  a  stye.^ — O,  see,  my  women. 
The  crown  o'the  earth  doth  melt :— My  lord  !— 
O,  wither'd  is  the  |^and  of  the  war, 
llie  soldier's  pole  is  fallen ;  young  boys,  and  girls, 
Are  level  now  with  men :  the  odds  is  gone. 
And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable 
Beneath  the  visiting  moon.  [She  Jaintt. 

Char.  O,  quietness,  lady ! 

Iras.  'She  is  dead  too,  our  sovereign. 

Char,  Lady,— 

Irat.  Madam,— 

Char.  O  madam,  madam,  madam  I 

Irat.  Royal  Egypt! 

Empress! 

Char.  Peace,  peace,  Iras. 

Qeo,  No  more,  but  e'en  a  woman;  and  com- 
manded 
By  such  poor  passion  as  the  maid  that  milks. 
And  does  the  meanest  chares.*— It  were  for  me 
To  throw  my  sceptre  at  the  imurious  rods ; 
To  tell  them,  that  this  worid  did  equal  theirs. 
Till  they  had  stolen  our  jewel     All's  but  naught; 
Patience  is  sottish ;  and  impatience  does 
Become  a  dog  that's  mad :  Then  is  it  sin. 
To  nuh  into  the  secret  house  of  death. 
Ere  death  dare  come  to  us  ? — How  do  you,  women  * 
What,  what  f  eood  chner !  Why,  how  now,  Char- 
mian? 
My  noble  girls !— Ah,  women,  women!  look. 
Our  lamp  is  spent,  it's  out : — Good  sirs,  take  heart : — 
[7\>  the  ruard  belmo. 
We'll  bury  him :  and  then,  what's  bcave,  what's 

noble. 
Let's  do  it  after  the  hirh  Roman  fashion, 
And  make  death  proud  to  take  us.    Come,  away : 
This  case  of  that  nuge  spirit  now  is  cold. 
Ah,  women,  women !  come ;  we  have  no  friend 
But  resolution,  and  the  briefest  end. 

[Exeunt ;  ihote  above  bearing  ^  An- 
tony's body. 


ACT  V. 

SCEJVE  /.—Caesar's  camp  before  Alexandria. 
Enter  Caesar,  Agrippa,  Dolabella,  Maecefia% 
GallttS,  Proculeius,  out  othtrt. 

Oeu.  Go  to  him,  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield; 
Being  so  frustrate,'  tell  him,  he  mocks  us  by 
The  pauses  that  be  makes.^ 


(4)  Revive. 
(6)  Fnistrated. 


(5)  Task-work. 
(7)  He  trifles  with  ol 
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CBsar,  I  shall 

[BxU  Dolabella. 

£n<ey-Dercelai,  totift  fhn  sword  qf  Antooj. 

Obs.  Wherefore  it  that?  and  what  art  thou, 
that  dar'st 
Appear  thus  to  ua  ? 

her.  I  am  callM  Dercetas; 

Marie  Antony  I  serf  M,  who  best  was  worthj 
Beat  to  be  serrM:  whilst  be  stood  up,  and  spoke, 
He  was  my  master ;  and  I  wore  mj  life, 
To  spend  upon  his  haters :  If  thou  please 
To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him 
ril  be  to  Caesar ;  if  thou  pleasest  not, 
I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 

Cbu.  What  is*t  thou  say^st  ? 

Der.  I  say,  O  Caesar,  Antony  is  dead. 

Cms.  The  breaking  of  so  great  a  thing  should  make 
A  greater  crack :  The  round  world  should  have 


Lmos  into  ctyil  streets. 

And  dtixeos  to  their  dens . — ^The  death  of  Antony 

Is  not  a  sinrle  doom ;  in  the  name  lay 

A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der.  He  is  dead,  Caesar; 

Not  by  a  public  minister  of  justice, 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife ;  but  tnat  self  hand, 
Whicb  writ  his  honour  in  the  acU  it  did. 
Hath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did  lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart.— This  is  his  sword, 
I  robb*d  his  wound  of  it ;  behold  it  stain*d 
With  his  most  noble  blood. 

Cms.  Look  yon  sad,  friends  ? 

The  gods  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  a  tidings 
To  wash  the  eyes  of  kings. 

Ai^.  And  strange  it  is, 

That  nature  must  compel  as  to  lament 
Our  moat  persisted  deeds. 

Mme,  His  taints  and  honours 

Waged  equal  with  him. 

A§r.  A  rarer  spirit  never 

Did  steer  humanly :  but  you,  gods,  will  give  us 
Some  feults  to  make  us  men.    Caesar  is  touched. 

Mmc  When  such  a  spacious  mirror's  set  before 
him. 
He  needs  most  see  himsel£ 

Obs .  O  Antony ! 

I  faaye  followM  thee  to  this ;— But  we  do  lahce 
Diseases  in  our  bodies :  I  must  pertbrce 
Haye  shown  to  thee  such  a  declining  day. 
Or  look  on  thine ;  we  could  not  stall  together 
In  the  whole  world :  But  yet  let  me  lament. 
With  tean  as  sovereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts, 
Hut  thou,  my  brother,  my  competitor 
In  top  of  all  design,  my  mate  in  empire, 
Frimd  and  compankm  in  the  front  of  war, 
Vbt  ann  of  mine  own  body,  and  the  heart 
Where  mine  his*  thoughts  did  kindle,— that  our 

stars, 
(Jnrecondliable,  should  divide 
Our  eqoaineas  to  this. — Hear  me,  good  friends, — 
But  I  will  tell  you  at  some  meeter  season ; 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

The  business  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him, 
We'll  hear  him  what  he  says.— Whence  are  you  ? 
Mess.  A   poor  Egyptian  yet    The  queen  my 
mistress, 
ran6o*d  in  all  she  has,  her  monument. 
Of  thy  intents  desires  instruction ; 
That  she  preparedly  may  frame  herself 


(l)Its. 


(2)  Servant 


To  the  way  she's  Ibrced  to. 

Cms.  Bid  her  have  good  heart ; 

She  soon  shall  know  of  us,  by  some  of  ours. 
How  honourable  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her :  for  Caesar  cannot  live 
To  be  ungentle. 

Mess,  So  the  gods  preserve  thee !  [Blxit. 

Qes.  Come  hither,  Proculeius ;  Go,  and  say, 
We  purpose  her  no  shame :  give  her  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  passion  shall  require ; 
Lest,  m  her  greatness,  by  some  mortal  stroke 
She  do  defeat  us :  for  her  life  in  Rome 
Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph :  Go, 
And,  with  your  sneediest,  bring  us  what  she  says. 
And  how  you  find  of  her. 

Pro.  Caesar,  I  shall.  {ExUFto^ 

Cms.  Gallus,  go  you  along. — Where's  Dolabella, 
To  second  Proculeius  f  [Exit  Gallus. 

Agr.Mme.  Dolabella! 

C&s.  Let  him  alone,  for  I  remember  now 
How  he's  employed ;  he  shall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  tent;  where  you  shall  see 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war; 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  still 
In  all  my  writings :  Go  with  me,  and  see 
What  I  can  show  in  this.  [Elxeuni. 

^CEJV*£  77. — Alexandria.  A  room  in  the  motm- 
ment.    Enter  Cleopatra,  Chaimian,  and  Iras. 

Cleo.  My  desolation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  life :  'Tis  paltry  to  be  Caesar ; 
Not  being  fortune,  he's  but  fortune's  knaye,3 
A  minister  of  her  will ;  And  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  diat  ends  all  other  deeds ; 
Which  shackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change ; 
Which  sleeps,  and  neverpalates  more  the  dung. 
The  beggar's  nurse  and  Caesar's. 

Enter,  to  the  gates  of  the  monument,  Proculeius, 
Gallus,  and  Sorters. 

Fro.   Caesar  sends  greeting  to  the  queen  of 
Egypt; 

And  bids  thee  study  on  what  fair  demands 
Thou  mean'st  to  haye  him  grant  thee. 

Clea  [  fritfUn.]  What's  thy  name  ? 

Pro.  My  name  is  Proculeius. 

Cleo.  [Within.]  Antony 

Did  tell  me  of  you,  bade  me  trust  you ;  but 
1  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceiv'a. 
That  have  no  use  for  trusting.    If  your  master 
Would  have  a  queen  his  beggar,  you  must  tell  him. 
That  majesty,  to  keep  decorum,  must 
\o  less  beg  than  a  kingdom  :  if  he  please 
To  give  me  conquer'd  Egypt  for  my  son. 
He  gives  me  so  much  of  mine  own,  as  I 
Will  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro.  Be  of  good  cheer ; 

You  are  fallen  into  a  princely  hand,  fear  nothing : 
Make  your  full  reference  freely  to  my  lord. 
Who  is  so  full  of  grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need  :  Let  me  report  to  him 
Vour  sweet  dependancy ;  and  you  shall  find 
A  conqueror,  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindness. 
Where  he  for  grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

Cleo.  [inthin.]  Prajr  }rou,  tell  him 

f  am  his  fortune's  vassal,  and  I  send  him 
The  greatness  he  has  got     I  hourly  learn 
A  doctrine  of  obedience;  and  would  gladly 
Look  him  i'the  face. 

Pro.  This  I'll  report,  dear  lady. 

Have  comfort ;  for,  I  know,  your  plight  is  pitied 
Of  him  that  caus'd  it 

GaL  You  see  how  easily  she  majr  he  suf^tris'd: 
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[Here  Proculeius,  and  hoo  of  the  guards  ascend 

I         the  monument  by  a  ladder  placed  against 
a  window^  and  having  descended^  come  be- 
hind Cleopatra     Some  of  the  guard  unbar 
and  open  the  gates. 
Goard  her  till  Caesar  come. 

[To  Proculeius  and  the  guard.    [Exit  Gal. 

Iras.  Royal  queen  ! 

Char.  O  Cleopatra  !  thou  art  taken,  queen ! — 

Cieo.  Quick,  quick,  good  hands. 

J[  Drawing  a  dagger. 
i  worthy  lady,  bold  : 
[ikixes  and  disarms  her. 
Do  not  yourself  such  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
RelievM,  but  not  betray'd. 

Cieo.  What,  of  death  too, 

That  rids  our  dogs  of  languish  ? 

Pro.  Cleopatra, 

Do  not  abuse  my  master's  bounty,  by 
The  undoing  of  yourself:  let  the  world  see 
His  nobleness  well  act^,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth. 

Cieo.  Where  art  thou,  death  ? 

Come  hither,  come  !  come,  come,  and  take  a  queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars ! 

Pro.  O,  temperance,  lady  ! 

Cieo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  I'll  not  drink,  sir; 
If  idle  talk  will  once  be  necessary, 
IMI  not  sleep  neither :  This  mortal  house  Pll  ruin. 
Do  Cssar  what  he  can.     Know,  sir,  that  I 
Will  not  wait  pinionM'  at  your  master's  court ; 
Nor  once  be  chastis'd  with  the  sober  eye 
Of  dull  Octavia.     Shall  they  hoist  me  up, 
And  show  me  to  the  shouting  varletry^ 
Of  censuring  Rome  ?  Rather  a  ditch  in  Egypt 
Be  gentle  grave  to  me  !  rather  on  Nilus'  mud 
Lay  me  stark  naked,  and  let  the  water-flies 
Blow  me  into  abhorring !  rather  make 
My  country's  high  pyremides  my  gibbet. 
And  hang  me  up  in  chains ! 

Pro.  You  do  extend 

These  thoughts  of  horror  further  than  you  shall 
Find  cause  in  Csesor. 

£n^Dolabella. 

Dot.  Proculeius, 

What  thou  hast  done  thy  master  Ccesar  knows, 
And  he  hath  sent  for  thee  :  as  for  the  queen, 
Pll  take  her  to  my  guard. 

Pro,  So,  Dolabella, 

It  shall  content  me  best :  be  gentle  to  her. — 
To  Caesar  I  will  speak  what  you  shall  please, 

[To  Cleopatra. 
If  you'll  employ  me  to  him. 

Cieo.  Say,  I  would  die. 

[Exeunt  Proculeius,  and  Soldiers. 

Dot.  Most  noble  empress,  you  have  heard  of  me .' 

Cieo.  I  cannot  tell. 

Dot.  Assuredly,  you  know  me. 

Cieo.  No  matter,  sir,  what  I  have  heard,  or  knoivn. 
You  laugh,  when  boys,  or  women,  tell  their  dreams ; 
fs't  not  your  trick  ? 

Dol.  I  understand  not,  njadam. 

Cieo.  Idrcam'd,  there  was  an  emperor  Antony ; — 
O,  such  another  sleep,  that  I  might  see 
But  such  another  man ! 

Dol.  If  it  might  please  you, — 

Cieo.  His  face  was  as  the  heavens ;  and  therein 
stuck 
A  sun,  and  moon ;  which  kept  their  course,  and 

lighted 
The  littU  O,  the  earth. 

(l)  Bound,  confined     (2)  Rabble.     (3)  Crush. 


Dot  Moat  sovereign  creature, — 

Cieo.  His  legs  bestrid  the  ocean  :  his  rear'd  aim 
Crested  the  world  :  his  voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  spheres,  and  that  to  friends; 
But  when  he  meant  to  quail'  and  shake  the  orb. 
He  was  as  rattling  thunder.     For  his  bounty. 
There  was  no  winter  in't ;  an  autumn  'twas. 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping :  His  delights 
Were  dolphin-like ;  the^  show'd  his  back  above 
The  element  they  liv'd  in :  In  his  livery 
Walk'd  crowns,  and  crownets;  realms  and  islandi 

were 
As  plates^  dropp'd  from  his  pocket 

Vol.  Cleopatn,^ 

Cieo.  Think  you,  there  was,  or  might  be,  such  a 
man 
As  this  I  dream'd  of? 

Dol  Gentle  madam,  no. 

Cieo.  You  lie,  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods. 
But,  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  one  such,  ^ 

It's  past  the  size  oi  dreaming :  Nature  wants  stni 
To  vie  strange  forms  with  fancy ;  yet,  to  imaguM 
An  Anton^',  were  nature's  piece  'gain^  ^uicy. 
Condemning  shadows  quite. 

DoL  Hear  me,  good  naadam  : 

Your  loss  is  as  yourself,  great ;  and  vou  bear  it 
As  answering  to  the  weight :  'Would  I  might  nevw 
O'ertakc  pursu'd  success,  but  I  do  feel. 
By  the  reoound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  shoots 
my  very  heart  at  root 

CUo.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Know  you,  what  Ceesar  means  to  do  with  me? 

Dol.  I  am  loath  to  tell  you  what  I  would  jtm. 
knew. 

Cieo.  Ji&yy  pray  you,  sir, — 

Dol.  Though  he  be  honoanble,— 

Cieo.  He'll  lead  me  then  in  triumph? 

DoL  Madam,  he  wiU; 

I  know  it 

Within,  Make  way  there, — Caesar. 

Enter  Caesar,  Gallus,  Proculeius,  Maecenas,  Sdea- 
cus,  and  Attendants. 

CcRS.  Which  is  the  < 

0(  Egypt  > 

7>(u.      'Tis  the  emperor,  madam.  [Cieo.  ibisabL 

Cos.  Arise, 

You  shall  not  kneel  :—^ 
I  pray  you,  rise ;  rise,  Egypt 

Cieo.  Sir,  the  rods 

Will  have  it  thus ;  my  master  and  my  KMtl 
1  must  obey. 

Cos.  Take  to  ^ou  no  hard  thoughts : 

The  record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 
Thou|^h  written  in  our  flesh,  we  shall  i 
As  things  but  done  by  chance. 

Cieo.  Sole  sir  o*the  woild, 

I  cannot  project^  mine  own  cause  so  well 
To  make  it  clear ;  but  do  confess,  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties,  which  befisre 
Have  often  sham'd  our  sex. 

Cos.  Cleopatra,  know, 

We  will  extenuate  rather  than  enforce : 
If  vou  apply  yourself  to  our  intents 
(Which  towards  you  are  most  gentle,)  joQ  sImII 

find 
A  benefit  in  this  change ;  but  if  you  seek 
To  lay  on  me  a  cruelty,  by  taking 
Antony's  course,  you  shall  bereave  yourself 
Of  my  good  purposes,  and  put  your  children 
To  that  destruction  which  Pll  guard  them  (ram. 
If  thereon  you  rely.    Pll  take  my  leaye. 

(4)  Silver  money.       (5)  Shape  or  form. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


Oetmli, 


ANTCWY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 


379 


Cleo.   And  imy,  Ihrongh  all  the  world:  'da 
yours;  and  we 
Your  Vutcheons,  and  your  signs  of  conquest,  shall 
Hang  in  what  place  you  please.  Here,  my  good  lord. 
Cos.  You  shall  advise  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 
Cteo.  This  is  the  brief  of  money,  plate,  and  jewels, 
I  am  posse^sM  of:  'tis  exactly  valued ; 
Not  petty  things  admitted. — Where's  Seleucus  f 
Sd.  Here,  madam. 

Cleo.  This  is  mv  treasurer ;  let  him  speak,  ray  lord, 
Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  reserv'd 
To  myseir  nothing.     Speak  the  truth,  Seleucus. 

Sd'.  Madam, 
I  had  rather  .seeU  my  lips,  than,  to  my  peril, 
Speak  that  which  is  not. 
Cteo.  What  have  I  kept  back 

Sd,  Enough  to  piuchase  what  you  have  made 

known. 
Ceu.  Nay,  bludi  not,  Cleopatra ;  I  approve 
Your  wisdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo.  See,  C»sar!  O,  behold, 

How  pomp  is  followed !  mine  will  now  be  yours  ; 
And,  should  we  shiA  estates,  yours  would  be  mine. 
The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  does 
Even  make  me  wild : — O  slave,  of  no  more  trust 
Than  love  that's  hir»d  .'—What,  goest  thou  back  ? 

thou  shalt 
Go  back,  I  warrant  thee ;  but  I'll  catch  thine  eyes, 
Though  they  had  wings :    Slave,  soul-less  villain, 

dog! 
O  rarely^  base  ! 

Ccu.  Good  queen,  let  us  entreat  you. 

Cteo.  O  Caesar,  what  a  wounding  shame  is  this; 
That,  thou  vouchsafing  here  to  visit  me, 
Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordliness 
To  one  so  meek,  that  mine  own  servant  should 
Parcel'  the  sum  of  mv  disgraces  by 
Addition  of  his  envy  .'    Say,  good  Cae»r, 
That  I  some  lady  trifles  have  reserv'd, 
Irnmoment  toys,  things  of  such  dignity 
Afi  we  greet  modern^  friends  withal ;  and  say, 
Some  nobler  token  I  have  kept  apart 
For  Livia,*  and  Octavia,*  to  mduce 
Their  mediation;  must  I  be  unfolded 
With  one  that  I  have  bred.'  The  gods!  It  smites  me 
Beneath  the  fall  I  have.     Pr'ythee,  go  hence ; 

[To  Seleucus. 
Or  I  shall  show  the  cinders^  of  my  spirits 
Through  the  ashes  of  my  chance: — Wert  thou  a 

man. 
Thou  would'st  have  mercy  on  me. 

CfKS,  Forbear,  Seleucus. 

[Exit  Seleucus. 
Cleo.  Be  it  known,  that  we,  the  greatest,  are 
mis-thought 
For  things  that  others  do ;  and,  when  we  fall. 
We  answer  others'  merits?  in  our  name, 
Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

Qts.  Cleopatra, 

Not  what  you  have  reserv'd,  nor  what  acknowledg'd, 
Put  we  i'the  roll  of  conquest :  still  be  it  yours. 
Bestow  it  at  your  pleasure ;  and  believe, 
Ctesar's  no  merchant,  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of  things  that   merchants  sold.      Therefore  be 

cheer'd ; 
Make  not  your  thoughts  your  prisons:  no,  dear 

queen ; 
For  we  intend  so  to  dispose  you,  as 
Yourself  shall  give  us  counsel.     Feed,  and  sleep : 

(1)  Sew  up.     (2)  Uncommonly.     (3)  Add  to. 
(4)  Common.         (5)  Caesar's  wife. 
(6)  Caesar's  sister.         (7)  Fire. 
^8^  Merits  or  demerits. 


Our  care  and  pity  is  so  moon  upon  yoo. 
That  we  rcmam  your  friend ;  And  so  adieo. 

Cleo.  My  master,  and  my  lord  ! 

Cois.  Not  so :  Adieu. 

[Ereunt  Caesar,  and  his  train, 

Cleo.  He  words  me,  girls,  he  words  me,  that  I 
should  not 
Be  noble  to  myself:  but  hark  thee,  Charmian. 

r  Whispers  Charmian. 

Iras.  Finish,  good  lady :  the  bright  day  is  done, 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo.  Hie  thee  again : 

I  have  spoke  already,  and  it  is  provided ; 
Go,  put  It  to  the  haste. 

char.  Madam,  I  will. 

Re-enter  Dolabella. 

D(A.  Where  is  the  queen  * 

Char.  Behold,  sir.     [Exit  Char. 

Cleo.  Dolabella.^ 

Dot.  Madam,  as  thereto  sworn  by  your  command. 
Which  my  love  makes  religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  you  this :  Caesar  through  Syria 
Intends  his  joumer ;  and,  within  three  days, 
You  with  your  children  will  he  send  before : 
Make  your  best  use  of  this  :  I  have  perform'd 
Vour  pleasure,  and  my  promise. 

Oeo.  Dolabella, 

I  shall  remain  your  debtor. 

Dot.  I  your  servant 

Adieu,  good  queen ;  I  nrrast  attend  on  Caesar. 

Cleo.  Farewell,  and  thanks.  [Exit  Dol.]  Now, 
Iras,  what  Uiink'st  thou  ? 
Thou,  an  E^-ptian  puppet,  shalt  be  shown 
In  RcMne,  as  well  as  I :  mechanic  slaves 
With  greasy  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  shall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view ;  in  their  thick  breaths, 
Rank  of  gross  diet,  shall  we  be  enclouded, 
And  forc'd  to  drink  their  vapour. 

Iras.  The  gods  forWd! 

Cleo.  Nay,  'tis  most  certain,  Iras :  Saucy  lictort^ 
Will  catch  at  us,  like  strumpets ;  and  scald  rhymers 
Ballad  us  out  o'tune  :  the  quickio  comedians 
Extrmporallv  will  stage  us,  and  present 
Our  Alexandrian  revels ;  Antony 
Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  shall  see 
Some  squeaking  Cleopatra  boy"  my  greatness 
I'the  posture  of  a  whore. 

Iras.  O  the  good  gods ! 

Cleo.  Nay,  that  is  certain. 

Iras.  I'll  never  see  it ;  for,  I  am  sure,  my  nails 
Are  stronger  than  mine  eyes. 

Cleo.  Why,  that's  the  way 

To  fool  their  preparation,  and  to  conquer 
Then-  most  absurd  intents. — Now,  Charmian  .^— 

Enter  Charmian. 

Show  me,  my  women,  like  a  queen ; — Go  fetdi 
My  best  attires;— I  am  again  for  Cydnus, 
To  meet  Mark  Antony : — Sirrah,  Iras,  go. — 
Now,  noble  Charmian,  we'll  despatch  indeed : 
And,  when  thou  hast  done  this  chare,!^  I'll  give  thee 

leave 
To  play  till  doonjs-day. — Bring  our  crown  and  all. 
Wherefore's  this  noise  ^  [Ex.  Iras.  A  noise  within 

Enter  one  qf  the  Guard. 

Guard.  Here  is  a  rural  fellow, 

That  will  not  be  denied  your  highness'  presence; 
He  brings  you  figs. 

(9)  Beadles.  (10)  Lively. 

(11)  Female  characters  were  played  by  bojt. 

(12)  Job  of  work. 
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Cleo  Let  him  come  in.    Hem  poor  an  inslra- 
ment  [£xtf  Guard. 

May  do  a  noble  deed !  he  brings  me  Ubertj. 
M?  resolution**  plac*d,  and  I  Yave  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me :  Now  from  bead  to  foot 
1  am  marble-constant :  now  the  fleeting!  mooo 
No  planet  is  of  mine. 

Re-enier  Guard,  with  a  Clown  hringing  a  batkeL 

Gvard,  This  b  the  man. 

Cleo.  Avoid,  and  leave  him.  [Exit  Guard. 

Hast  thou  the  prettj  wonn3  of  Nilus  there, 
That  kills  and  pains  not.^ 

Ciown.  Truly  I  hare  him :  but  I  would  not  be 
the  party  that  should  desire  you  to  touch  him,  for 
his  biting  is  immortal ;  those,  that  do  die  of  it,  do 
seldom  or  never  recover. 

Cleo.  Reinember'st  thou  any  that  have  died  on*t  ? 

Clown.  Very  many,  men  and  women  toa  1 
beard  of  one  of  them  no  longer  than  yesfterday:  a 
very  hone^  woman,  but  something  given  to  lie ;  as 
a  woman  should  not  do,  but  in  the  way  of  honesty : 
bow  she  died  dC  the  biting  of  it,  what  pain  she  felt, 
— Truly,  she  makes  a  very  good  report  o*the  worm : 
But  he  that  will  believe  all  that  they  say,  shall 
never  be  saved  by  half  that  they  do :  But  this  is 
most  &llible,  the  wonn*s  an  odd  worm. 

CUo.  Get  thee  hence ;  &rewelL 

CKoum.  I  wish  you  all  joy  of  the  wonn. 

CUo.  Fai«well.      [Clown  9ets  down  the  badtet. 

Clown.  You  must  think  this,  look  you,  that  the 
worm  will  do  his  kind.' 

Geo.  Ay,  ay  ;  &reweIL 

Clown.  Look  you,  the  worm  is  not  to  be  trusted, 
but  in  the  keeping  of  wise  peof^ ;  fw,  indeed, 
there  is  no  gooaness  in  the  worm. 

Cleo.  Take  thou  no  care ;  it  shall  be  heeded. 

Gown.  Very  good :  give  it  nothing,  I  pray  you, 
for  it  is  not  worth  the  feeding. 

Geo.  Will  it  eat  me? 

CUncn.  You  must  not  think  I  am  so  simple,  but 
I  know  the  devil  binnelf  will  not  eat  a  woman  :  I 
know,  that  a  woman  is  a  dish  for  the  gods,  if  the 
devil  dresi  her  not  But,  truly,  these  same  whore- 
son  devils  do  the  gods  great  harm  in  their  women ; 
for  in  every  ten  tint  they  make,  the  devils  mar  five. 

Cleo.  \Vell,  get  thee  gone ;  fiirewell. 

Clown.  Yes,  forsooth;  I  wish  you  joj  of  the 
worm.  [Exit 

Re-enter  Iras,  with  a  robe,  crown,  ^. 

Geo.  Give  me  my  robe,  put  on  my  crown;  I  have 
Immortal  loneings  in  me  :  Now  no  more 
The  juice  of  Egjpt*8  grape  shall  moist  this  lip . — 
Yare,  yare,<  good  Iras;  quick. — Methinks,  I  bear 
Antony  call ;  I  see  him  rouse  himself 
To  praii«  my  noble  act ;  I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Oe^ar,  which  the  eodd  give  men 
To  excuse  their  after  wrath :  Husband,  I  come ; 
Now  to  that  nainc  my  courage  prove  my  title ! 
I  am  fire,  and  air ;  my  other  elements 
I  give  to  baiier  life. — So, — have  you  done  ? 
Come  then,  and  take  the  last  warmth  of  my  lips. 
Farewell,  kind  Charmian : — Iras,  k)ng  farewell. 

[Kisses  them.     Im  falls  and  dies. 
Have  I  the  a«pic  in  my  lips?  Dost  (all? 
If  thou  and  nature  can  so  gently  part. 
The  stroke  of  death  is  a$  a  lover's  pinch. 
Which  hurts,  and  is  desired.     Dost  thou  lie  still  ? 
If  thus  thou  vaninhest,  thou  telPst  the  world 
It  b  not  worth  leave-taking. 

(1)  Inconstant.  (2)  Serpent 

(3)  Act  according  to  his  nature. 


dor.  Disnivc,  thick  dood,  tad  i 
may  say. 
The  gods  themselves  do  w«ep! 

Geo,  Thbpra 

If  she  first  meet  the  curled  Antony, 
He*ll  make  demand  of  her ;  and  spend  that  kia. 
Which  is  mv  heaven  to  have.  Come,  mortal  wrdc^ 
[To  ike  ojip,  which  she  ttppHes  to  her  fti— ■!■ 
With  thy  sharp  teeth  thb  knot  intrinakalft 
Of  life  at  once  untie :  poor  venomous  fool. 
Be  angiy,  and  despatcL    O,  coold*ft  thoa  i. 
That  fm^t  hear  thee  call  great  Ccanr,  ua 
Unpolicied!* 

Char.  O  eastern  liar! 

Cleo.  Peace,  pence! 

Dost  thoa  not  see  mj  babj  at  my  breast. 
That  sucks  the  nurse  asleep? 

Char.  O,  break !  0,brenk! 

Geo.   As  sweet  at  balm,  as  soft  m  air,  at 
gentle, — 

0  Antonyl— NaT,  I  will  take  thee  too  .-^ 

[-^FFhl^  'another  asp  to  hermwL 
What  should  r star--     [FaUs  on  a  bed,  tmd  diea. 
Char.  In  thb  wild  world?— So,  fore  thee  welL~ 
Now  boast  thee,  death !  in  thy  powiwision  liet 
A  lass  unparallerd. — Downy  wiikkma,  cloM ; 
And  golden  Phoebus  never  be  beheld 
Of  eyes  a^ain  so  royal !  Yoor  crown*s  awry; 
ril  mend  it,  and  then  play. 

Enter  the  Guard,  rushing  m. 

1  Guard.  Wliere  b  the  queen? 
Char.  Speak  softly,  wake  her  not 

1  Guard.  Caesar  hath  sent— 
Char.  Too  slow  a  messeogrr. 

[Applies  the  asp. 
O,  come ;  apace,  despatch :  I  partly  feel  thee. 

1  Guard.   Approach,  ho!  All*s  not  well:  Ce- 

sar's bcguird. 

2  Guard.  There's  Dolabella  sent  fromCKw;- 

call  him. 

1  Guard.  What  work  b  here .'— ChanniaD,  i> 

this  well  done  ? 
Char.  It  is  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  | 
Descended  of  so  many  royal  kiitfrs. 
Ah,  soldier! 

Enter  Dolabella. 

DoL  How  goes  it  here? 

2  Guard.  All  dead. 

Dol.  Caesar,  thy  thoq^** 

Touch  their  effects  in  thb :  Thy:ielf  art  comio^ 
To  see  performed  the  dreaded  act,  which  thou 
So  sought' St  to  hinder.  , 

[  U  ithin.]  A  way  there,  way  for  Cae*^**  " 

Enter  Caesar,  and  Attendants, 

Dol.  O,  sir,  you  are  too  sure  an  augurer; 
That  you  did  fear,  b  done. 

Cos.  Bravest  at  the  last  = 

She  ievelPd  at  our  purposes,  and,  beii^  royal,  j 

Took  her  own  way. — The  manner  of  their  dtatEJ**  ' 

1  do  not  see  them  bleed.  ^ 

Dol.  Who  was  last  with  the***  : 

1  Guanf.  A  simple  countryman,  that  brought  .ft'^' 

fi$«; 
This  was  his  basket 

Cits.  Poison'd  then. 

1  Guard.  O  Caesar* 

This  Charmian  livM  but  now ;  she  stood,  and  spalft^  " 
I  found  her  lri.nming  up  the  diadem 

(4)  Make  haste. 

(o)  Unpolitic,  to  leave  me  to  mjselC 
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On  ber  dead  mifrtren ;  tremblingly  abe  stood. 
And  en  the  sudden  dropped. 

Oau.  O  noble  weakness !-. 

If  tbey  bad  swallovrM  poiaon,  'twould  appear 
Bj  external  swelling :  but  abe  looks  like  sleep, 
As  sbe  would  catcb  another  Antony 
In  ber  strong  toil  of  grace.* 

■Do/.  Here,  on  ber  breast, 

Tbere  is  a  rent  of  blood,  and  sometbing  blown  : 
The  like  is  on  her  arm. 

L  Guard,  This  is  an  aspic's  trail :  and  these  fig- 
leaves 
Ha?e  slime  upon  them,  such  as  the  aspic  leaves 
Upon  the  caves  of  Nile. 

Oks.   \  Most  probable. 

That  so  she  died;  for  her  physician  tells  me, 
Sbe  hath  pursu'd  conclusions^  infinite 
Of  easy  ways'lo  die.~Take  up  her  bed ; 
And  bear  her  women  from  the  monument  >— 
She  shall  be  buri^  by  her  Antony : 
No  grave  upon  the  earth  shall  clip!  in  it 
A  pair  so  fiunons^    High  events  as  these 
Stnke  those  that  ij^ke  them :  and  their  stoiy  is 
No  less  in  pity,  than  his  glory,  which 
Brought  them  to  be  litkoented.    Oar  anny  shall, 

n)  Graceful  appearance. 
(S)  Tried  experiments.  (3)  £^d. 

50 


In  solemn  show,  attend  this  funeral ; 
And  then  to  Rome.— Come,  Dolabella,  see 
High  order  in  this  great  solemnity.  [Exeuni 


This  play  keeps  curiosity  always  busy,  and  the 
passkxis  always  mterested  The  continual  hnrnr 
of  the  action,  the  variety  of  incidents,  and  the  quick 
succession  of  one  personage  to  another,  call  the 
mind  forward  without  intennission,  fram  the  first 
act  to  the  last  But  the  power  of  delighting  is  de- 
rived principally  from  the  frequent  changes  of  the 
scene ;  for,  except  the  feminine  arts,  some  of  which 
are  too  low,  which  distinguish  Cleopatra,  no  charac- 
ter is  veiy  strongly  discnminated.  Upton,  who  did 
not  easily  miss  what  he  desired  to  find,  has  discov- 
ered that  the  language  of  Antony  is,  with  great 
skill  and  learning,  made  pompous  and  superb,  ac- 
cording to  his  real  practice.  But  I  think  his  dic- 
tion not  distinguishable  from  that  of  others :  the 
most  tumid  speech  in  the  play  is  that  which  Ceesar 
makes  to  Octavia. 

The  events,  of  which  the  principal  are  described 
according  to  history,  are  produced  without  any  art 
of  connection  or  care  of  dispodtioo. 
'  JOHNSON. 
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TITUS  ANDBONICUS.    Act  H.^  Scene  3. 
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CYMBELINE. 


PERSOiNS  REPRESENTED. 


Cymbeline,  kinr  qf  Britain. 

Cloten,  son  to  the  queen  by  a  former  husband. 

Ijeooatus  Posthumus,  a  gentleman,  husband  to 

Imogen. 
Belarius,  a  banished  lord,  disguised  under  the 

name  qf  Morgan. 
Gaidcrius,  ^'^  ^  CymbeUne,di^ised  under 
Arvir«gti(     the  names  of  Polydare  and  Cad. 

^    '  >     taw,  supposed  sons  to  Belanus, 
Philario,/mnd /o  P<^thumus,)  j^^^^ 
Izcntwo,  friend  to  Philarto,     J  *—•«"••• 
A  French  Gentleman,  friend  to  Philario. 
Caius  Lucius,  general  of  the  Roman  forces. 
A  Raman  Captain.    Two  British  Captains. 
PUaoio,  servaaU  to  Postkumus. 


Cornelius,  a  physician. 
Two  Gentlemen, 
Two  Gaolers. 

Queen,  wUe  to  Cymbeline. 

Imogen,  daughter  to  Cymbeline  by  a  former  queen 

Helen,  woman  to  Imogen. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Roman  Senators,  Tribunes,  Appa 
ritions,  a  Soothsayer,  a  Dutch  Gentleman,  a 
Spanish  Gentleman,  Musicians,  Oncers,  Cap- 
tains.  Soldiers,  Messengers,  and  other  Attend- 
ants. 

Scene,  sometimes  in  Britain ;  sometimes  in  Italj. 


ACT  I. 

SCEJ^TE  /.—Britain.     The  garden  behind  Cym- 
beline'fl  palace.    Enter  Two  Gentlemen. 

1  Crentleman. 

JL  OU  do  not  raeet  a  man,  but  frowna :  our  bloods' 
No  more  obey  the  heavens,  than  our  courtiers ; 
Still  seem,  as  does  the  king*s. 
2  Gent.  But  what's  the  matter  ? 

1  Gent  His  daughter,  and  the  heir  of  his  king- 

dom, whwn 
He  purposM  to  his  wife's  sole  too  (a  widow, 
That  late  he  married,)  hath  referr*d  herself 
Unto  a  poor  but  worthy  gentleman :  She's  wedded ; 
Her  husband  banish'd ;  she  imprisoned  :  all 
Is  outward  sorrow ;  though,  I  think,  the  king 
Be  touch'd  at  very  heart 

2  Gent.  None  but  the  king  f 

1  GenL  He,  that  hath  lost  her,  too:  so  is  the 
queen, 
That  most  desir'd  the  match :  But  not  a  courtier, 
Altboush  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  king's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  scowl  at 

2Genl.  And  why  so? 

1  Gent.  He  diathathmiss'd  the  princess,  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  l)ad  report :  And  he  that  hath  her, 

(I  mean,  that  married  her, — alack,  good  man  ! — 
And  therefore  banish'd)  is  a  creature  such 
As,  to  seek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
For  one  his4ike,  there  would  be  something  failing 
In  him  that  should  compare.     I  do  not  think 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  such  stuff  within, 
Endows  a  man  but  he. 

2  GenL  You  speak  him  far.3 

1  Gent.  I  do  extend  him,  sir,  within  himself; 
Crush  him  together,  rather  than  unfold 

(1)  Inclination,  natural  disposition. 

(3)  t.  e.  You  praise  him  extensively. 

(3)  My  praise,  however  extensive,  is  within  his 


His  measure  duly.' 
2  Gent.  What's  his  name,  and  birth  ? 

1  Gent.  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root :  His  fatbet 
Was  call'd  Sicilius,  who  did  join  his  honour. 
Against  the  Romans,  with  Cassibelan ; 

But  had  his  titles  by  Tenantius,^  whom 

He  serv'd  with  glonr  and  admir'd  success : 

So^in'd  the  sur-addition,  Leonatus: 

Ana  had,  besides  this  ^ntleman  in  question. 

Two  otlwr  sons,  who,  m  the  wars  o'the  time. 

Died  with  their  swoitls  in  hand ;  for  which  then 

father 
(Then  old  and  fond  of  issue,)  took  such  sorrow, 
That  he  quit  being ;  and  his  gentle  lady. 
Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theme,  deceas'd 
As  he  was  ^m.    The  king,  he  takes  the  l)abe 
To  his  protection ;  calls  him  Posthumus ; 
Breeds  nim,  and  makes  him  of  his  bed-chamber 
Puts  him  to  all  the  learnings  that  his  fime 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of ;  which  he  took. 
As  we  do  air,  fast  as  'twas  minister'd ;  and 
In  his  spring  became  a  harvest :  Liv'd  in  court, 
(Which  rare  it  is  to  do,)  most  prais'd,  most  lov'd 
A  sample  to  the  youngest ;  to  the  more  mature, 
A  glass  that  feated^  them;  and  to  the  graver, 
A  child  that  guided  dotards :  to  his  mistress. 
For  whoQi  he  now  is  banish'd, — her  own  price 
Proclaims  how  she  esteem'd  him  and  his  virtue ; 
By  her  election  may  be  truly  read, 
What  kbid  of  man  he  is. 

2  Gent.  I  honour  him 

Even  out  of  your  report     But,  'pray  you,  tell  me. 
Is  she  sole  child  to  the  king  f 

1  Gent.  His  only  child 
He  had  two  sons  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  it,)  the  eldest  of  them  at  three  years  olo, 
I'lhe  swathing  clothes  the  other,  from  their  nursery 
Were  stolen :  and  to  this  hour,  no  guess  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went 

2  Gent.  How  long  is  this  ago  ? 
1  Gent.  Some  twenty  years. 

(4)  The  fether  of  Cymbeline. 

(5)  Fonned  their  manners. 
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CYMREUNE. 


Aeli. 


tOtnL  Tbataking'ichndreaaboiildbeaocon- 
reyM! 
So  ilackly  Eoarded !  And  the  search  n  aloir, 
That  couldiioC  trace  them ! 

1  QemL  Howaoe*er  Hit  ttnnge, 

Or  that  the  negligence  maj  well  be  laogfaM  at. 
Yet  is  it  true,  sir. 

%  QenL  I  do  well  believe  yoo. 

1  Gent  We  most  forbear:  Here  comes  the  qoeen, 

[Ewmmt 


SCEffE  n.—IU  mant,  Enler  the  Qoeen,  Pos- 
thtunos,  and  Imogen. 

Qutm.  No,  be  assnr'd,  jog  shall  not  find  me, 
daughter, 
AAer  the  slander  of  most  step-mothers, 
Eril-ej'd  unto  70a  :  yoa  are  my  prisoner,  but 
Tour  gaoler  shall  deliver  70a  the  Icejs 
That  Kxrk  up  your  restraint    For  you,  Posthomns, 
So  soon  as  lean  win  the  ofiended  Icing, 
I  will  be  known  ^oor  advocate :  many,  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  IS  in  him;  and 'twere  good. 
Yon  leanM  unto  his  sentence,  with  what  patience 
Your  wisdom  may  infonn  yoo. 

Pott  Please  yoor  highness, 

I  will  from  hence  to-day. 

Queem.  Toa  know  the  perils- 

ni  fetch  a  turn  abont  the  earden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr*d  affisctions ;  tboiih  die  king 
Hath  charg'd  yoo  should  not  speak  tceether. 

[£xtf  Queen. 

Imo.  O, 

Dissembling  courtesy !  How  fine  this  tyrant 
€!an  tickle  where  she  wounds ! — ^My  dearest  hus- 
band, 
I  something  fear  my  father's  wratfi ;  but  nothing 
(Always  reserv'd  my  holy  duty,)  what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me :  You  must  be  gone; 
And  I  shall  here  abide  the  hourly  shot 
Of  angiy  eyes;  not  comforted  to  live. 
But  tlut  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world. 
That  I  may  see  again. 

Pott.  My  queen  I  my  mistress 

O,  Udy,  weep  no  more ;  lest  I  give  cause 
To  be  suspected  of  more  tenderness 
Than  doth  become  a  man !  I  will  remain 
The  \opVBt  husband  that  did  e'er  plight  troth. 
My  residence  in  Rome  at  one  Philario's ; 
Who  to  my  fiither  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter :  thither  write,  my  queen. 
And  with  mine  eyes  I'll  drink  the  words  you  send, 
Though  ink  be  made  of  gall. 

/Zs-en/er  Queen. 

^uem.  Be  brief,  I  pray  yoo 

If  the  kin^  come,  I  khall  incur  I  know  not 
How  mucn  of  his  displeasure: — Yet  I'll  move  him 

[Atide. 
To  walk  this  way :  I  never  do  him  wroi^. 
But  be  does  buy  my  injuries,  to  be  frienos; 
Pays  dear  for  my  offences.  [Exit. 

Pott  Should  we  be  taking  leave 

As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live. 
The  loathness  to  depart  would  grow :  Adieu ! 

Imo.  Nay,  stay  a  little : 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  yourself^ 
Such  parting  were  too  petty.    Look  here,  love ; 
This  oiamond  was  my  mother's :  take  it,  heut; 
But  keep  it  till  ^ou  woo  another  wife, 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Pott  H3W !  how !  another?— 


Yoo  gentle  gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have. 
And  sear  up*  nnr  emlnacements  from  a  next 
With  bonds  of  oeath !— Remain  thou  here 

[Putting  on  the  rmg. 
While  sensed  can  keep  it  00 !  And  sweetest,  fiure^ 
As  I  my  poor  self  did  exchange  for  ^oo. 
To  jour  so  infinite  loss;  so,  in  our  trifles 
I  still  win  of  you:  For  my  sake,  wear  this ; 
It  is  a  manacle  of  love ;  111  place  it 
Upon  this  fturest  prisoner. 

[Putting  a  hracdd  on  har  mrm, 
Imo.  0^  the  gods! 

When  shall  we  see  again  ? 

Enter  CpxAitAkMb  and  Lords. 

Poet  Alack,  the  kiM^! 

Cym.  Thou  basest  thing,  avoid!  hence,  finommgr 
sight! 
If^  after  this  command,  thou  fraught^  the  ooort 
With  tiiy  unworthiness,  thou  dieat :  Away ! 
Thou  art  poison  to  my  blood. 

Pott  The  sods  pnUBCt  yoo ! 

And  bless  the  good  remainden  of  the  cooit ! 
I  am  gone.  [Exit, 

Imo.       There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  deam 
More  sharp  than  this  is. 

Cym.  O  disbyal  thing. 

That  shodd'st  repair  my  youth :  thoaheapeat 
A  year's  age  00  me  ! 

Imo.  I  beseech  yoo,  nr. 

Harm  not  yourself  with  your  vexation ;  I 
Am  senseless  of  yoor  wrath ;  a  touch  more  rare* 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

Cym.  Psst^raoe?  obedienoe. 

Imo.  Past  hope,  and  in  despair ;  that  way,  past 


Cym. 


grace. 
That  I 


^my  queen ! 


might'st  have  had  the  sole*  son  of 


(I)  Close  up.        (2)  Sensation. 
(4)  A  more  exquisite  d-Mt^r 


(3)  Fill. 
(5)  Only. 


Imo.  O  bless'd,  that  I  might  not!  I 
ea^le. 
And  did  avoid  a  pottock.6 

Cym.  Thou  took'st  a  beggar;  wodd'st  hayeoada 
my  throne 
A  seat  for  hasenesa. 

Imo.  No ;  I  rather  added 

A  lustre  to  it 

Cym.  O  (hou  vile  one ! 

Imo.  Sir, 

It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  lov'd  Posthnmos : 
You  bred  him  as  my  playfellow ;  and  he  is 
A  man,  worth  any  woman ;  overbuys  me 
Almost  the  sum  be  pays. 

Cym.  What!— art  thou  mad! 

Imo.  Almost,  sir :  Heaven  restore  me ! — ^'Would 
I  were 
A  neat-herd's7  deleter !  and  my  r.<eonatns 
Our  neighbour  shepherd's  son ! 

/2e-en(er  Queen. 

Cym.  Thou  foolish  thing  !— 

They  were  again  tx%ether :  you  have  done 

[7\>^  Queen 
Not  af^er  our  command.    Away  with  her. 
And  pen  her  up. 

Queen.  'Beseech  yoor  patience :— l\»ace, 

Dear  lady  dai^ter,  peace ; — Sweet  sovereu^. 
Leave  us  to  ourselves;  and  make  yow^t  doms 

comfort 
Out  of  your  best  advice.* 

Cym-  Nay,  let  her  1 

A  drop  of  blood  a  day ;  and,  being  aged,  * 

(6)  A  kite.  (7)  Cattle-keeper'a 

8)  Consideration. 
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[EsiL 


EnterVmaio, 


Queen.  Fie !— yoo  most  ghre  way : 

Here  is  vow  wermt—Uaw  now,  «r?  What  newt? 

««.  My  lord  your  ioo  drew  OD  my  marter. 

Queen.  Ha! 

Nohanii,Itni«t,iidoiie? 

Pit,  There  migfat  hare  been. 

But  that  my  master  rather  play*d  than  fought 
And  had  no  help  of  anger:  they  were  parted 
By  gentlemen  at  hand. 

Queen.  I  em  Terr  glad  OD*t 

hno.  Your  son^i  my  father's  friend;  he 
his  part — 
To  draw  upon  an  exile !— O  brave  sir  !— 
I  would  they  were  in  Afric  both  together ; 
Myself  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  m^t  prick 
The  goer  back.— Why  came  yoa  from  yoor  master? 

Pu.  On  his  command :  He  would  not  sofier  me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven :  left  these  notei 
Of  what  commands  I  should  be  subject  to, 
When  it  pleasM  you  to  employ  me. 

^uen.  This  hath  beeo 

Tour  fiuthful  servant :  I  dare  lay  mine  honour 
He  will  remain  sa  .... 

Pit.  I  humblT  thank  your  highness. 

Queen.  Pray,  walk  a  while. 

Imo.  About  some  half  hour  hence, 

I  pray  you,  speak  with  me :  you  shall,  at  least, 
Go  see  my  lord  aboard :  for  this  time,  leave  me. 
"^  [ExntnL 

SCEJ^E  III— A  public  place,    EnUr  CloCen, 
and  two  Lords. 

1  Lord.  Sir,  I  would  advise  you  to  shift  a  diirt; 
the  violence  of  action  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  sac- 
rifice: Where  air  comes  out,  air  comes  in:  there's 
none  abroad  so  wholesome  as  that  you  vent 

Clo.  If  my  shirt  were  bkwdy,  then  to  shift  it- 
Have  I  hurt  him  f 

2  Lord.  No,  faith;  not  so  much  as  his  patience. 

[Ande. 

1  Lord.  Hurt  him?  his  body's  a  passable  car- 
cass, if  he  be  not  hurt:  it  is  a  thoroughfare  fisr  steel, 
if  it  be  not  hurt  ^         . 

2  Lord.  His  steel  was  in  debt;  it  went  o'the 
backside  the  town.  [Atide. 

Clo.  The  villain  would  not  stand  me. 
2  Lord.  No ;  but  he  fled  forward  still,  toward 
yoor  face.  ,     ,       [•^f^; 

1  Lord.  Stand  you !  You  have  land  enough  of 
your  own :  but  he  added  to  your  having ;  gave  you 
some  ground. 

2  Lord.  As  many  inches  as  yoo  have  oceaiw: 
Puppies!  i'^'^- 

Go.  I  would,  ihey  had  not  come  between  us. 

2I.ord.  So  would  I,  till  you  had  measured  how 
long  a  fool  you  were  upon  the  ground.  [Aside. 
^Ch.  And  that  she  should  tove  this  fellow,  and 
I  fuse  me !  ,     . 

2  Lord.  If  it  be  a  sin  to  make  a  true  election, 
she  is  damned.  ,      [Aside. 

1  Lord.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beauty 
and  her  brain  go  not  together  :*  She's  a  ^ood  sign, 
but  I  have  seen  small  reflection  of  her  wita 

2  Lord.  She  shines  not  upon  fools,  lest  the  re- 
flection should  hurt  her.  [Aside. 

(1)  Her  beauty  and  sense  are  not  «iual. 

(2)  To  understand  the  force  of  this  idea,  it  should 
be  remembered  that  anciently  almost  evciy  svgn 
had  a  motto,  or  some  attempt  at  a  witticism,  under- 
neath it 


Oo.  Come,  Pll  to  my  chamber:  *WQiild  theie 
had  been  some  hurt  done ! 

2  Lord.  I  wish  not  so;  unless  it  had  been  the 
&11  of  an  ass,  which  is  no  great  hurt         [Aside. 

Oo.  You'll  go  with  us? 

1  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  lordship. 
do.  Nay,  come,  let's  go  together. 

2  Lord.  WeU,  my  lord.  [Esatnt. 

SCEJfE  ir.—A  room  in  Cymbeline's  palace. 
Enter  Imogen  and  Fisanio. 

hno,  I  would  thou  grew'st  onto  the  shore's  othe 
haven. 
And  qoestion'dst  every  sail :  if  he  should  write. 
And  I  not  have  it,  'twere  a  paper  kwt 
As  offer'd  mercy  is.    What  was  the  last 
That  he  spake  to  thee  ? 

Pit.  'Twas,  His  qwen,  hit  queen! 

Imo.  Then  wav'd  his  handkerchief  ? 

Pit.  And  kiss'd  it,  madam. 

Imo.  Senseless  linen!  happier  therein  than  I  !^ 
And  that  was  all  ? 

Pit.  No,  madam ;  for  so  loog 

As  he  could  make  me  with  this  m  or  ear 
Distinguish  him  from  others,  he  md  keep 
The  £ck,  with  elove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief 
Still  waving,  as  ^  fits  and  stirs  of  his  mind 
Could  best  express  how  slow  his  soul  sail'd  on, 
How  swift  his  ship. 

Inu).  Thou  should'st  have  made  him 

As  little  as  a  crow,  or  less,  ere  left 
To  after^ye  him. 

Pit.  Madam,  so  I  did. 

Imo.  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-strings; 
crack'd  them,  but 
To  look  upon  him ;  till  the  diminution 
Of  space  had  pointed  him  sharp  as  my  needle : 
Nay,  follow'd  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 
The  smalUiess  of  a  gnat  to  air;  and  then 
Have  tum'd  mine  eye,  and  wept— But,  good  Pi- 


When  shall  we  hear  fipom  hhn  ? 

Pit,  Be  assur'd,  madam. 

With  hb  next  vantage.' 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Most  pretty  things  to  say :  ere  I  could  tell  him. 
How  1  would  think  on  him,  at  certain  hour^ 
Such  thoughts,  and  such ;  or  I  could  make  hhnswear 
The  shes  of  Italy  should  not  betny 
Mine  interest,  and  his  honour ;  or  have  charg'd  him. 
At  the  sixth  hour  of  mom,  at  noon,  at  midnight. 
To  encounter  me  with  orisons,^  for  then 
I  am  in  h^iven  for  him ;  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kiss,  which  I  had  set 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father. 
And,  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north. 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 
Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.     .  The  queen,  madam. 

Desires  your  highness'  company. 

Imo.  Those  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  des- 
patched.- 
I  will  attend  the  queen. 

Pit,  Madam,  I  shall.     [Exe. 

SCEJ^E  r.— Rome,  j^n  oparftneiU  tn  Fhilario's 
house.  Enter  Philario,  lacbiroo,  a  Frenchman, 
a  Dutchman,  and  a  Spaniard. 

laeh.  Believe  it,  sir :  I  have  seen  him  in  Britain 

(3)  Opportunity. 

(4)  Meet  me  with  reciprocal  prayer. 
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hewudmofacietoeDtiiote;!  eipectedtoprore 
ao  worthj,  u  siiice  be  hath  been  allovred  the  name 
of:  but  1  could  then  have  looked  oo  him  withoat  the 
helpofadmiratiQa;  thoaghthecataloriieofhisen- 
dowmeotB  had  been  tabled  by  his  aide,  and  I  to 
peruae  him  by  items. 

PAt.  Yon  speak  of  him  when  he  was  less  fimiisb- 
ed,9  than  now  he  is,  with  that  which  makeiP  him 
both  withoat  and  within. 

French,  I  have  seen  him  in  France:  we  had  reiy 
many  there,  could  behold  the  son  with  as  finn  eyes 
as  he. 

lack.  This  matter  of  manyiitt^  his  king's  daurii- 
ter  (wherein  he  most  be  weired  rather  by  her 
value,  than  his  own,)  words  him,  I  doubt  not,  a 
great  deal  from  the  matter. 

Frmch,  And  then  his  banishment: — 

lack.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  those,  that  weep 
this  lamentable  divorce,  under  her  coloun,  are  won- 
derfully to  extend*  him ;  be  it  but  to  fortify  her 
judginient,  which  else  an  eaay  batteiy  might  lay  flat, 
for  taking  a  beggar  without  more  quality.  But  how 
comes  it,  he  is  to  sojourn  with  you?  How  creeps 
acquaintance  ? 

Phi,  His  father  and  I  were  soldiers  together ;  to 
whom  I  have  been  often  bound  fbrno  less  than  my 
life:— 

EfUer  Posuiumus* 

Here  comes  the  Briton :  Let  him  be  so  entertained 
amon^  you,  as  suits,  with  gentlemen  of  your 
knowing,  to  a  stranger  of  his  quality. — I  beseech 
you  all,  be  better  kmiwn  to  this  gentleman ;  whom 
Icoounend  to  you,  as  a  noble  friend  of  mine:  How 
worthy  he  is,  I  will  leave  to  -appear  hereaAer, 
imther  than  stoiy  him  in  his  own  hearing. 

FVtnch,  Sir,  we  have  known  together  m  Orleans. 

Po$L  Since  when  I  have  been  debtor  to  you  for 
oooftesies,  which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay 
fltilL 

fVeneh,  Sir,  you  o*er-rate  my  poor  kindness :  I 
was  rlad  I  did  atone*  mv  countnrman  and  you;  It 
had  been  pity,  you  should  have  been  put  together 
with  so  mortal  a  purpose,  as  then  each  bore,  upon 
importance'  of  so  sl^t  and  trivial  a  nature. 

FoH.  By  your  pardon,  sir,  I  was  then  a  y( 
treveller ;  rather  shunnM  to  |;o  even  with  what 
heard,  than  in  my  eveiy  action  to  be  piided  by 
others*  experiences :  but,  upon  my  mended  judg- 
ment (if  I  offend  not  to  say  it  is  maided,)  my  quar- 
rel was  not  altocether  slight 

French,  *Faiu,yes,to  oeputtothearbitrement 
of  swords;  and  by  such  two,  that  would,  by  all 
likelihood,  have  confounded?  one  the  other,  or  have 
fallen  both. 

lach.  Can  we,  with  manners,  ask  what  was  the 
difference  ? 

Frtneh.  Safely,  I  think :  'twas  a  contentkxi  in 
public,  which  may,  without  contredictkn,  suffer  the 
report  It  was  much  like  an  argument  that  fell  out 
last  night,  where  each  of  us  fell  in  praise  of  our  coun- 
try mistresses :  This  gentleman  at  that  time  vouch* 
ing  (and  upon  warrant  of  bloody  affinnation,)  his 
to  be  more  fair,  virtuous,  wise,  chaste,  constant- 
qualified,  and  less  attemptible,  than  any  the  rarest 
of  our  ladies  in  France. 

/ocA.  That  lady  is  not  now  living;  orthisgebtle- 
man*s  opinion,  bv  this,  worn  out 

Pott,  She  bolos  her  virtue  still,  and  I  DOj  mind. 

(1)  Increasing  in  fame.  (2)  Accomplished. 
(3)  Foims  bira.  (4)  Praise.  (5)  Reconcile. 
(6)  Importunity,  instigation.      (7)  Destroyed. 


iacsA.Yon  mot  not  to  fitf  pnAr  her  'fore  out  o.' 
Itafy. 

Pott  Being  so  far  provoked  as  I  was  in  France, 
I  would  abate  her  nothing;  though  I  profess  my- 
self her  adorer,  not  her  fncnd.* 

laeh.  As  fair,  and  as  good  (a  kind  of  hand-in- 
hand  comparison,)  had  been  something  too  feir,  and 
too  good,  for  any  lady  in  Britany.  If  she  went  be- 
fore ochen  I  have  seen,  as  that  diamond  of  yours 
out-lnstres  many  I  have  beheld,  I  could  not  but  be- 
lieve she  excelled  manv :  but  1  have  not  seen  the 
most  precfous  diamond  that  is,  nor  yon  the  lady. 

Pott  I  praised  her,  as  I  rated  her :  so  do  I  my 


is  dead, 


laeh.  What  do  you  esteem  it  at? 

Pott  More  than  the  woiid  enjoys. 

loch.  Either  your  unparagoneo  mis 
or  she*s  out-prix*d  by  a  trifle. 

Pott  You  are  mistaken :  the  one  mar  be  sold,  or 
given;  if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchase, 
or  merit  for  the  nft:  the  other  is  not  a  thing  for  sale, 
and  only  the  gift  of  the  gods. 

lach.  Which  the  gods  have  given  you  ? 

Pott  Which,  by  ttieir  graces,  I  will  keep. 

laeh.  Yonmay  wear  her  in  title  yours:  but,  yoo 
know,  strange  fowl  lis;ht  oponneigfabouring  ponds. 
Your  ring  may  bestoSen  too :  so,  of  your  brace  of 
unprizeable  estimatkns,  the  one  is  bat  frail,  and  the 
other  casual;  acunninsthieffOrathat-wajr-accom- 
plished  courtier,  would  haxard  the  winning  both 
of  first  and  last  • 

Pott  Your  Italy  contains  none  so  accomplished 
a  courtier,  to  convmoe^  the  honour  of  my  mistress; 
if,  in  the  holding  or  loss  of  that,  you  teim  her  frail 
I  do  nothing  doubt,  you  have  store  of  thieves;  not- 
withstanding, I  fear  not  my  rini 

Phi.  Let  us  leave  here,  genti 

Pott.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart  This  worthy  sjg- 
nior,  I  thank  him,  makes  no  stranger  of  me;  we 
are  femiliar  at  fint. 

lach.  With  five  times  so  much  conversation,  f 
should  get  ground  of  your  feir  mistress:  make  her 
90  back,  even  to  th^  yielding;  had  I  admittance, 
and  opportunity  to  friend. 

Pott.  No,  na 

lach.  I  dare,  thereon,  pawn  the  moiely  of  my 
estate  to  your  ring ;  which,  in  my  opinion,  o*er> 
values  it  somethinsr :  But  I  make  my  wa^  rather 
against  your  confioence,  than  her  reputatioQ:  and. 


to  bar  your  oflence  herein  too,  I 


«puta< 
dunt 


attempt  it 


against  anv  lady  in  the  worid. 

Pott,  You  are  a  neat  deal  abusedv  in  too  boM 
a  persuasion;  and  1  doubt  not  you  sustain  what 
you^re  worthy  of,  by  your  attempt 

Jach,  What's  that? 

Pott,  A  repulse :  Though  your  attempt,  as  you 
call  it,  deserve  more ;  a  ponisnment  toa 

Phi,  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this ;  it  came  in  too 
suddenly ;  let  it  die  as  it  was  bom,  and,  I  pny  you, 
be  better  acquainted. 

lach.  'Would  I  had  put  my  estate,  and  my 
neiffhbour's,  on  the  approbatkxi"  of  what  I  have 
spoke. 

Pott  What  Udy  would  you  choose  to  assail? 

JocA.  Youn;  whom  in  constancy,  you  think, 
stands  so  safe.  I  will  lay  you  ten  thousand  ducats 
to  your  rinj^,  that,  commend  me  to  the  court  where 
your  lady  is,  with  no  more  advantage  than  the  op- 
portunity of  a  second  conference,  end  I  will  bric^ 

(8)  Lover, — I  speak  of  her  as  a  beings  I  ieve> 
rence,  not  as  a  beauty  whom  I  enjoy. 

(9)  Overcome.      (10)  Deceived.      (11)  Preof 
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fiomtbemx  that  lioDOor  of  hen,  which  yon  jmagiiie 
so  referred. 

Poll  I  will  wage  agtfinst  jour  gold,  gold  to  it : 
TOj  ring  I  hold  dear  as  mj  finger ;  'tis  part  of  it 

/ocA.  Yoa  are  a  friend,  and  therein  the  wiser. 
If  you  baj  ladies*  flesh  at  a  milUoa  a  drani,you 
cannot  preserre  it  from  tainting :  But,  I  see,  you 
have  some  reli^;ioa  in  yon,  that  jrou  fear. 

Potf.  This  u  but  a  custom  in  your  tongue;  you 
bear  a  graver  purpose,  I  hope. 

laeh,  I  am  the  roaster  of  my  speeches;  and 
would  undergo  what's  spoken,  I  swear. 

Po§L  Will  you  .^— I  shall  but  lend  my  dianxnd 
till  your  return : — Let  there  be  covenants  drawn 
between  us :  My  mistress  exceeds  in  goodness  the 
hugniess  of  your  unworth;^  thinking :  I  dare  you 
to  this  match :  here's  my  ring. 

FkL  1  will  have  it  no  lay. 

iocA.  By  the  gods  it  is  one : — ^If  I  bring  vou  no 
sufficient  testimony  that  I  have  enjoyed  the  aearest 
bodily  part  of  your  mistress,  my  ten  thousand  du- 
cats are  touts;  so  is  your  diamond  toa  If  I  come 
off,  and  leave  her  in  such  honour  as  yon  have  trust 
in,  she  your  jewel,  this  your  jewel,  and  my  ^6 
are  yours : — ^provkied,  I  have  your  commencbtion,! 
fer  my  more  free  entertainment 

Post.  I  embrace  these  conditions;  let  us  have 
articles  betwixt  us  z—- only,  thus  far  vou  shall  answer. 
If  you  make  vour  voyage  upon  her,  and  nve  me 
directly  to  understand  you  have  prevailed,  I  am  no 
further  your  enemy,  she  is  not  worth  our  debate 
if  she  remain  unseduoed  (you  not  making  it  appeai 
otherwise,)  for  your  ill  opinion,  and  the  assault  you 
have  made  to  her  chastity,  you  shall  answer  me 
with  your  sword. 

laeh.  Your  hand;  a  covenant:  We  will  have 
these  things  set  down  hy  Uwful  counsel,  and 
straight  away  for  Britain ;  lest  the  bargain  should 
catch  cold,  and  starve :  I  will  fetch  my  gold,  and 
have  our  two  wagers  recorded 

Pofl.  Agreed.    [Exe.  Posthurous  and  lachimo. 

Frtneh.  Will  this  hold,  thlhk  you  ? 

Phi.  SicnkMT  lachimo  wiU  not  from  it  Pray,  let 
osfbliow'cm.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJfE  FT^Britam.    A  room  in  Cymbeline's 
palaee.    Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  on^  Cornelius. 

QuesR.  Whiles  yet  the  dew's  on  ground,  gather 
those  flowers; 
Make  haste:  Who  has  the  note  of  them .' 

1  Lady.  I,  madam. 

Queen.  Despatch. [JE^sreunf  Ladies. 

Row,  master  doctor;  have  you  brmi^t  those  drugs? 

Cor.  Pleaseth  your  highness,  ay :  here  thev  are, 
madam :  [Prtienting  a  small  box. 

But  I  beseech  your  grace,  (without  ofience ; 
My  conscience  bids  me  ask;)  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  these  moat  poisoDOUS  com- 


Which  are  the  moven  of  a  languishing  death ; 
But,  though  slow,  deadly  f 

Quten.  I  do  wonder,  doctor, 

Thou  ask'sl  ms  such  a  questkn :  Have  I  not  been 
Thy  pupil  loog.^  Hast  thou  not  leara'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes  ?  dist&  ?  preserve  ?  yea,  so, 
That  oar  great  king  himself  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  my  coifectioos  .^  Havin^^  thus  feir  proceeded 
(Unless  thou  think'st  me  devilish,)  is't  not  meet 
Tliat  I  did  amplify  my  judgment  in 
Other  conclusk)os.'3  f  will  tiy  the  forces 
Of  these  thy  compounds  on  such  creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging  (but  none  human,) 

(2)  Experiments. 


To  tiy  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
AUayments  to  their  act ;  and  by\  tnem  gather 
Their  several  virtues,  and  effects. 

Cor.  Your  highness 

Shall  from  this  practice  but  make  hard  your  heart  • 
Besides,  the  seem^  these  effects  wiU  be 
Both  noisome  and  ufectwua. 

Queen.  O,  content  thee.^ 

ffOerPiaanML 

Here  comes  a  flattering  rascal ;  upon  hira     [Atidi. 
Will  I  first  work :  he's  for  his  master, 
And  enemy  to  my  son. — How  now,  Pisank)  ?— 
Doctor,  your  service  for  this  time  is  ended ; 
Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  I  do  suspect  you,  madam; 

But  you  shall  do  no  harm.  [Aside, 

Qttcm.  Haik  thee,  a  word. — 

[To  Pisania 

Cor.  [Aside.]  I  do  not  like  her.  She  doth  think, 
she  has 
Strange  lingering  poisons :  I  do  know  her  spirit. 
And  will  not  trast  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  such  danm'd  nature :  Those,  she  has, 
WUl  stupify  and  dull  the  sense  a  while ; 
Which  fint,  perchance,  she'll  prove  oo  cats,  and 

dogs; 
Then  afterward  up  higher;  but  there  is 
No  danger  in  what  show  of  death  it  makes. 
More  tl^  the  locking  up  the  Mrits  a  time. 
To  be  more  fresh,  reviving.    Sne  is  fool'd 
With  a  Doost  false  effect;  and  I  the  truer. 
So  to  be  false  with  her. 

Queen.  No  further  service,  doctor, 

Until  I  send  for  thee. 

Cbr.  I  humbly  take  my  leave. 

[Exit. 

Queen.  Weeps  she  still,  say'st  thou  f  Dost  thou 
think,  in  time 
She  will  not  quench  ;>  and  let  instructkxis  enter 
Where  folly  now  possesses/  Do  thou  work ; 
When  thou  shalt  bring  me  word,  she  loves  my  son, 
I'll  tell  thee,  on  the  instant,  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  master :  greater ;  for 
His  fortunes  all  fie  speechless,  and  his  name 
Is  at  last  gasp :  Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is :  to  shift  his  being,^ 
Is  to  exchange  one  miseiy  with  another ; 
And  every  dajr,  that  comes,  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him :  What  shalt  thou  expect, 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans : 
Who  cannot  be  new  built ;  nor  has  no  friends, 

[T*he  Qjsioen  drops  a  box :  Pisanio  foAet  tf  tip. 
So  much  as  but  to  prop  him  ?— Thou  tak'st  up 
Thou  know'st  not  what ;  but  take  it  for  thy  labour: 
It  is  a  thing  I  made,  which  hath  the  king 
Five  times  redeem'd  from  death :  I  do  not  know 
What  is  more  cordial :— Nay,  I  pr^ythee,  take  it ; 
It  is  an  earnest  of  a  further  good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.    Tell  thy  mistress  how 
The  case  stands  with  her ;  66%  as  from  thyself. 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  change  on ;  but  think 
Thou  hast  thy  mistress  still ;  to  boot,  my  son. 
Who  shall  take  notice  of  thee :  I'll  move  the  kiqg 
To  any  shape  of  thy  preferment,  such 
As  thou'lt  aesire ;  ana  then  myself,  I  chiefly. 
That  set  thee  on  to  this  desert,  am  bound 
To  load  thy  merit  richly.    Call  my  women : 
Think  oo  my  words.     [Exit  Pis.]— A  sly  and 

constant  knave; 
Not  to  be  shak'd :  the  agent  fbr  his  master ; 
And  the  remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 

(3)  t.  e.  Grow  cool.    (4)  To  change  his  abode. 
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Thehmd&sttolierlord.    I  hAT«  given  fann  that, 
Which,  if  he  take,  abdl  qoite  unpeople  her 
Of  liegeni  for  her  nreet;  and  which  ahe,  after, 
Eacepi  ohe  hend  her  humour,  diall  be  attui'd 

i20-<n<er  PSaanio,  011^  Xoiief. 

To  taste  of  toa — So^  n;— well  done,  well  done  : 
The  yioleta,  cowalipt,  and  the  primroses, 
Bear  to  my  closet :  Fare  thee  well,  FSaanio ; 
Think  on  mr  words.  [ElxnaU  Qfaeen  and  Ladui. 
Pit.  AndshaUdo: 

\Bnt  iHien  to  var  good  lord  I  pro?e  nntnie, 
I*U  choke  nijself:  thera'saUrUdoforjoo.  [Ex. 

SCMLYEFIl'-AnolherrwminUutmu.  En- 
ttt  Imogen* 

hno.  A  father  crael,  and  a  step-dame  fiJse; 
A  foolish  suitor  to  a  wedded  ladjr, 
Hiathath  her  husband  banish'd :— O,  that  husband 
My  supreme  crown  of  nief !  and  those  repeated 
VesatMns  of  it !  Had  I  been  thief-stolen. 
As  mj  two  broCheis,  happy !  but  most  miserable 
b  the  desire  that's  riorioos :  Blessed  be  those. 
How  mean  soe*er,  that  have  their  honest  wills, 
Which  season's  oamfoit— Who  may  this  be  ?  Fie ! 

EnJUr  Pbanio  and  lachimo. 

PtM.  Madam,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Rome; 
Conies  from  my  lord  with  letteza. 

lack.  Change  you,  madam 

Hie  worthy  Leonatus  is  in  safety. 
And  greets  your  highness  dearly. 

\FrtaaU»aldier. 

tmo.  Thanks,  good  sir : 

Tou  are  kindly  welcome. 

loeh.  All  of  her,  that  is  oot  of  door,  most  rich 

[Atidt, 
If  she  be  fiimisfa'd  with  a  mind  so  rare. 
She  is  alone  the  Arabian  bird;  and  I 
Hare  lost  the  wager.    BoldncM  be  my  friend ! 
Ann  me,  audacity,  from  head  to  foot  I 
Or,  like  the  Parthian,  1  shall  flyii^  fight; 
Rather,  directly  fly. 

hno.  {Reads.}— Hs  it  cm  oflkt  nohUti  note,  to 
whoie  kmdness  I  am  moii  u^fmiUhf  tied,  R^ieet 
wen  km  aeeordinghff  as  you  vaau  your  inusi 

LEONATUS. 
So  for  I  read  aloud : 
But  even  the  reiy  middle  of  my  heart 
Is  warmM  by  the  rest,  and  takes  it  thankfully. — 
Too  are  as  welcome,  worthy  sir,  as  I 
Hare  words  to  bid  you ;  and  shall  find  it  so. 
In  all  that  I  can  do. 

loch.  Thanks,  fairest  lady. — 

What!  are  men  mad?  Hath  nature  given  them 

eyes 
To  see  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  sea  and  land,  which  can  distinguish  'twixt 
The  fieiy  orbs  alxwe,  and  the  twinnM  stones 
Upon  thie  numbered  beach  f  and  can  we  not 
Pkrtitian  make  with  spectacles  so  precious 
*Twixt  fair  and  fool  ? 

hno.  '  What  makes  rour  admiratioo  ? 

laeh.  It  cannot  be  i*the  eye ;  for  apes  and  mon- 
kejs, 
*Twixt  two  such  shes,  would  chatter  this  way,  and 
Contemn  with  mows'  the  other :  Nor  i'the  judg- 
ment; 
For  idiots,  in  this  case  of  favour,  would 
Be  wisely  definite :  Nor  fthe  appetite ; 
Slnttenr,  to  such  neat  excellence  opposed. 
Should  make  desire  vomit  emptiness. 


(1)  Ambassadors. 


(3)  Making  mouths. 


Not  so  allni'd  to  feed 

hno.  What  is  the  matter,  tiow? 

lack.  The  cloyed  will 

(That  satiate  yet  unsatisfied  desire. 
That  tub  both  fill*d  and  lunning,)  mvening  first 
The  lamb,  kings  after  for  the  garbage. 

Jmo.  What,  dear  sir. 

Thus  rapsyou  f  Are  von  well? 

Jack,  Thanks,  madam ;  well :— 'Beseech  you, 
sir,  desire  [7b  Pisania 

My  man's  abode  where  I  dkl  leavB  him :  he 
Is  strange  and  peevish.* 

Pis,  I  was  goingf  Wt 

To  give  hmi  welcome.  J/^**^  Fisanrai 

Imo.  Continues  well  n^  lord?  His  bealdi,  'be- 
seech you? 

Jack,  Well,  madam. 

Imo.  Is  he  dispos'd  to  mirdi  ?  I  hope,  he  is. 

lack.  Exceeding  pleasant ;  none  a  stranger  there 
So  meny  and  so  gamesome:  he  is  call'd 
The  Briton  reveller. 

Imo.  When  he  was  here. 

He  did  incline  to  sadness;  and  oA-times 
Not  knowing  why. 

lach.  I  never  saw  hon  sad. 

There  is  a  Frenchman  his  onmpaninn,  one 
An  eminent  monsieur,  that,  it  seems,  modi  loves 
A  Gallian  ^ri  at  home :  he  furnaces 
The  thick  sighs  from  him ;  whiles  the  jolly  Briton 
(Your  kxd,  I  mean,)  laqghs  from 's  free  lungs, 

cries,  0/ 
Qmmy$ide»hold,iotkbdifthaiwuo^    ^ehoknom 
Byhmory,  r^p>ort,  or  hit  ownprw^, 
fvhai  woman  if*  VM*  vthai  die  eoimol  ekoom 
But  must  bsr-wUl  his  Jiret  hours  languisk/or 
.Assured  bondage/ 

Imo.  Will  my  lord  say  so  ? 

lack.  Ay,  madam;  with  his  eyes  in  fkiod  with 
laughter. 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by. 
And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman:  But,  heavens 

know. 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 

Imo.  Not  he,  I  hope. 

lack.  Not  he :  Bat  yetbeaven's  boun^  towards 
him  might 
Be  us'd  more  thankfully.    In  himself^  'tis  mudi ; 
In  vou, — ^which  I  count  his,  beyond  all  talents,— 
Whilst  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

Imo.  What  do  you  pitr,  sir  ? 

lack.  Two  creatures,  heartily. 

Imo.  Am  I  one,  sir? 

You  look  on  me;  What  wreck  discern  yon  in  me, 
Deserves  your  pity  ? 

lack.  Lamentable!  What ! 

To  bide  me  from  the  ndiant  sun,  and  solaoe 
I'tbe  dungeon  by  a  snuff? 

Imo.  I  pny  yon,  sir. 

Deliver  with  more  openness  your  answers 
To  ray  demands.    Why  do  you  pity  me? 

lacL  That  others  do, 

I  was  about  to  sav,  enjoy  your ^But 

It  is  an  office  of  the  gocu  to  'venge  it. 
Not  mine  to  speak  on't 

Imo.  You  do  seem  to  know 

Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me;  'Pia/ 

you 
(Since  doubting  things  go  ill,  ofWn  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  sure  they  do :  For  certainties 
Either  are  past  remedies ;  or,  timely  knowiqg. 
The  remedy  then  bom,)  discover  to  me 

(3)  Shy  and  foolish. 
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Whmt  both  you  ipur  and  stop.' 

lack.  Had  I  this  cheek 

To  bathe  my  lips  upon ;  this  hand,  whose  toach. 
Whose  eveiy  touch,  woald  force  the  feeler's  soul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty ;  this  object,  which 
Takes  prisoner  the  wild  nx>tion  of  mine  eye, 
Fixing  it  only  here :  should  I  (damnM  then,) 
Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  stairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol ;  ioin  gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  ^Isehood  (felsehood,  as 
With  labour;)  then  lie  peeping  in  an  eye, 
Base  and  uniustrous  as  the  smoky  light 
That*s  fed  with  stinking  tallow ;  it  were  fit. 
That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  should  atone  time 
Encounter  such  revolt 

Imo.  My  lord,  I  fear, 

Has  forgot  Britain. 

ladL  And  himsel£    Not  I, 

InclinM  to  thb  intellignence,  proOounce 
The  beggaiy  of  his  change ;  but  *tis  your  graces 
That,  from  my  mutest  conscience,  to  my  tongue, 
Charms  this  report  out 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

iodi.  O  dearest  soul !  your  cause  doth  strike  my 

heart 

With  pity,  that  doth  make  me  sick.    A  lady 

So  fair,  and  fiisten*d  to  an  empery,3 

Would  make  the  greatest  king  double!    to  be 

partnered 
With  tomboys,'  hir'd  with  thatself-exhibitioa^ 
Which  your  own  coffers  yield !  with  diseased  ven- 
tures. 
That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  gold. 
Which  rottenness  can  lend  nature!  such  boil*d 

stuff. 
As  well  might  poison  poison !  Be  revenged  ; 
Or  she,  that  bore  you,  was  oo  queen,  and  you 
Recoil  from  your  great  stot^ 

Imo.  RevengM ! 

How  should  I  be  reyeng'd  ?  If  this  be  true 
(As  I  have  such  a  heart,  that  both  mine  ears 
Must  not  in  haste  abuse,)  if  it  be  true. 
How  should  1  be  revengM ' 

fach.  Should  he  make  me 

Live  like  Diana's  priest,  betwixt  cold  sheets ; 
Wlules  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps. 
In  your  despite,  upon  your  purse  ?  Revenge  it. 
I  dedicate  myself  to  your  sweet  pleasure ; 
More  noble  than  that  runagate  to  your  bed ; 
And  will  continue  fast  to  your  affection, 
Still  close,  as  sure. 

Imo.  What  ho,  Pisanio ! 

lack.  Let  me  my  service  tender  on  your  lips. 

Imo.  Away ! — I  do  condemn  mine  ears,  that  nave 
So  long  attended  thee. — If  thou  wert  honourable. 
Thou  would*8t  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 
For  such  an  end  thou  seek'st ;  as  base,  as  strange. 
Thou  wrongest  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour ;  and 
Solicit'st  here  a  lady,  that  disdains 
Thee  and  the  devil  alike.— What  ho,  Pisanio  !— 
The  king  my  father  shall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  assault :  if  he  shall  think  it  fit, 
A  saucy  stranger,  in  his  court,  to  mart 
As  in  a  Romish  stew,  and  to  expound 
His  beastly  mind  to  us ;  he  hath  a  court 
He  little  cares  for,  and  a  daughter  whom 
He  not  respects  at  all.— What  ho,  Pisanio  !— 

lach.  O  happy  Leonatus !  I  may  say ; 
The  credit,  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thee, 

(1)  What  you  seem  anxious  to  utter,  and  yet 
withhold. 

(2)  Sovereign  command.        (3)  Wantons. 


Deserves  thy  trust ;  and  diy  most  perfect  goodneai 
Her  assur'd  credit ! — Ble8»ed  live  you  long ! 
A  lady  to  the  worthiest  sir,  that  ever 
Countiy  caird  Us !  and  you  his  mistress,  only 
For  the  most  worthiest  fit !  Give  me^our  purdoo. 
I  have  spoke  this,  to  know  if  your  affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted ;  and  shall  make  your  lord. 
That  which  be  is,  new  o'er :  And  he  is  one 
The  truest  manner'd ;  such  a  holy  witch. 
That  he  enchants  societies  unto  mm : 
Half  all  men's  hearts  are  his. 

Imo.  Tou  make  amends. 

Inch.  He  sits  'nnongst  men,  like  a  descended  god 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  sets  him  off, 
More  than  a  mortal  seeming.    Be  not  angnr, 
Most  mighty  princess,  that!  have  adventur'd 
To  tiy  your  taking  of  a  false  report ;  which  hath 
Honour'd  with  confirmation  your  great  judgment 
In  the  election  of  a  sir  so  rare. 
Which  you  know,  cannot  err :  The  love  I  bear  him 
Made  me  to  fan*  you  thus ;  but  the  gods  made  you. 
Unlike  all  others,  chaffless.    Pray,  your  pardon. 

Imo.  All's  well,  sir :  Take  my  power  i'the  court 
for  vours. 

lack.  My  tumble  thanks.    I  had  almost  forgot 
To  entreat  your  grace  but  in  a  small  request. 
And  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerns 
Your  lord  ;  myself,  and  other  noble  friends. 
Are  partners  in  the  business. 

Imo.  Pray,  what  iVt? 

lach.  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  your  lord 
(The  best  feather  of  our  wing,)  have  mingled  sums. 
To  buy  a  present  for  the  emperor ; 
Which  I,  tne  factor  for  the  rest,  have  done 
In  France :  *Tis  plate,  of  rare  device ;  and  jewels 
Of  rich  and  exquisite  fonn ;  their  values  great ; 
And  I  am  something  curious,  beinr  strange,^ 
To  have  them  in  sale  stowage ;  Maj  it  [Hease  yon 
To  take  them  in  protection  f 

Imo.  Willingly; 

And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  safety :  since 
My  lord  hath  interest  in  them,  I  will  keep  them 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

lack.  They  are  in  a  trunk. 

Attended  by  my  men :  I  will  make  bold 
To  send  them  to  you,  only  for  this  night ; 
I  must  aboard  to-morrow. 

Imo.  O,  no,  na 

lack.  Yes,  I  beseech ;  or  I  shall  short  my  word. 
By  length'ning  my  return.    From  Gallia 
1  cross'd  the  seas  on  purpose,  and  on  promise 
To  see  your  grace. 

Imo.  1  thank  you  for  your  pains ; 

But  not  away  to-morrow? 

Inch.  O,  I  must,  madam ; 

Therefore,  I  shall  beseech  jrou,  if  you  please 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writine,  do't  to-night : 
I  have  outstood  my  time ;  whidi  is  material 
To  the  tender  of  our  present 

Imo.  I  will  write. 

Send  your  trunk  to  me ;  it  shall  safe  be  kept, 
And  truly  yielded  yon :  You  are  very  welcome. 

[Exeunt 


ACT  11. 

SCRyE  I.— Court  btfore  Cymbeline's  paiau. 
Enter  Cloten,  and  two  Lords. 

Clo.  Was  there  ever  man  had  such  luck !  when 


(4)  Allowance,  pension. 

(5)  To  fan,  in  to  winnow. 


f 6)  A  stranger. 
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I  kissed  the  jack  upon  an  upcast,!  to  behit  awaj ! 
IhadahondredpoondoaH:  And  tben  a  whornoa 
jackanapes  most  take  me  up  for  swearing;  as  if  I 
borrowed  mine  oaths  of  him,  and  might  not  spend 

1  Lord.  What  [Kit  he  bjr  that?  Ton  hare  broke 
his  pate  with  your  dowL 

iLord.  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that  broke 
It,  it  would  have  ran  all  out  [Aside. 

do.  When  a  gentleman  is  disposed  to  swear,  it 
u  not  for  any  standers-by  to  curtail  his  oaths :  Ha  ? 

2  Iiord.  No,  my  lord;  nor  [jasiifc.]  crop  the  cars 
«rf  them. 

do.  Whoreson  dog!— I  give  him  satis&ctkn 
•Would,  he  had  been  one  ofmy  rank! 

2  Lord.  To  have  smelt  Uke  a  fooL         [Astde. 

do.  I  am  not  more  vexed  at  any  tiling  in  die 
earth,— A  pox  on't !  I  had  rather  not  be  so  noble 
as  I  am ;  they  dare  not  fight  widi  me,  because  of 
the  queen  my  mother:  every  jack-slave  hath  his 
belly  full  of  fighting,  and  I  must  go  up  and  down 
like  a  cock  that  nobody  can  match. 

2  Lord.  You  are  a  cock  and  capon  too ;  andra 
crow,  cock,  with  your  comb  on.  [Atide. 

do.  Sayestthou?  ,    .     ,     ,^      ^ 

1  Lord.  It  n  not  fit,  your  lordsbp  should  under- 
take every  companion?  that  you  give  offence  ta 

Oo.  No,  I  know  that:  but  it  is  fit,  I  should  c^ 
mit  offence  to  my  inferiors. 

2  Lord.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordship  only. 
Cto.  Why,  so  I  say. 

1  Lord.  Did  you  bear  of  a  stranger,  diat's  come 
t0  court  to-night? 

do.  A  stranger !  and  I  not  know  oa*t! 

2  Lord.  He^s  a  strange  fellow  himself;  and  knows 
it  not  ^  ,.  [Aside. 

1  Lord.  There's  an  Italian  come;  and,  'tis 
thought,  one  of  Leonatus'  firiends. 

do.  Leonatus?  a  banished  rascal;  and  he's 
another,  whatsoever  he  be.    Who  told  you  of  this 

1  fori  One  of  your  lordship's  pages. 
do.  Is  it  fit  I  went  to  look  upon  him?    Is  there 
no  derogation  In't!  .       ,    , 

1  Lord.  You  cannot  derogate,'  my  lord. 
do.  Not  easily,  I  think. 

2  Lord.  You  area  fool  granted;  therefore  your 
issues  being  fixilish,  do  not  derogate.  [Aside. 

do.  Come,  I'll  go  see  this  Italian :  What  I  have 
lost  to-day  at  bowls,  rn  win  to-night  of  him.  Come, 

2  Lord,  m  attend  your  lordship. 

[Exeunt  Cloten  andjirti  Lord. 
That  such  a  cnAy  devil  as  is  his  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  ass !  a  woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain;  and  this  her  son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  hii  heart, 
And  leave  eiriiteen.    Alas,  poor  princess, 
Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endar'st ! 
Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  step-dame  govero'd ; 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots ;  a  wooer. 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulsion  is 
Of  thy  dear  husband,  than  that  horrid  act 
Of  the  divoica  he'd  make!  The  heavens  hold 

firm 
The  walls  of  thy  dear  honour ;  keep  unshak'd 
That  temple,  thy  &ir  mind;  that  thou  may'st 

stand, 
To  enjoj  thy  banish'd  lotd,  and  this  great  land ! 

[Exit. 

(1)  He  is  describing  his  fiite  at  bowls ;  die  jack 
c  the  small  bowl  at  which  the  others  are  aimed. 

(2)  Fellow.         (3)  L  e.  Degrade  yourself. 


Helen' 
Please  you,  madam. 


SCEJfE  U.—A  hed-duaAa-i  m  one  pari  tifii 
a  tntnk.  Imogen  reading  m  her  bed;  a  Lady 
attending. 

Jmo.  Who's  tfiere?  my 

Lady. 

Jmo.  What  hour  is  it? 

Lady,  Almost  midnight,  nmdam : 

Imo.  I  have  read  three  bonis  then:  mine  eyes 
are  weak , — 
Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left:  To  bed: 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning ; 
And  if  thou  canst  awake  by  four  oHhe  clock, 
I  pr'ythee,  call  me.    Sleep  hath  seix'd  roe  wboDy. 

^  ^  [ExULsdj. 

To  your  protection  I  commend  me,  gods! 
From  fiunes,  and  the  tempters  of  the  night. 
Guard  me,  beseech  ye ! 

[Steeps.    lachnnts/rowttslrwit. 

iocA  The  cnckets  sing,  and  man's  o^er-laboar'd 


Repairs  itself  by  rest:  Our  Taronin  thus 
Did  softly  press  the  rashes,^  ere  he  waken'd 
The  chastity  he  wounded.— Cytherea, 


How  dearly  they  do't !— 'Tis  her  breathing  tfa 
Perfumes  the  chamber  thus:  The  flame  o'the  taper 
Bows  toward  her ;  and  would  under-peep  her  lids, 
To  see  the  enclosed  lights,  now  canopied 
Under  these  windows :  White  and  axnre,  lac'd 
Withblueof  heaven's  own  tinct»— But  nvf  design? 
To  note  the  diamber :— I  will  write  all  down : — 
Such,  and  such,  pictures:- There  the  window  >- 

Such 
The  adornment  of  her  bed ;— The  arraa,*  figvrea. 
Why,  such,  and  such :— And  the  contents  o'tha 

stoiy,— 
Ah,  but  some  natural  notes  about  her  body. 
Above  ten  thousand  meaner  moveables 
Would  testify,  to  enrich  mine  inventoij : 
O  sleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  ber! 
And  be  her  sense  but  as  a  monument. 
Thus  in  a  chapel  lying !— Come  off;  coma  off;— 

[Taking  off  kerbraeM 
As  slippery,  as  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard ! 
'Tis  mine ;  and  this  will  witness  outwardly. 
As  strongly  as  the  conscience  does  widiin. 
To  the  madding  of  her  knd.    On  ber  left  breaat 
A  mole  cinque-spotted,  like  the  crimson  drops 
I'the  bottom  of  a  cowslip:  Here's  a  voucher. 
Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make:  ffiis  secret 
WiUforoe  him  think  I  have  pick'd  the  lock,  and 

te'en  ^ 

The  treasure  of  her  honour.   No  more.— To  what 

end? 
Why  should  I  write  this  down,  that's  nveted, 
Screw'dtomymemoiy?  She  hath  been  reading  late 
The  tale  of  Tereus ;  here  the  leaf's  tnm'd  down. 
Where  Philomel  gave  up;— I  have  enough : 
To  the  trunk  again,  and  shut  the  spring  of  it 
Swift,  swift,  you  dragons  of  the  night !-  '*-'  "*- 

May  bare  iSe  raven's  eye :  Ilodeeinfear; 
Though  this  a  heavenly  angel,  hell  is  here. 

[doek  sirikts. 
One,  two,  Aree,— Time,  time ! 

[Ctoes  tnto  ike  trunk.    The  sosne  doeei. 

(4)  It  was  andendy  the  custom  to  strew  cham- 
bers with  rushes. 

(5)  t.  e.  The  white  skin  laced  witfabtne  wkm. 

(6)Tapestiy. 
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1  Lori,  Your  brdahip  is  the  most  pati 
1  Ion,  the  moit  coldest  that  ever  tura'd  v 


9CEJCE  HI.— An  anie-chamher  adjounng  Imo. 
gen's  ojNirfmefil.    Enter  Cbten  cmd  Lords. 

atient  man 
laps 

CZo.  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  kne. 

1  Lard.  But  not  eveiy  man  patient,  after  the 
noble  temper  of  your  lordship ;  You  are  most  hot, 
and  furious,  when  jou  win. 

do.  Wionine  would  put  any  man  into  courage 
If  I  could  eet  this  foolidi  ImG^^  I  should  have 
goldeoougn:  h*s  ahnost  nofnini;,  is*t  not  ? 

1  Lord.  Day,  my  lord. 

Ch,  I  would  this  music  would  come :  I  am  ad- 
vised to  give  her  music  o'monuQgs ;  they  say,  it 
will  pcoetralflu 

Enter  Mnsirians. 

Come  on ;  tune :  If  you  can  penetrate  her  with  your 
6neering,  so;  weMl  try  with  tongue  too:  if  none 
will  do,  let  her  remain ;  but  1*11  never  give  o*er. 
First,  a  veiy  excellent  good-conceited  thing ;  aAer, 
a  wonderful  sweet  air,  with  admirable  rich  words 
to  it, — and  then  let  her  consider. 

SONG. 

Hmrk!  hark!  the  lark  aihunaCigaUemge^ 

And  Phabue  ^gint  ariee, 
Hu  tteedt  to  water  ai  thoee  aprinre 

On  ehalic'di  Jhwere  that  Tiesf 
And  foinking  Mary-budt  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes; 
Wiik  eoery  thing  thaiprOty  bm: 

My  lady  sweety  arite,' 
ArittjOriH. 

So,  get  you  gone :  If  this  nenetrate,  I  will  consider 
TOUT  music  ttie  better  :3  ir  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in 
her  cars,  which  horse-hairs,  and  cats-guts,  nor  the 
voice  of  onpaTed  eunuch  to  boot,  can  never  amend. 
[£xettiU*  Musicians. 

Enter  Cymbeline  and  Queen. 

S  Lord,  Here  conoes  the  htnr. 

Clo.  I  am  glad,  I  was  up  so  wte ;  lor  that's  the 
reason  I  was  up  so  earW :  He  cannot  choose  but 
take  this  service  I  have  clone,  &tberiy. — Good  mor- 
row to  your  majesty,  and  to  my  gracious  mother. 

Cym,  Attena  you  here  the  (uxw  of  our  stem 
daughter? 
WOI  she  not  forth? 

Clo.  I  have  assailed  her  with  mnsic,  but  she 
vouchsafes  no  notke. 

Cym.  The  exile  of  her  minion  ts  too  new ; 
She  nath  not  yet  forgot  him :  some  more  time 
Must  wear  tm  print  of  his  remembrance  out, 
And  then  she*s  yours. 

Queefu  Youaremost  bound  to  the  king; 

liVbo  lets  go  hy  no  vantages,  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter :  Frame  younelf 
To  orcierly  solicits ;  and  be  friended 
"With  aptness  of  the  season  :*  make  denials 
Increase  your  services :  so  seem,  as  if 
You  were  inspir'd  to  do  those  duties  which 
Yoa  tender  to  her ;  that  you  in  all  obey  her. 
Save  when  command  to  your  dismission  tends, 
And  therein  you  are  senseless. 

Clo.  Senseless?  not  so. 

filler  a  Messenger. 
Meet.  So  like  yoo,  sir,  embaasadorsfram  Rome; 
The  ana  is  Cains  Liscitts. 
€^  A  worthy  fellow, 


(nCnps. 

TO!.!!. 


(3)  Will  pay  you  more  for  it 


Albeit  he  comes  on  an^  purpose  now; 
But  that's  no  fault  of  his :  We  must  receive  him 
According  to  the  honour  of  his  sender ; 
And  towards  himself  bis  goodness  forespent  on  us 
We  must  extend  our  notice. —Our  dear  son, 
When  you  have  given  good  morning  to  your  mis- 
tress, 
Attend  the  queen,  and  us;  we  shall  have  need 
To  employ  you  towards  this  Koman.'— Come^  our 
oueen. 

[Exeunt  Cym-  Queen,  Lords,  and  M<»»s. 
CZo.  If  she  be  up,  m  speak  with  her;  if  net. 
Let  her  lie  still,  and  dream. — By  your  leave  he! — 

[Knorkf. 
I  know  her  women  are  about  her ;  What 
If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands  ?  *Tis  gold 
Which  buys  admittance;  oft  it  doth;  yea,  and 

makes 
Diana's  rangers  felse  themselves,  jrield  up 
Their  deer  to  the  stand  of  the  stealer ;  and  'tis  orold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,  and  saves  the 

thief; 
Nay,  sometime,  hangs  both  thief  and  tnie  man : 

What 
Can  it  not  do,  and  undo?  I  will  make 
One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me ;  for 
I  yet  not  understand  the  case  myselC 
By  your  leave  [Knocks. 

Enter  ahady. 

Lady,  Who's  there,  that  knocks  ? 

CZo.  A  gentleman. 

Lady,  No  more  ? 

CZo.  Yea,  and  a  gentlewoman's  son. 

Lady,  That's  more 

Than  some,  whose  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours, 
Can  justly  boast  of:  What's  your  lordship's  plea- 
sure? 

Clo,  Your  lady's  person :  Is  she  ready  ? 

Lady,  *^  Ay, 

To  keepber  chamber. 

CZo.  There's  gold  for  yon;  sell  me  your  good 
report 

LaJty.  How!  my  good  name?  or  to  report  of  you 
What  I  shaU  think  is  good?— The  princess 

fn/ler  Imogen. 

CZo.  Good  morrow,  iairest  sister :  Your  sweet 
hand. 
'  Imo,  Good  morrow,  sir:  Yoo  lay  out  too  much 

pains 
For  purchasing  but  trouble :  the  thanks  1  give. 
Is  telling  you  mat  I  am  poor  of  thanks. 
And  scarce  can  spare  them. 

Clo^  Still,  I  swear,  I  love  you. 

Imo,  If  you  but  said  so,  'twere  as  deep  with  me : 
If  you  swear  still,  your  recompense  is  still 
That  I  regard  it  not 

Clo,  This  is  no  answer. 

Imo,  But  that  you  shall  not  say  1  yield,  being 
silent, 
I  would  not  speak.    I  prey  yon,  spare  me :  Tfeith, 
I  shall  unfold  equal  discourtesy 
To  your  best  kindness ;  one  of  voor  great  knowing 
Should  learo,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Clo,  To  leave  you  in  your  madneis,  'twere  my  sin : 
I  will  not 

Imo,  Fools  are  not  mad  folks. 

CZo.  Do  yon  call  me  fool  ? 

Imo,  As  I  am  mad,  I  do : 
If  you'll  be  patient,  I'll  no  mora  be  mad ; 

(3)  With  soliritatwni  not  only  proper,  bat  well* 
timea. 
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Tbat  cures  at  bodL  I  Bin  much  tony,  lir, 
Yon  pat  me  to  ibiKet  a  ladj'i  maanerf, 
Bt  being  to  Yei^m^  and  leam  novr,  for  all, 
TbaX  I,  whidi  know  mjr  heart,  do  here  pronoonce, 
Bjr  the  veiy  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for 700; 
And  am  to  near  the  lack  of  charity 
(To  accnae  myttAQ  I  hate  voo  t  wnich  I  had  rather 
You  felt,  than  make't  my  boaat 

Go.  Yon  nn  againit 

Obedience,  which  joa  owe  jroor  fiither.    For 
The  contract  700  pretend  with  that  bate  wretch, 
(One,  bred  of  ahm,  and  foster'd  with  cold  disbM, 
With  tcrapt  o*tbe  coort,)  it  it  no  contract,  none : 
And  tboagb  it  be  allowM  in  meaner  partiet, 
(Yet  who,  than  he,  mora  mean?)  to  knit  their  aoalt 
(On  whom  thera  is  no  mora  dependency 
But  brats  and  bemiy)  in  self-figur'd  knot  ;3 
Yet  70a  ara  curb*a  from  that  enuuzement  by 
The  consequence  o'the  crown ;  andf  mast  not  soil 
The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  base  slave, 
A  hilding*  lor  a  livei^,  a  sqoira's  cloth, 
A  pantler,  not  soemuent 

lino.  Profane  fellow ! 

Wert  thoa  the  son  of  Jupiter,  and  no  more, 
But  what  thoa  art,  besides,  thou  wert  too  base 
Tobehisgroom:  thoa  wert  digni&ed enough, 
£f  en  to  tte  point  of  env7,  if  *twere  made 
ComparatiTe  ibr  7oar  virtues,  to  be  styFd 
The  under>hangman  of  hb  kingdom ;  and  hated 
For  being  preferr'd  so  welL 

Clo,  The  south  fog  rot  him! 

imo.  He  never  can  meet  mora  mischance,  than 


To  be  bat  nam'd  of  thee.    His  meanest  garment. 
That  ever  hath  but  clippM  his  bodv,  is  dcMrar, 
In  my  respect,  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee, 
WerathcyaU  made  such  men. — How  now.Pisanio? 

£nlsrFisania 

Clo,  His  cannent?  .Now,  the  devil-^ 

iino.  To  umQAsj  mjmoamn.  hie  thee prasent]7  :^ 

Clo.  Hisgannent? 

iino.  I  am  ^ted*  with  a  fool ; 

Frighted,  and  ancerM  worse :— Go,  bid  m7  womi 
Search  for  a  jewel,  that  too  casualty 
Ha  tfi  left  mine  aim ;  it  was  thy  masters :  'shrew  me. 
If  I  would  k)se  it  for  a  ravenoe 
Of  anv  king's  in  Europe.    I  do  think, 
I  saw't  this  morning :  confident  I  am. 
Last  dight  'twas  00  mine  arm ;  I  kiss'd  it : 
I  hope,  it  be  not  gone,  to  tell  m7  lord 
That  I  kiss  anriit  but  he. 

/Vs.  'Twill  not  be  lost. 

iino.  I  hope  so :  go»  and  search.        [Evii  Pis. 

Clo.  Yoa  have  abos'd  me : — 

His  meanest  gannent? 

Ima.  kj ;  I  said  so,  sir. 

If  you  will  maket  an  actkn,  call  witness  to't 

Clo.  I  will  infonn  70or  father. 

lino.  Year  mother  too : 

She's  m7  good  lady ;  and  will  conceive,  I  hope. 
But  the  worst  of  me.    So  I  leave  yon,  sir. 
To  the  worst  of  discontent  [Exit 

Clo.  ril  be  reveng*!!  :— 

His  mewiest  gannent  .>— WelL  [Exit 

8CEJfEIF'.—IUxo&.  An  apartnmt  in  V^i\BMB 
Koute,    Enter  Posthumns  and  Fhilario. 

Pott  Fear  it  not,  sir:  I  would,  I  wera  ao  son 

0)  So  verbose,  so  full  of  talk. 

hi)  In  knots  of  their  own  tying. 

(3}  A  k}W  fellow,  only  fit  to  wear  a  liveiy. 


To  win  the  king,  as  I  am  bold,  her  hanoar 
Will  remain  hm. 

Phi.  What  means  do  you  make  to  him? 

Pott  Not  any;  but  abide  the  change  of  time ; 
Quake  in  the  present  winter's  slate,  and  wish 
That  wanner  days  irould  come:    In  these  fiBar'c 

hopes, 
I  barely  fn^  your  love;  thej  failing, 
I  must  die  mulch  your  debtor. 

PhL  Your  veiy  goodness,  and  your  company, 
O'erpays  all  I  can  da    By  this,  your  king 
Hath  heard  of  great  Augostus :  Caius  Lucius 
Will  do  his  commission  mroushly:  And,  I  think. 
He'll  sprant  the  tribute,  send  £e  amarages. 
Or  look  upon  our  Ronoans,  whose  remembrance 
Is  yet  fresn  in  their  gneL 

FotL  Idobelieve 

(Statist*  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be,) 
That  this  will  prove  a  war;  and  you  shall  hear 
The  legions,  now  in  Gallia,  sooner  landed 
In  our  not-feaiinjr  Britain,  than  have  tidings 
Of  an7  penn7  tribute  paid.    Oar  oountiymen 
Ara  men  mora  order'a,  than  when  Julius  Csesar 
Smil'd  at  their  lack  of  skill,  but  found  their  couragb 
Worthy  his  frowning  at:  Their  discipline 
(Now mingled  with  their  oountges)  will  make  known 
To  their  approvers,*  they  ara  people,  soch 
Tliat  mena  upon  the  world. 

£nto^Iachimo. 

PhL  See!  lapfaimo? 

Port.  The  swiftest  harts  have  posted  you  bjr  land  • 
And  winds  of  all  the  oonien  kiss'd  your  sails. 
To  make  your  vessel  nimble. 

PhL  Welcome,  sir. 

Port.  I  hope,  the  briefness  of  yoor  answer  made 
The  speediness  of  7oar  ratum. 

lack.  Your  ladf 

Is  one  the  fairest  that  I  have  look'd  upon. 

PotL  And,  therewithal,  the  best;  or  let  her 
beauty 
Look  tiiroogh  a  casement  to  allura  false  hearts, 
And  be  folse  with  them. 

iaeh.  Hera  ara  letters  for  yen. 

Post  Their  tenor  good,  I  tratt 

ioc^  'TIS  very  like. 

PhL  Was  Caius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  court. 
When  you  wera  thera  ? 

lach.  He  was  expected  then, 

But  not  approach'd. 

Pott  All  is  well  Tet^ 

Sparkles  this  stone  as  it  was  wont  f  or  is't  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  ? 

/ac^  IflhavekMCit 

I  should  have  k)st  the  worth  of  it  in  gold. 
rU  make  a  joarae7  twice  as  for,  to  enjoy 
A  second  night  of  such  sweet  shortness,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain ;  for  the  ring  is  woo. 

Port.  The  stone's  ton  hard  to  come  ^. 

Iaeh.  Not  a  1 

Your  lady  being  so  easy.  • 

Pott  Make  not,  sir. 

Year  kMS  yoor  sport :  I  hope,  you  know  diat  we 
Must  not  continue  friends. 

/ae/i.  Good  sir,  we  most, 

If  you  keep  covenant :  Had  I  not  brought 
Tm  knowledge  of  your  mistrBSs  home,  1  grant 
We  wera  to  question  further :  but  I  now 
Profiess  mTielf  the  wiimer  of  her  honour, 
Together  with  your  ring :  and  not  the  wroqgsr 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  bat 

(4)  Haunted.  (5) 

(6)  To  those  who  try  ' 
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Bj  bodi  joar  wills. 

FosL  If  joa  can  make^t  apparent 

That  ;^ou  have  tasted  her  in  bed,  my  hana, 
And  riiu^,  is  yours  :  If  not,  the  foul  opinion 
Yoo  had  of  her  pure  honour,  gains,  or  loses, 
Your  sword,  or  mine ;  or  masterless  leaves  both 
To  who  shall  find  them. 

lack.  Sir,  mr  circumstances, 

Being  so  near  the  truth,  as  I  will  make  them. 
Most  first  induce  voa  to  believe :  whose  strength 
I  will  confirm  with  oath ;  which,  I  doubt  not^ 
TouMl  give  me  leave  to  spare,  when  you  shall  Sod 
You  nc«d  it  not 

Post.  Proceed. 

lack.  First,  her  bed-chamber 

i Where,  I  confess,  I  slept  not ;  but,  profess, 
lad  that  was  well  worth  watching,)  it  was  hang'd 
With  tap^tiy  of  nlk  and  silver ;  the  stoiy, 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  she  met  her  Roman, 
And  Cydnua  sweiPd  above  the  banks,  or  for 
The  press  of  boats,  or  pride  :  A  piece  of  work 
So  bravely  done,  so  rich,  that  it  <£d  strive 
In  workmanship,  and  value ;  which,  I  wonder'd, 
Cculd  be  so  rarely  and  exactly  wrought, 
Siuse  the  true  life  on't  was 

Post.  This  is  true ; 

And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me. 
Or  by  some  other. 

lack.  More  particulars 

Must  justify  my  knowledge. 

Post.  So  they  most. 

Or  do  your  hoooiir  injuiy. 

lack.  The  chimney 

Is  south  the  chamber ;  and  the  chimney-piece. 
Chaste  Dian,  bathing :  never  saw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themselves :  the  cutter 
Was  as  another  Nature,  dumb ;  outwent  her. 
Motion  and  breath  left  out 

PomL  This  is  a  thing. 

Which  you  mi^t  from  relation  likewise  reap ; 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  spoke  of. 

/ocA.  The  roof  o^the  chamber 

With  8;olden  cherubins  is  fretted :  Her  andirons 
(I  haa  forgot  them,)  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  silver,  each  on  one  foot  standing,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  brands.  * 

FomL  This  is  her  honour ! — 

Let  it  be  granted,  you  have  seen  all  this  (and 

praise 
Be  givMi  to  your  remembrance,)  the  description 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber,  nothing  saves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

lae/u  Then  if  yoo  can, 

[Pulline  out  the  bracelet. 
Be  nale ;  I  beg  but  lea? e  to  air  this  jewel :  See ! — 
Ana  now  *tis  up  again  :  It  must  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond ;  PU  keep  them. 

Post.  Jore  !— 

Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her? 

laeh.  Sir  (I  thank  her,)  that : 

She  stripped  it  from  her  arm ;  I  see  her  yet ; 
Her  pretty  action  did  outsell  her  gift, 
And  yet  enrichM  it  too :  She  gave  it  me,  and  said, 
She  prizM  it  once. 

Post.  May  be,  she  pluckM  it  ofi^ 

To  send  it  me. 

Jack,  She  writes  so  to  you  ?  doth  she  f 

Post.  O,  no,  no,  no ;  'tis  true.     Here,  take  this 
too ;  [Gives  the  ring. 

It  is  a  basilisk  nnto  mine  eye, 
KUk  me  to  look  on't :— Let  there  be  no  hooour, 

(V  Toiches  in  the  hands  of  Cupids. 


Where  there  is  beauty ;  truth,  where  semblance: 

love. 
Where  there's,  another  man :  The  vows  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  the^  are  made. 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues ;  which  is  nothing  .• — 
O,  above  measure,  Abe! 

Phi.  Have  patience,  sir, 

And  take  your  ring  asrain ;  *tis  not  yet  won : 
It  may  be  probable,  me  lost  it ;  or, 
Who  knows  if  one  of  her  women,  being  corrupted. 
Hath  stolen  it  from  herf 

Post  Veiy  true ; 

And  so,  I  hope,  he  came  by*t : — Back  my  ring ; — 
Render  to  me  some  corporal  sign  about  her. 
More  evident  than  this ;  for  this  was  stolen. 

lach.  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

Post.  Hark  you,  he  swears ;  by  Jupiter  he  swears. 
'TIS  true; — ^nay,  keep  the  rii^ — 'tis  true:  I  am 

sure, 
She  would  not  lose  it :  her  attendants  are 
All  sworn  and    honourable: — They  induced  to 

steal  it .' 
And  by  a  stranger.' — ^No,  he  hath  enjoyM  her : 
The  cognizanc^  of  her  incontinency 
Is  this, — she  hath  bought  the  name  of  whore  thus 

dearly. — 
There,  take  thy  hire ;  and  all  the  fiends  of  hell 
Divide  themselves  between  you ! 

Phi.  Sir,  he  patient: 

This  is  not  strong  enough  to  be  believ'd 
Of  one  persuadMl  well  of 

Post  Ne?er  talk  oo't; 

She  hath  beeo  colted  by  him. 

lach.  If  yon  seek 

For  further  satisfying,  under  her  breast 
(Worthy  the  pressing,)  lies  a  mole,  right  prood 
Of  that  most  delicate  lodging :  by  my  life, 
I  kissM  it ;  and  it  gave  me  present  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  fulL    You  do  remember 
This  stain  upon  her  r 

Post.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confinn 

Another  stain,  as  big  as  hell  can  hold. 
Were  there  no  more  but  it 

lach.  Will  you  hear  more  ? 

Post  Spare  yoor  arithmetic :  never  count  the 
turns; 
Once,  and  a  millioa ! 

lach.  111  be  swoiDf 

Post.  No  swearing. 

If  you  will  swear  you  have  not  done't,  you  lie ; 
And  I  will  kill  thee,  if  thou  dost  deny 
Thou  hast  made  me  cuckold. 

lach.  I  will  deny  nothing. 

Post  O,  that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  limb- 
meal! 
I  will  go  there,  and  do't;  i*the  court ;.  before 
Her  father :— PU  do  something [  Exit 

Phi.  Quite  beside 

The  government  of  patience ! — You  have  won  : 
Let's  folbw  him,  ana  pervert  the  present  wrath 
He  hath  against  himselil 

lach.  With  all  my  heart 

[Exema 

SCE.yE  V. — The  same.    Another  room  in  the 
£nler  Posthumus. 


Post  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  but  women 
Must  be  half  workers  ?  We  are  bastards  all ; 
And  that  roost  venerable  man,  which  I 
Did  call  my  &ther,  was  I  know  not  where 
When  I  was  stamp'd ;  some  coiner  with  his  tools 
Made  me  a  counterfeit :  Yet  my  mother  seemM 

(2)  The  badge;  (hetokea. 
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The  Dian  of  that  time  :  so  doth  inj  wife 
The  nonpareil  of  this. — O  vengeance,  vengeance  ! 
Me  of  my  lawful  pleasure  she  restraint, 
And  prayM  me,  oh,  forbearance  :  did  it  with 
A  pudenc)!  so  rosy,  the  sweet  view  on't 
Might  well  have  warmMold  Saturn;  that  I  thought 
her 
I  As  chaste  as  unsunnM  snow : — O,  all  the  devils ! — 
This  yellow  lachimo,  in  an  hour, — was't  not  ? — 
Or  less, — ttt  first :  Perchance  he  spoke  not ;  but, 
Like  a  full-acom*d  boar,  a  German  one, 
CryM,  oh  !  and  mounted  :  found  no  opposition 
But  what  he  lookM  for  should  oppose,  and  she 
Should  from  encounter  guard.     Could  I  find  out 
The  woman*s  part  in  roe !  For  there's  no  motion 
That  tends  to  vice  in  man,  but  I  affirm 
It  is  the  woman's  part :  Be  it  lying,  note  it. 
The  woman's;  flattering,  hers;  deceiving,  her%; 
Ambitions,  covetings,  change  of  prides,  disdain, 
Nice  longings,  slanders,  mutability. 
All  faults  that  may  be  nam'd,  nay  that  hell  knows, 
Why,  hers,  in  part,  or  all ;  but,  rather,  all : 
For  ev'n  to  vice 

They  are  not  constant,  but  are  changing  still 
One  vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 
Not  half  so  old  as  that.     Til  write  against  them, 
Detest  them,  curse  them  : — Yet  'tis  greater  skill 
In  a  true  hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  will : 
The  veiy  devils  cannot  plague  them  better.  [Exit 


ACT  III. 

SCEJiTE  /.—Britain.  A  room  qf  state  in  Cym- 
beline's  palace.  Enter  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Clo- 
ten,  and  Lords,  at  one  door ;  and  at  another^ 
Caius  Lucius,  and  Attendants, 

Cym.  Now  say,  what  would  Augustus  Caesar 
with  us  ? 

Luc.  When  Julius  Caesar  (whose  remembrance 
yet 
Lave's  in  men's  eyw ;  and  will  to  ears,  and  tongues, 
Be  theme,  and  hearing  ever,)  was  in  this  Britain, 
And  conquer'd  it,  Cassibelan,  thine  uncle, 
(Famous  in  Caesar's  praises,  no  whit  less 
Than  in  his  feats  deserving  it,)  for  him, 
And  his  succession,  granted  Rome  a  tribute. 
Yearly  three  thousand  pounds;  which  by  thee 

*      lately 
Is  left  untender'd. 

Queen,  And,  to  kill  the  marvel. 

Shall  be  so  ever. , 

Qo.  '  There  be  many  Caesars, 

Ere  such  another  Julius.     Britain  is 
A  world  by  itself;  and  we  will  nothing  pay. 
For  wearing  our  own  noses. 

Queen.  That  opportunity, 

Which  then  they  had  to  take  from  us,  to  resume 
We  have  again. — Remember,  sir,  my  liege, 
The  kings  your  ancestors ;  together  with 
The  natural  braveiy  of  your  isle ;  which  stands 
As  Neptune's  park,  ribbed  and  paled  in 
With  rocks  unscaleable,  and  roaring  waters ; 
With  sands,  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies'  boats. 
But  suck  them  up  to  the  top-mast    A  kind  of  con- 
quest 
Caesar  made  here ;  but  made  not  here  his  brag. 
Of,  camef  and  saw^  and  overcame :  with  shame 
(The  first  that  ever  touch'd  him,)  he  was  carried 

0)  Moderty.  (2)  Slrumpet 


From  ofif  our  coast,  twice  beaten ;  and  his  shipping 
(Poor  ignorant  baubles !)  on  our  terrible  seas. 
Like  egg-shells  mov'd  upon  their  surges,  crack'd 
As  easily  'gainst  our  rocks  :  for  joy  whereof. 
The  fam'd  Cassibelan,  who  was  once  at  point 
(O,  giglet^  fortune  !)  to  master  Capsar's  sword, 
Wade  Lud's  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright. 
And  Britons  strut  with  courage. 

Cto.  Come,  there's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid ; 
Our  kingdom  is  stronger  than  it  was  at  that  time ; 
and,  as  I  said,  there  is  no  more  such  Caesara:  other 
of  them  may  have  crodced  noses ;  but,  to  owe  such 
straight  arms,  none. 

Cym.  Son,  let  your  mother  end. 

Clo.  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as 
hard  as  Cassibelan  :  I  do  not  say,  I  aim  one ;  but 
I  have  a  hand. — Why  tribute  ?  why  should  we  pay 
tribute  ?  If  Csesar  can  hide  the  sun  from  us  with  a 
blanket,  or  put  the  moon  in  his  pocket,  we  will  pay 
him  tribute  for  light ;  else,  sir,  no  more  tribute,  prey 
you  now. 

Ci/m.  You  must  know, 
Till  the  injurious  Romans  did  extort 
This  tribute  from  us,  we  were  free :  Caesar's  am- 
bition 
(VVliich  sweli'd  so  much,  that  it  did  alnK)st  stretch 
The  sides  o'the  world,)  against  all  colour,  here 
Did  put  the  yoke  upon  us ;  which  to  shake  ctCf 
Becomes  a  warlike  people,  whom  we  reckon 
Ourselves  to  be.     We  ao  say  then  to  Csesar, 
Our  ancestor  was  that  Mulmutius,  which 
Ordain'd  our  laws ;  (whose  use  the  sword  otCseau 
Hath  too  much  mangled ;  whose  repair,  and  firan 

chise. 
Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed, 
Though  Rome  be  therefore  angij ;)  Mulmutias, 
Who  was  the  first  of  Britain,  which  did  put 
His  brows  within  a  golden  crown,  and  caU'd 
Himself  a  king. 

Luc.  I  am  sorry,  Cymbeline, 

That  I  am  to  pronounce  Augustus  Caesar 
(Caesar,  that  ^th  more  kings  his  servants,  that 
Thyself  domestic  officers,)  thine  enemy : 
Receive  it  from  me,  then : — War,  and  confusioa. 
In  Caesar's  name  pronounce  I  Jgainst  thee :  look 
For  fury  not  to  be  resisted : — 'Dius  defied, 
I  thank  thee  for  myself. 

Cym.  Thou  art  welcome,  Cahia. 

Thy  Caesar  knighted  me ;  my  youib  I  spent 
Much  under  him  ;  of  him  I  gathered  honour; 
Which  he,  to  seek  of  me  again,  perforce, 
Behoves  me  keep  at  utterance  ;'  I  am  perfect,* 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  for 
Their  liberties,  are  now  in  arms :  a  preoedent 
Which  not  to  read,  would  show  the  Britons  cold: 
So  Caesar  shall  not  find  them. 
.    Luc.  Let  proof  speak. 

Clo.  His  majesty  bids  you  welcome.  Make 
pastime  with  us  a  day,  or  two,  longer :  If  you  seek 
us  afterwards  in  other  terms,  vou  shall  find  as  m 
our  salt-water  girdle :  if  you  beat  us  out  of  it,  it  i* 
yours ;  if  you  faW  in  the  adventure,  our  crows  shall 
fare  the  better  for  you ;  and  there's  an  end. 

Luc.  So,  sir. 

Cym,  I  know  your  master's  pleasure,  and  he 
mine : 
All  the  remain  is,  welcome.  [ExtimL 

SCEJSTE  IL— Another  room  m1he$am 
Pisania 
Pis.  How !  of  adultery  ?  Wherefore  write  jou  n 
What  monster's  her  accuser? — Leonatui! 


(3)  Extremity  of  defiance.     (4)  Well 
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CYMBELINE. 


fSu 


O,  master!  what  a  stranm  Infection 

b  fallen  into  thjr  ear  ?  What  false  Italian 

(As  poisonous-tonguM,  as  handed,)  hath  prentird 

On  thy  too  readv  heating  .'—Disloyal  ?  No : 

She*B  panish*d  for  her  truth ;  and  undergoes, 

More  goddesa-like  than  wife-like,  such  assaults 

As  would  take  ini  some  virtue.— -O,  my  roaster ! 

Thy  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low,  as  were 

Thy  fortunes. — How !  that  I  should  murder  her? 

Upon  the  love,  and  truth,  and  vows,  which  f 

Have  made  to  thy  command  ? — I,  her  ? — ^ber  blood  ? 

If  it  be  so  to  do  good  service,  never 

Let  me  be  counted  serviceable.    How  look  I, 

That  I  should  seem  to  lack  humani^r. 

So  much  as  this  fact  comes  to  f  DoU:  Ihe  letter 

[Reading. 
T%ii  I  have  »eni  her,  by  her  own  command 
Shail  five  thee  opporhtnily ,- — O  damnM  paper ! 
Black  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee !  senseless  bauble. 
Art  thou  a  feodaiy3  for  this  act,  and  look*st 
So  virgin-like  withoat  ?  Lo,  here  she  comes. 

£n/cr  Imogen. 
I  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 
Imo.  How  now,  Pisanio  ? 
Pis.  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  lord. 
Jmo.  Who?  thy  lord?  that  is  my  lord?  Leonatus? 
O,  leam*d  indeed  were  that  astronomer, 
Tiiat  knew  the  stars,  as  I  his  characters; 
He*d  lay  the  future  open. — You  good  gods, 
Let  what  is  here  contained  relish  of  love. 
Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content, — ^yet  not. 
That  we  two  are  asunder,  let  that  grieve  him,— 
(.Some  griefs  are  med'cinable ;)  that  is  one  of  them, 
For  it  doth  physic  love ; — ot*  his  content. 
All  but  in  that !— Good  wax,  thy  leave:— Blet«'d  be 
YoM  bees,  that  make  these  locks  of  counsel !  Lovers, 
And  men  in  dangerous  bonds,  pray  not  alike ; 
Though  forfeilers  you  cast  in  prison,  yet 
You  clasp  Toung  Cupid's  tables. — Good  news, 
god»!  [Reads. 

Justice  f  and  your  father's  wrath,  should  he  take 
me  in  his  dominiony  could  not  be  so  cruel  to  me, 
as  you,  O  the  dearest  of  creatures,  would  not  even 
renew  me  with  your  eyes.  7'ake  notice,  that  I  am 
in  Cumbria,  at  Mil/ord- Haven.  JVhat  yottr  own 
hee  will,  out  q/"  this,  advise  you,  follow.  So,  he 
wishes  you  all  happiness,  that  remains  loyal  to  his 
vow,  and  your,  increasing  in  love, 

LEONATUS  POSTHUMUS 
O,  for  a  horse  with  wings  I — Hear'st  thou,  Pisanio? 
He  is  at  Milford-Haven :  Read,  and  tell  me 
How  &r  'tis  thither.    If  one  o£  mean  affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  week,  whv  may  not  I 
Glide  thither  m  a  day  ? — Then,  true  Pisanio 
(Who  long'st,  like  me,  to  see  thy  lord:    who 

longest,— 
O,  let  me  'bate, — but  not  like  me :  yet  long's!, — 
But  in  a  fainter  kind : — O,  not  like  me ; 
For  mine's  beyond  beyond,)  say,  and  speak  thick,' 
(I^ove's  coun«;ellor  should  fill  the  bores  of  bearing, 
To  the  smothering  of  the  sense,)  how  far  it  is 
To  this  same  blessed  Milford :  And,  by  the  way. 
Tell  me  how  Whales  was  made  so  bappVt  as 
To  inherit  such  a  haven  :  But,  first  of  all. 
How  we  may  steal  from  hence ;  and,  for  the  gap 
That  we  shall  make  in  time,  from  our  henre-f^oinir, 
And  our  return,  to  excuse :— but  first,  liow  get 
hence: 


«l«lci 


(1)  To  take  in  a  (own,  is  to  conquer  it 

{2)  Confinlerate. 

[3)  Crowd  one  word  on  another,  as  fast  as  pos- 


51 


Whv  should  excuse  be  bom  or  ere  begot  ? 
We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter.     Pr'ythee,  speak. 
How  many  score  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 
'Twixt  hour  and  hour? 

-Ptf.  One  score,  'twixt  sun  and  sun, 

Madam,  '•  enough  for  you ;  and  too  much  too. 

Jmo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to  ttis  execution,  man. 
Could  never  go  so  sk>w :  I  have  heard  of  riding 

wagers. 
Where  horses  have  been  nimbler  than  the  sands 
That  run  i'the  clock's  behalf :— But  this  is  foolery  :— 
Go,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  sickness ;  say. 
She'll  home  to  her  father:  and  provide  me,  presently, 
A  riding-suit;  no  costlier  than  would  fit 
A  franklin's^  housewife. 

^"«  Madam,  you're  best  consider. 

Imo.  I  see  before  me,  man,  nor  here.,  nor  here. 
Nor  what  ensues ;  but  have  a  fog  in  them. 
That  I  cannot  look  through.    Away,  1  pr'ythee ; 
Do  as  1  bid  thee :  There's  no  more  to  say ; 
Accessible  is  none  but  Milford  way.         [Exeunt. 

SCfiA-fi ///.—Wales.  A  mountainous  country, 
with  a  cave.  Enter  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and 
Arviragus. 

Bel.  A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  house,  with  such 
Whose  roof's  as  low  as  ours!   IStoop,boys:    This 

gate 
I  nstructs  you  how  to  adore  the  heareos ;  and  bows 

you 
To  morning's  holy  office :   The  gates  of  monarehs 
Are  arch'd  so  high,  that  giants  may  jet*  through. 
And  keep  their  impious  tlxrbands  on,  without 
Good  morrow  to  the  sun.— Hail,  thou  fair  heaven  ! 
We  house  i'the  rock,  yet  use  thee  not  so  hardly 
As  prouder  liven  da 

Gtti.  Hail,  heaven! 

•^rv.  Hail,  heaven ! 

Bel.  Now,  for  our  mountain  sport :  Up  to  yen  hill, 
Your  legs  are  young;  I'll  tread  these  flats.    Con- 
sider, 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow. 
That  it  is  place  which  lessens,  and  seta  off. 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  have  tdd 

you. 
Of  courts,  of  princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war : 
This  service  is  not  service,  so  being  done. 
But  being  so  allow'd :  To  apprehend  thus, 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  see: 
And  often,  to  our  comfort,  shall  we  find 
The  sharded*  beetle  in  a  safer  hold 
Than  is  the  full-wing'd  eaele.    O,  this  life 
Is  nobler,  than  attending  for  a  check; 
Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  babe ; 
Prouder,  than  rustling  in  unpaid-for  silk  : 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him,  that  makes  them  fine, 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uncross'd :  no  life  to  ours7 

Gui.   Out  of  your  proof  you  speak :  we,  poor 
unfledg'd, 
Have  never  wing'd  from  view  6'the  nest ;  nor  know 

not 
What  air's  from  home.     Haply,  this  life  is  best. 
If  quiet  life  be  best ;  sweeter  to  you. 
That  have  a  sharper  known ;  well  corresponding 
With  your  stiff  age ;  but,  unto  us,  it  is 
A  cell  of  ignorance ;  travelling  abed ; 
A  prison  for  a  debtor,  that  not  dares . 
To  stride  a  limit.* 
Arv.  What  should  we  speak  of; 

(4)  A  freeholder's. 

(5)  Strut,  walk  proudly.         (6)  Scaly-winged. . 
(7)  I  e.  Compared  with  ours. 

(8}  To  overpass  his  bound. 
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When  we  are  old  as  jrou  ?  when  we  shall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December,  how, 
In  this  our  pinching  cave,  shall  we  discourse 
The  freezing  hours  away  ?  We  have  seen  nothing: 
We  are  beastly ;  subtle  as  the  fox,  for  prey  ; 
Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  what  we  eat : 
Our  valour  is,  to  chace  what  flies ;  our  cage 
We  make  a  quire,  as  doth  the  prison  bird, 
And  sing  our  bondage  freely. 

Bel.  How  you  speak ! 

Did  you  but  know  the  city*s  usuries, 
And  felt  them  knowingly  :  the  art  o^the  court, 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep ;  whose  top  to  climb 
Is  certain  falling,  or  so  slippery,  that 
The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling  :  the  toil  of  the  war, 
A  pain  that  only  seems  to  seek  out  danger 
i*the  name  of  fame,  and  honour;  which  dies  i*the 

search ; 
And  hath  as  oft  a  slanderous  epitaph. 
As  record  of  fair  act ;  nay,  many  times. 
Doth  ill  deserve  by  doing  well ;  what^s  worse. 
Must  court'sy  at  the  censure  : — O,  boys,  this  story 
The  world  may  read  in  me :  My  body's  mark'd 
With  Roman  swords  :  and  niy  report  was  once 
First  with  the  best  of  note  :  Cymbeline  lov*d  me ; 
And  when  a  soldier  was  the  theme,  my  name 
Was  not  far  otT:  Then  was  I  ai  a  tree. 
Whose  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit :  but  in  one  night, 
A  storm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will. 
Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves. 
And  left  roe  bare  to  weather. 

Gui,  Uncertain  favour ! 

Bel.  My  fault  being  nothing  (as  I  have  told  you 
oft,) 
But  that  two  villains,  whose  false  oaths  prevailed 
J^fore  my  perfect  honour,  swore  to  Cymbeline, 
1  was  confederate  with  the  Romans  :  so. 
Followed  my  banishment ;  and,  this  twenty  years. 
This  rock,  and  these  demesnes,  have  been  my  world : 
Where  I  have  liv'd  at  honest  freedom ;  paid 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven,  than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  time. — But,  up  to  the  moun- 
tains ; 
This  is  not  hunters'  language  : — He,  that  strikes 
The  venison  firJ»t,  shall  be  the  lord  o'thc  feast ; 
To  him  the  other  two  shall  minister ; 
And  we  will  fear  no  poison,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  state.    I'll  meet  you  in  the  val- 
leys. [Exeimt  Gui.  and  Arv. 
How  hard  it  is,  to  hide  the  sparks  of  nature  !    ' 
These  boys  know  little,  they  are  sons  to  tlie  king ; 
Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think,  they  are  mine :  and,  though  train'd  up 

thus  meanly 
I*the  cave,  wherein  they  bow,  their  thoughts  do  hit 
The  roofs  of  palaces;  and  nature  prompts  them. 
In  simple  ann  low  things  to  prince  it,  much 
Beyond  the  trick  of  others.     This  Polydore, — 
The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Britain,  whom 
The  king  his  father  call'd  Guiderius, — Jove  I 
When  on  my  three-foot  stool  I  sit,  and  tell 
The  warlike  feats  i  have  done,  his  spirits  fly  out 
Into  my  story :  say, — Thus  mine  enemy  Jell  ,* 
Jind  thus  I  set  my  foot  on  his  neck ;  even  then 
The  princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheek,  he  sweats. 
Strains  his  young  nerves,  and  puts  himself  in  pos- 
ture 
That  acts  my  words.  The  younger  brother,  Cad  wal, 
(Once  Arviragus,)  in  as  like  a  figure. 
Strikes  life  into  my  speech,  and  shows  much  more 
His  own  conceiving.    Hark  !  the  game  is  rous'd ! — 
O  Cymbeline  !  heaven,  and  my  conscience,  knows, 

(1)  For  behaviour. 


Thou  didst  unjustly  banish  ine :  whereon. 

At  three,  and  two  years  old,  I  stole  these  babes; 

Thinking  to  bar  tlice  of  succession,  as 

Tliou  reft'st  me  of  my  lands.     Euriphile, 

Thou  wast  their  nurse;  they  took  thee  for  their 

mother. 
And  every  day  do  honwir  to  her  grave : 
Myself,  Belanus,  that  am  Morgan  call'd. 
They  take  for  natural  father.  The  game  is  up.  [Ex, 

SCEJ^E  IV.—J^ear  Milford-Haven.     Enter  R- 
sanio  and  Imogen. 

Jmo,  Thou  told'st  me,  when  we  came  from  hone, 
the  place 
Was  near  at  hand  : — Ne'er  long'd  ray  mother  ao 
To  see  me  first,  as  I  have  now  : — Pisanio  !  Man  I 
Where  is  Posthumus  ^  What  is  in  thy  mind. 
That  makes  thee  stare  thus.^  Wherefore  breaks 

that  sigh 
From  the  inward  of  thee  }  One,  bat  painted  that, 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
Beyond  self-explication :  Put  thyself 
Into  a  haviour^  of  less  fear,  ere  wildness 
V^anquish  my  staider  senses.     What's  the  matter? 
Why  tender'st  thou  that  paper  to  me,  with 
A  look  untender .'  If  it  be  summer  news, 
.Smile  to't  before  :  if  winterly,  thou  need'st 
But  keep  that  countenance  still. — My  husband't 

hand  ! 
ThAt  drug-damn'd  Italy  hath  out-craflied  him. 
And  he's  at  some  hard  point — Speak,  man ;  thj 

tongue 
May  take  off  some  extremity,  which  to  read 
Would  be  even  mortal  to  me. 

Pis.  Please  you,  read ; 

And  you  shall  find  rae,  wretched  man,  a  thing 
The  most  disdain'd  of  fortune. 

Imo.  [Reads.]  Thy  mistress^Vivuw^  hath  flay- 
ed the  strumpet  in  my  bed ;  the  testimonies  uAere- 
qf  lie  bleeding  in  me.  1  speak  not  out  of  toeak 
surmises  ;  from  proof  as  strong  as  my  grief,  and 
as  certain  as  I  expect  my  revenge.  That  part, 
IhoUy  Pisanio,  must  act  for  nw,  \f  thy  faith  be  not 
tainted  vnth  the  breach  of  hers.  Let  thine  owi 
hands  take  away  her  life :  J  shall  give  thee  oppor- 
tunities at  Milford-Haven :  she  hath  my  letter  for 
the  purpose :  IVhere,  (/*  thou  fear  to  strike^  and  to 
mnke  me  certain  it  is  done^  thou  art  the  pander  to 
her  dishonour^  and  equally  to  me  disloyoL 

Pis.  What  shall  I  need  to  draw  my  sword  ?  the 
paper 
Hath  cut  her  throat  already. — No,  'tis  slander; 
Whose  edge  is  sharper  than  the  sword;  whose 

tong:ue 
Out-venoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile ;  whose  brrtth 
Rides  on  the  uosting  winds,  and  doth  belie 
All  comers  of^the  world :  kings, queens, and 
Maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  secrets  of  the  grave 
This  viperous  slander  enters. — What  cheer,  niadan^ 

Imo.  False  to  his  bed  !  What  is  it,  to  be  false? 
To  lie  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him  .' 
To  weep  'twixt  clock  and  clock?  if  sleep  chargje 

nature. 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him. 
And  cry  myself  awake  ?  That's  false  to  his  bed? 
Is  it  ? 

Pis.  Alas,  good  lady  ! 

[mo.  1  false  ?  Thy  conscience  witness : — lacbirtKH 
Thou  didst  accuse  him  of  incontinency  ; 
Thou  then  look'dst  like  a  villain ;  now,  methinks, 
Thy  favour's  good  enough. — Some  jay2  c£  Ital/i 

(2)  Putta,  in  lulian,  signifies  bo(h  a  jay  end  • 
wliore. 
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Whose  mother  was  her  painting,'  hath  botrayM  him : 
Poor  1  am  stale,  a  garment  out  of  fashion ; 
And,  for  I  am  rich«:r  than  to  hang  by  the  walls, 
I  must  be  ripp'd  : — to  pieces  with  me  I — O, 
Men^svovvsare  women^s  traitors!  All  good  iseeming, 
By  thj  revolt,  O  husband,  shall  be  thought 
Put  on  for  villany  ;  not  bom,  whereU  grows ; 
But  worn,  a  bait  for  ladies. 

Pis.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Into.  True  honest  men  being  heard,  like  false 
iEneas, 
Were,  in  his  time,  thought  false:    and   Sinoo*s 

weeping 
Did  scandal  many  a  holy  tear ;  took  pity 
From  nK>st  true  wretchedness :  So,  thou,  Posthu- 

mus. 
Wilt  lay  the  leaven  on  all  proper  men  ; 
(soodiy,  and  gallant,  shall  oe  false  and  perjurM, 
From  thy  great  fail. — Come,  fellow,  be  thou  honest : 
Dothou  thy  master^s  bidding :  When  thousee'st  him, 
A  little  witness  my  obedience  :  Look  ! 
I  draw  the  sword  myself :  take  it;  and  hit 
The  innocent  mansion  of  my  love,  my  heart : 
Fear  not ;  *tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief: 
Thy  master  is  not  there ;  who  was,  indeed, 
The  riches  of  it :  Do  his  bidding ;  strike. 
Thou  may*8t  be  valiant  in  a  better  cause ; 
But  now  thou  seem^st  a  coward. 

Pu.  Hence,  vile  instrument ! 

Thou  shalt  not  damn  my  hand. 

Imo.  Why,  I  must  die ; 

And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  servant  of  thy  master*s  :  Against  self-slaughter 
There  is  a  prohibition  so  divine. 
That  cravensS  my  weak  hand.     Come,  here's  my 

heart; 
.Something's  afore*t : — Soft,  soft ;  weMl  no  defence ; 
Obedient  as  (be  scabbard. — What  is  here .' 
The  scriptures*  of  the  loyal  Leonatus, 
All  turned  to  here."^.'  Away,  away, 
C-orrupters  of  my  faith !  you  shall  no  more 
Be  stomachers  to  my  heart !  Thus  may  poor  fools 
Believe  false  teachers :  Though  those  that  are  be- 

trayM 
Do  feel  the  treason  sharply,  yet  the  traitor 
Stands  in  worse  case  of  wo. 
And  thou,  Posthumus,  thou  that  didst  set  up 
My  disobedience  *gainst  the  king  my  father, 
And  make  me  put  into  contempt  the  suits 
Of  princely  fellows,  shalt  hereafter  find 
It  is  no  act  of  common  passage,  but 
A  strain  of  rareness :  and  I  grieve  myself, 
To  think,  when  thou  shalt  be  disedg'd  by  her 
That  now  thou  tir'st^  on,  how  thy  memory 
Will  thtn  be  pang*d  by  me. — Pr*ythee,  despatch  : 
The  lamb  entreats  the  butcher :  Where's  thy  knife  ? 
Thou  art  too  slow  to  do  thy  master's  bidding. 
When  I  desire  it  toa 

Pis,  O  gracious  lady, 

Since  I  received  command  to  do  this  business, 
I  have  not  slept  one  wink. 

Jmo.  Do't,  and  to  bed  then. 

Pis.  ril  wake  mine  eye-balls  blind  first. 

Imo.  Wherefore  then 

Diddt  undertake  it  >  Why  hast  thou  abus'd 
So  many  miles,  with  a  pretence  ?  this  place  ? 
Mine  action,  and  thine  own  ?  our  horses'  labour  f 
The  time  inviting  thee .'  the  perturb'd  court, 
For  my  being  absent ;  whereunto  I  never 
Purpose  return  .>  Why  hast  thou  gone  so  far. 
To  be  unbent,  when  thou  hast  ta'en  thy  stand, 
The  elected  deer  before  thee  f 

n )  Likeness.     (2)  Cowards.    (3)  The  wriUngs. 


Pis.  But  to  Win  tune 

To  lose  so  bad  employment :  in  the  which 
I  have  considered  of  a  course ;  Good  lady, 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo.  Talk  thy  tongee  weary ;  speak : 

I  have  heard,  I  am  a  strumpet ;  and  mine  ear. 
Therein  false  struck,  can  take  no  greater  wound. 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that     But  speak. 

Pis.  Then,  madam, 

I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. 

Imo.  Most  like ; 

Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

Pis.  Not  so,  neither : 

But  if  I  were  as  wise  as  honest,  then 
My  purpose  would  prove  well.     It  cannot  be, 
But  that  my  mai>ter  is  abus'd : 
.S)me  villain,  ay,  and  singular  in  his  art. 
Hath  done  you  both  this  cursed  injuiy. 

Imo.  Some  Roman  courtezan. 

Pis.  No,  on  my  life. 

I'll  give  but  notice  you  are  dead,  and  send  him 
Some  bloody  sign  of  it ;  for  'tis  commanded 
r  should  do  so :  You  shall  be  miss'd  at  court, 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it 

Imo.  Why,  good  fellow, 

What  shall  I  do  the  while.?  Where  bide.>  How  live? 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  husband  f 

Pis.  If  you'll  back  to  the  court,— 

Imo.  No  court,  no  father;  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harsh,  noble,  simple,  nothing : 
That  Cloten,  whose  love-suit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  si^;e. 

Pis.  If  not  at  court. 

Then  not  in  Britain  must  you  bide. 

Imo.  Where  then  ? 

Hath  Britain  all  the  sun  that  shines  ?  Day,  night. 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britain.'  I'the  world's  volume 
Our  Britain  seems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it ; 
In  a  great  pool,  a  swan's  nest ;  Pr'y thee,  think 
There's  livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pis.  I  am  nKMt  glad 

Vou  think  of  other  place.     The  embassador, 
Lucius  the  Roman,  comes  to  Milford-Haven 
To-morrow  :  Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is ;  and  but  disguise 
That,  which,  to  appear  itself,  must  not  yet  be. 
But  by  self-danger ;  you  should  tread  a  course 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view  :  yea,  haply,  near 
The  residence  of  Posthumus  :  so  nigh,  at  least, 
That  though  his  actions  were  not  visible,  yet 
Report  should  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear, 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Imo.  O,  for  such  means  ! 

hough  peril  to  my  modesty,  not  death  on't, 
I  would  adventure. 

Pis.  Well  then,  here's  the  point: 

You  must  forget  to  be  a  woman  ;  change 
Command  into  obedience ;  fear,  and  niceness, 
(The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or,  more  truly, 
Woman  its  pretty  self,)  to  a  waggish  courage ; 
Ready  in  gibes,  quick-answer'd,  saucy,  and 
.\s  quarrelous  as  the  weasel :  nay,  you  must 
Forget  that  rarest  treasure  of  your  cheek. 
Exposing  it  (but,  O,  the  harder  heart ! 
Alack,  no  remedy  !)  to  the  g^edy  touch 
Of  common-kissing  Titan  ;*  and  forget 
Your  laboursome  and  dainty  trims,  wherein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief: 

I  sec  into  thy  end,  and  am  almost 
A  man  already. 

(4)  Feedest  or  preyest  on.        (5)  The  lUii. 
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Pis.  Fintf  make  yourself  but  like  ooe. 

Fore-thinking  this,  I  have  already  fit 
(*Tis  in  my  cloak-bag,)  doublet,  hat,  ho»e,  all 
That  answer  to  them :  Would  yon,  in  their  serving, 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  sucR  a  season,  *fore  noble  Lucius 
Present  yourself,  desire  his  8er\'ice,  tell  him 
Wherein  you  are  happy^  (which  youMl  make  him 

know. 
If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  music,^  doubtless. 
With  joy  he  will  embrace  you ;  for  he^s  honourable. 
And,  doubling  that,  nxMt  holy.   Your  means  abroad 
You  have  mej^  rich ;  and  I  will  never  fail 
Banning,  nor  supplyroent 

imo.  Thou  art  all  the  comfort 

The  gods  will  diet  me  with.     Pr'ythee,  away  : 
There's  nrare  to  be  considered  ;  but  weMl  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us :  This  attempt 
Pm  soldier  to,'  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  prince's  coura£;e.     Away,  I  pr'ythce. 

Fit.  Well,  raaoam,  we  must  take  a  short  farewell: 
Lest,  being  miss'd,  1  be  suspected  of 
Your  carnage  from  the  court    My  noble  mistress. 
Here  is  a  b6x ;  I  had  it  from  the  queen ; 
What's  in't  is  precious ;  if  you  are  sick  at  sea, 
Or  stonmch-qualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  distemper. — To  some  shade. 
And  fit  you  to  your  mannood : — May  the  gods 
Direct  you  to  the  best ! 

hno.  Amen :  I  thank  thee. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJVTE  F.—A  room  in  Cymbeline's  palace. 

Enter  Cymbelioe,  Queen,  Cloten,  Lucius,  and 

Lords. 

Cym.  Thus  &r;  and  lo  farewell. 

Lue,  Thanks,  royal  sir. 

My  emperor  hath  wrote ;  I  must  from  hence ; 
And  am  right  sony,  that  I  must  report  ye 
My  masters  enemy. 

Cym.  Our  subjects,  sir. 

Will  not  endure  his  ^oke;  and  for  ourself 
To  show  less  sovereignty  than  they,  roust  needs 
Appear  unkinglike. 

Zuc.  So,  sir,  I  desire  of  you 

A  conduct  over  land,  to  Milford-Haven. — 
Madam,  all  joy  befall  your  grace,  and  you ! 

Cym.  My  lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  of- 
fice; 
The  due  of  honour  in  no  point  omit : — 
So,  farewell,  noble  Lucius. 

IjUC.  Your  hand,  my  lord. 

Go.  Receive  it  friendly :  but  from  this  time  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc  Sir,  the  event 

Is  yet  to  name  the  winner ;  Fare  you  well. 

Cym.    Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my 
lords. 
Till  he  have  cross'd  the  Severn. — Happiness ! 

[Exeunt  Lucius,  and  Lords. 

Queen.  He  goes  hence  frowning :  but  it  honouni 
us. 
That  we  have  given  him  cause. 

Clo.  'Tis  all  the  better; 

Your  valiant  Britons  have  their  wishes  in  it. 

Cym.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  emperor 
How  it  goes  here.     It  fits  us  therefore,  ripely. 
Our  chariots  and  our  horsemen  be  in  readiness : 
The  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Will  soon  be  drawn  to  head,  from  whence  he  moves 

fl)  t.  e.  Wherein  you  are  accomplished. 
(2)  As  for  your  subsistence  abroad,  you  may  re- 
tf  oo  roe. 


Hi!>  war  for  Britain. 

Queen.  'Tis  not  sleepy  business  ; 

But  must  be  look'd  to  speedily,  and  strongly. 

Cym.  Our  expectation  that  it  would  be  thus. 
Hath  made  us  forward.     But,  my  gentle  queen. 
Where  is  our  daughter  f  She  hath  not  appeared 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tender'd 
The  duty  of  the  day :  She  looks  us  like 
A  tiling  more  made  of  malice,  than  of  duty : 
We  have  noted  it. — Call  her  before  us ;  fix 
We  have  been  too  slight  in  sufferance. 

[Exit  an  Attendani. 

Queen.  Royal  sir. 

Since  the  exile  of  Posthumus,  most  retir'd 
Hath  her  life  been  ;  the  cure  whereof,  my  lewd, 
'Tis  time  must  do.     'Beseech  your  majesty. 
Forbear  sharp  speeches  to  her :  she's  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  strokes. 
And  strokes  death  to  her. 

Re-enter  an  Attendant 

Cym.  Where  is  she,  sir?  How 

Can  her  contempt  be  answer'd  f 

Attend.  Vieaae  you,  sir. 

Her  chambers  are  all  lock'd;  and  there*8  do  answer 
That  will  be  given  to  the  loud'st  of  noise  we  make. 

Queen.  My  lord,  when  last  I  went  to  visit  her. 
She  pray'd  me  to  excuse  her  keeping  cloee 
Whereto  constrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
.Shr  should  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  yoa. 
Which  daily  she  was  bound  to  proffer :  this 
She  w'ish'd  me  to  make  known ;  but  oar  great  coorl 
Made  me  to  blame  in  memory. 

Cijm.  Her  doors  lock'd  .> 

Not  seen  of  late  ?  Grant,  heavens,  that,  which  I  fear, 
Prove  false !  [Exit 

Queen.        Son,  I  say,  follow  the  king. 

Clo.  That  man  of  hers,  Pisanio,  her  old  servant; 
I  have  not  seen  these  two  days. 

Queen.  Go,  look  after. —  I  Exit  Clolen 

Pisanio,  thou  that  stand'st  so  for  Posthumus ! — 
He  hath  a  drug  of  mine :  I  pray,  his  absence 
Proct-ed  by  swallowing  that ;  for  he  believes 
It  is  n  thing  most  precious.     But  for  her. 
Where  is  she  ^one ?  Haply,  despair  hath  seit'd  her 
Or,  wing'd  with  fen'our  of  her  love,  she's  flown 
To  her  desir'd  Posthumus :  Gone  she  is, 
To  death,  or  to  dishonour ;  and  my  end 
Can  make  good  use  of  either :  She  being  down, 
I  have  the  placing  of  the  British  crown. 

Re-enter  Cloten. 

How  now,  my  son  ? 

Clo.  'Tis  certain,  she  is  fled : 

Go  in,  and  cheer  the  king ;  he  rages ;  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

Queen.  All  the  better :  Mar 

This  night  forestall  him  of  the  coming  day  .' 

[Extt  Queen, 

Clo.  I  love,  and  hate  her:  for  she's  fair  and  rmal; 
And  that  she  hath  all  courtly  pirts  more  cxquisil* 
Than  lady,  ladies,  woman  ^^  trt)m  every  ooe 
The  best  she  hath,  and  she,  of  all  compounded} 
Outsells  them  all :  I  love  her  therefore;  But, 
Disdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  oo 
The  low  Posthumus,  slanders  so  her  jud 
That  what's  else  rare,  is  chok'd ;  and,  in  2»t  pa»^ 
r  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed. 
To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.     For,  when  ibob 

(3)  Equal  to. 

(4)  Than   any  lady,  than   all  ladies,  than  vi 
u*omankind. 
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Enter  Fiaanio. 


Shall— Who  M  here?   What!   am  ymi  packing, 

sirrah  ? 
C/omc  hither:  Ah,  you  precious  jmnriJerf  Villain, 
V\  here  is  thy  lady  ?  in  a  word  ;  or  el»e 
1  hou  art  straightway  with  the  fiiaid*. 

^"-  (>,  ^ood  my  brd ! 

Clo.  Where  is  thy  lady?  or,  by  Jupituf 
I  will  not  ask  again'    Cloee  villaiFj^ 
ril  have  this  secret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.     Is  she  with  PwlhmiiQi  ? 
From  whose  so  many  weights  of  btiseness  cannot 
\  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 
„^^-  Aiai,  mjlord, 

How  can  she  be  with  hira?  When  wu  Abe  iruuM  ? 
He  is  in  Rome. 

^  Clo.  Wliere  is  she,  >ir?  Come  oeanr^ 

No  further  halting :  satisfy  me  hocne, 
What  is  become  of  her? 
Pis.  O,  my  all-worthy  lord ! 
Cio.  All^wortby  rillain  ! 

Discover  where  thy  mistress  is,  at  cxice, 
At  the  next  word,— No  more  of  worthy  loid,— 
Sjjeak,  or  thy  silence  on  the  instant  it 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 
_  ™-  Then,  sir, 

This  paper  is  the  history  of  my  knowledge, 
Touching  her  flight.  [Pr^jmting-  a  lili^, 

do.  Let's  sec't : — 1  will  pur»ue  hi>r 

Eren  to  Augustus'  throne. 

^»*-  Or  thii,  or  perish. 

She's  far  enough  ;  and  what  he  li^nms  by  ibis, 
May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  dani^tr  [Atidt. 

ClO'  Hmiiph ! 

Pis,  I'll  write  to  my  lord  she's  deaj.  O  liriugtm, 
Safe  may'st  thou  wander,  safe  returij  ag»jp  I 

[Aiide. 
Clo.  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true  ? 
Pjf'  ,  Sit,  at  I  think. 

Clo.  It  18  Posthumus'  hand ;  I  know't,— Sirrah,  if 
thou  would'st  not  be  a  villain,  bui  do  nw  tnic  ser- 
vice; undergo  those  employments,  w^Mffi'i El  \  should 
have  cause  to  use  thee,  with  a  serious  indystjj,— 
that  is,  what  villany  soe'er  I  bid  tbco  do,  to  per- 
fcrra  it,  directly  and  truly,— I  would  think  thee  an 
honest  man :  thou  shouldest  neither  want  mr  iiiean> 
for  thy  relief,  nor  my  voice  for  thy  pntferroent. 
Pi*.  Well,  my  good  lord. 
Oo.  Wilt  thou  serve  me?  For  »ince  patiejilly 
•nd  constantly  thou  hast  stuck  to  the  bare  forlune 
of  that  beggar  Posthumus,  thou  canst  not  in    the 
coarse  of  gratitude  but  be  a  diligent  follower  of 
mine.     Wilt  thou  serve  me  ? 
Pis.  Sir,  1  will. 

Clo.  Give  me  thy  hand,  here's  inj  purw.    Hast 
•ny  of  thy  late  master's  garments  in  thy  po*.sewijoti 

P.'«      I  !»«««     ™.«    1 1     _* 1-..1.  -.1'    ^L 


Pis.  I  have,  my  lord,  at  my  lodEln^,  th*  *atnp 
•oit  he  wore  when  he  took  leave  of  mj  Jaiiy  aud 
mistress. 

Clo.  The  first  service  thou  dost  me^  fetch  that 
nit  hither  :  let  it  be  thy  first  sei-vice  \  go. 

Pw.  I  shall,  my  lord.  {EsiU, 

Clo.  Meet  thee  at  Mil  ford- Havin  :^I  JbrEot  to 
uk  him  one  thing;  I'll  remember't  aiioff|]-iven 
there,  thou  villain  Posthumus,  will  I  kill  thoe— I 
would  these  garments  were  come.  SW  satd  upon  a 
time  (the  bitterness  of  it  I  now  belch  fnLxn  my  bfjjirt,} 
that  she  held  the  very  garment  of  Posthumus  in 
more  respect  than  my  noble  and  natural  pcrion,  to- 

Slher  with  the  adornment  of  my  qualitif^aH     WitJi 
It  suit  upon  my  back,  will  I  mviah  h^r:   First i 
kill  him,  and  in  her  eyes ;  there  sli&ll  etie  tee  nij 

(1)  Best  hunter.        (2)  Agn»3«nt,  I 
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II  valour,  which  will  then  be  a  torment  to  her  coo- 
r.rrj[>i.  He  on  the  ground,  my  speech  of  insult- 
;iK:r,i  ended  on  his  dead  body,— and  when  my  lust 
hath  dined  (which,  as  I  say,  to  vex  her,  I  will  exe- 
t  Lue  m  the  clothes  that  she  so  praised,)  to  the  court 
1  \i  knrKk  her  back,  foot  her  home  again.  She 
hjti>i  dispised  me  rejoicingly,  and  I'll  be  merry  In 
my  n^venge. 

Re-enter  Pisanio,  with  the  clothes. 
Be  those  the  garments  ? 

pis.  Ay,  my  noble  lord. 

do  How  long  is't  since  she  went  to  Milford- 
riaven  ? 

Pti.  She  can  scarce  be  there  yet 

eta.  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber;  that  it 
the  Mscond  thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee :  the 
thif  d  11,  that  thou  shalt  be  a  volunUry  mute  to  my 
dempi.  Be  but  duteous,  and  true  preferment  shall 
lender  itself  to  thee.— My  revenge  is  now  at  Mil- 
Jortl ;  *  Would  I  had  wings  to  follow  it!— Come, 
and  bo  true.  [ExiL 

Pis.  Thou  bidd'st  me  to  my  loss :  for  true  to  thee, 
Wrnp  lu  prove  false,  which  I  will  never  be, 
Tu  hitri  that  is  most  true.— To  Milford  go, 
A  Elf  1  fiij  d  not  her  whom  thou  pursu'st     Flow,  flow. 
V<au  heavenly  blessings,  on  her !  This  fool's  speed 
Uc  cross'd  with  slowness;  labour  be  his  meeo! 

[Exit. 

SCEJSTE  FL— Before  the  cave  of  Belariua.  En- 
ter Imogen,  in  boy^s  clothes. 
Imo.  I  see,  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one : 
[  havfe  lir'd  myself;  and  for  two  nkhto  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.     I  should  be  sick, 
Uat  thut  my  resolution  helps  me.— Milford, 
Wltoti  irom  the  mountain-top  Pisanio  show'd  thee. 
Thou  wast  within  a  ken  :  O  Jove  !  I  think. 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched  :  such,  I  mean. 
Where  they  should  be  reliev'd.    Two  b^gars  told 

me, 
J  cotild  not  miss  my  way :  Will  poor  folks  lie. 
That  have  afflictions  on  them ;  knowing  'tis 
A  nunishment,  or  trial  ?  Yes;  no  wonder, 
When  rich  ones  scarce  tell  true :  To  lapse  in  fulnesi 
h  tonr,  than  to  lie  for  need ;  and  falsehood 
1^  worwi  in  kings,  than  beggars.- My  dear  lord ! 
ThcHi  art  one  o'the  false  ones :  Now  I  think  on  thee. 
My  hunger's  gone ;  but  even  before,  I  was 
At  point  to  sink  for  food.— But  what  is  this  ? 
Her^  i«  a  path  to  it:  'Tis  some  savage  hold : 
1  were  best  not  call ;  I  dare  not  call :  yet  famine. 
Ere  clean  it  o'erthrow  nature,  makes  it  valiant. 
Plenly,  and  peace,  breeds  cowards ;  hardness  ever 
Of  hiiniioess  is  mother. — Ho!  who's  here? 
tf  any  thing  that's  civil,  speak ;  if  savage. 
Take,  or  lend.— Ho !— No  answer  ?  then  I'll  eotrr. 
Best  di-HW  my  sword ;  and  if  mine  enemy 
Out  feiir  the  sword  like  me,  he'll  scarcelv  look  on't. 
Snch  a  foe,  good  heavens !  [She  goes  into  the  cave. 

Enter  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Bel  You,  Polydore,  have  prov'd  best  woodman,' 
and 
Are  maater  of  the  feast :  Cadwal,  and  I, 
Will  play  the  cook  and  servant ;  'tis  our  match  :3 
The  flweat  of  industry  would  dry,  and  die. 
But  for  (he  end  it  works  to.    Come ;  our  stomachs 
Will  rTiHke  what's  homely,  savoury :  Wearinesa 
Vtkii  »nore  upon  the  flint,  when  restive  sloth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard. — Now,  peace  be  here 
Pbtjr  hou«ie,  that  keep'st  thyself! 
Oui,  I  am  throughly  weaiy 

An.  I  am  weak  with  toil,  yet  itroog  ia  appetite 
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Qui,  There  is  cold  meat  i*the  cave ;  weMI  browze 
on  thai, 
Whilst  what  we  have  kill'd  be  cookM. 

Bel  Stay ;  come  not  in  : 

[  Looking  in. 
Bat  that  it  eats  our  TictuaU,  I  should  thinic 
Here  were  a  fairy. 

Qvi,  What's  the  matter,  sir  ? 

Bel.  By  Jupiter,  an  angel !  or,  if  not. 
An  earthly  paraeon  !  Behold  divineuess 
No  elder  than  a  ooy  ! 

Enter  Imogen. 

Imo.  Good  masters,  harm  me  not : 
Before  I  entcrM  here,  1  calPd  ;  and  thought 
To  have  beggM,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took  : 

Gcod  troth, 
I  hare  stolen  nought ;  nor  would  not,  though  1  had 

found 
Gold  slrew'd  o*the  floor.     Here's  money  for  my 

meat: 
I  would  have  leA  it  on  the  board,  so  soon 
As  I  had  made  my  meal ;  and  parted 
With  prayers  for  the  provider. 

Chu.  Money,  youth  ? 

Arv.  All  gold  and  silver  rather  turn  to  dirt ! 
As  *tis  no  better  reckoned,  but  of  those 
Who  worship  dirty  gods. 

Imo.  I  see,  you  are  angry  : 

Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  1  should 
Have  died,  had  I  not  made  it 

Bel  Whither  bound  ? 

Imo.  To  Milford-Haven,  sir. 

BeL  What  is  your  name  ? 

JvM.  Fidele,  sir :  I  have  a  kinsman,  who 
Is  bound  for  Italy  ;  he  embarkM  at  Milford ; 
To  whom  being  going,  alnoost  spent  with  hunger, 
I  am  fallen  in'  this  odence. 

BeL  Pr'ythee,  fair  youth. 

Think  us  no  churls ;  nor  measure  our  good  mindi*. 
By  this  rude  olace  we  live  in.    Well  encountered ! 
•Tis  almost  night :  you  shall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart ;  and  thanks,  to  stay  and  eat  it — 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

fci/t.  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 

I  should  woo  hard,  but  be  your  groom. — In  honesty, 
I  bid  for  you,  as  IM  buy. 

Arv.  I'll  make*t  my  comfort, 

He  is  a  man ;  I'll  love  him  as  my  brother : — 
And  such  a  welcome  as  I'd  give  to  him, 
After  long  absence,  such  is  yours : — Most  welcome ! 
Be  sprightly,  for  you  fall  'nxMigst  friends. 

Imo.  'Mongst  friends ! 

If  brothers  } — 'Would  it  had  been  so,  that  they 
Had  been  my  father's  sons  !  then  had  my  prize 
Been  less  ;  and  so  more  equal  ballasting 
To  thee,  Posthumus.  \Aside. 

Bel.  He  wrings  at  some  aistrei^s. 

Gui.  'Would,  I  could  free't  T 

Arv.  Or  I ;  wnate'er  it  be, 

What  pain  it  cost,  what  danger !  Gods ! 

BeL  Hark,  boys 

[  Whispering. 

Imo.  Great  men. 
That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave, 
That  did  attend  themselves,  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  conscience  seal'd  them,  (laying  by 
That  nothing  gift  of  differin^^  multitudes,) 
Could  not  out-peer  these  twain.    Pardon  me,  gods ! 
I'd  change  my  sex  to  be  companion  with  them, 
Since  Lmnatus  false. 

BeL  Itshallbeso: 

(I)  In,  for  inta  (2)  Unsteady. 


Boys,  we'll  go  dress  our  hunt — Fair  youth,  come  in : 
Discourse  is  heavy,  fa<>ting  ;  when  we  have  supp*d. 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  story. 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  speak  it. 

Gui.  Pray,  draw  near. 

Arv.  The  night  to  the  owl,  and  mom  to  the  lark» 
less  welcome. 

Imo.  Thanks,  sir. 

Arv.  I  pray,  draw  near.  [Exeunt 

SCEJ\''E  FIl— Rome.     Enter  two  Senators  and 
Tribunes. 

1  Sen.  This  is  the  tenor  of  the  emperor's  writ: 
That  since  the  common  men  are  now  in  action 
'Gainst  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians ; 

And  that  the  legions  now  in  Gallia  are 
Full  weak  to  undertake  our  wars  against 
The  fallen  off  Britons ;  that  we  do  incite 
The  gentry  to  this  business  :  He  creates 
Lucius  pro-consul :  and  to  you  the  tribunes. 
For  this  immediate  levy,  he  commands 
His  absolute  commission.     Long  live  Caesar ! 
Tri.  Is  Lucius  general  of  the  forces  ? 

2  Sen.  Ay. 
7'rt.  Remaining  now  in  Gallia .' 

1  Sen.  With  those  legions 

Which  I  have  spoke  of,  whercunto  your  levy 
Must  be  supplyunt :  The  words  of  your  commission 
Will  tie  you  to  the  numbers,  and  the  time 
Of  their  despatch. 

Tri.  We  will  discharge  our  duty. 

[ExewU. 


ACT  IV. 

SCEJ^E  I.—The  forest,  near  the  cave.    Enter 
Cloten. 

do.  I  am  near  to  the  place  where  they  should 
meet,  if  Pisanio  have  mapped  it  trul^.  How  fit  his 
garments  ser>  e  me  !  Why  should  his  mistress,  who 
was  made  by  him  that  made  the  tailor,  not  be  fit 
too.'  the  rather  (saving  reverence  of  the  word)  foi' 
Mis  said,  a  woman's  fitness  comes  by  fits.  Therein 
I  must  play  the  workman.  I  dare  speak  it  to  ray* 
i»elf  (for  it  is  not  vain-glory,  for  a  man  and  hisgltfs 
to  confer ;  in  his  own  chamber,  I  mean,)  the  Tines 
of  my  body  are  as  well  drawn  as  his ;  no  less  young, 
more  strong,  not  beneath  him  in  fortunes,  beyoiKl 
him  in  the  advantage  of  the  time,  above  him  in 
birth,  alike  conversant  in  general  services,  and  more 
remarkable  in  single  oppositions  •*  yet  this  imper- 
severant  thing  loves  nim  in  my  despite.  Wl»t 
mortality  is !  Posthumus,  thy  head,  which  now  is 
growing  upon  thy  shoulders,  shall  within  tbb  hour 
be  off ;  tlnr  mistress  enforced  ;  ihy  garments  cut  to 
pieces  before  thy  face  :  and  all  this  done,  spurn  her 
home  to  her  father  :  who  may,  haply,  be  a  little 
angry  for  my  so  rough  usage :  but  my  nnother, 
having  power  of  his  testiness,  shall  turn  all  into 
my  commendations.  My  horse  is  tied  up  safe : 
Out,  sword,  and  to  a  sore  purpose  !  Fortune,  put 
them  into  my  hand !  This  is  the  very  deicriptioo 
of  their  meeting-place ;  and  the  fellow  dares  not 
deceive  me.  [Exit 

SCEJSTE  II.— Before  the  cave.     Enter,  from  tkr 
cave,  Belarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus,  amd  T 
gen. 

Bel.  You  are  not  well :  [7b  Imogen.]  ran 
*         here  in  the  cave; 

(3)  L  e.  Because.        (4)  la  single  combttt 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


Semen. 


CYMBELINE. 


301 


Well  come  to  joa  aAer  hantinr. 

Art).  Brother,  stay  here 

[To  Imogen. 
Are  we  not  brothers? 

Itno.  So  man  and  man  should  be  ; 

But  clay  and  clay  differs  in  dignity, 
Whose  dust  is  both  alike.     I  am  very  sick. 

GuL  Go  you  to  hunting,  IMI  abide  with  hinu 

Into.  So  sick  I  am  not ; — yet  am  I  not  well : 
But  not  so  citizen  a  wanton,  as 
To  wem  to  die,  ere  sick :  So  please  you  leave  me ; 
Stick  to  your  journal'  course :  the  breach  oT  custom 
Is  breach  of  all.     I  am  ill ;  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me  :  Society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  sociable :  Vm  not  veiy  sick, 
Since  I  can  reason  of  it.    Pray  you,  trust  me  here : 
IMl  rob  none  but  myself;  and  let  me  die. 
Stealing  so  poorly. 

Chti.  I  love  thee ;  I  hare  spoke  it : 

How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much, 
As  I  do  love  my  father. 

Bel  What.' how?  how.' 

Arv.  If  it  be  sin  to  say  so,  sir,  I  yoke  me 
In  my  good  brother^s  fault :  I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth  ;  and  I  have  beard  you  say. 
Love's  reason's  without  reason ;  the  bier  at  door, 
And  a  demand  who  is't  shall  die,  Pd  say, 
My  father ^  not  this  youth. 

Bel.  O  noble  strain !  [Aside. 

0  worthiness  of  nature !  breed  of  greatness  ! 
Cowardii  father  cowards,  and  base  things  sire  base : 
Nature  hath  meal,  and  bran;  contempt,  and  grace. 

1  am  not  their  father ;  vet  who  this  should  b^ 
Doth  miracle  itself,  lov*d  before  me. — 

*Tis  the  ninth  hour  o'the  mom. 

Arv.  Brother,  farewell. 

Imo.   I  wish  ye  spod. 

Arv.  \ou  health. — So  please  you,  sir. 

Imo.  [Aside.]  These  are  kind  creatures.    Gods, 
what  lies  I  have  heard  ! 
Our  courtiers;say,  alPs  savage,  but  at  court : 
Experience,  O,  thou  disprov'st  report ! 
The  imperious^  seas  breed  monsters ;  for  the  dish, 
Poor  tributary  rivers  as  sweet  fish. 
I  am  sick  still ;  heart-sick  : — Pisanio, 
IMI  now  taste  of  thy  drug. 

GuL  I  could  not  stir  him : 

He  said,  he  was  gentle,'  but  unfortunate ; 
Dishonestiv  afflicted,  but  yet  honest. 

Arv.  Thus  did  he  answer  me :  yet  said,  hereafter 
I  might  know  more. 

Bel  To  the  field,  to  the  field  :— 

WeMl  leave  you  for  this  time ;  go  in,  and  rest. 

Arv.  WeUl  not  be  long  away. 

BeL  Pray,  be  not  sick, 

For  you  must  be  oar  housewife. 

Imo.  Well,  or  ill, 

I  am  bound  to  you. 

BeL  And  so  shalt  be  ever. 

[EtH  Imogen 
This  youth,  howe*er  distressed,  appears,  he  hath  had 
Good  ancestors. 

Arv.  How  angel-like  he  sings ! 

Gut.  But  his  neat  cookery !   He  cut  our  roots  in 
characters ; 
And  saucM  our  broths,  as  Juno  had  been  sick. 
And  he  her  dieter. 

Arv.  Nobly  he  yokes 

A  smiling  with  a  sigh :  as  if  the  sigh 
Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  such  a  smile ; 
The  smile  mocking  the  sigh,  diat  it  would  fly 

(1)  Keep  your  daily  course. 

(2^  Imperial.  (3)  WeU-bom. 


From  so  divine  a  temple,  to  commix 
With  winds  that  sailors  rail  at 

Crui.  I  do  note. 

That  grief  and  patience,  rooted  in  him  both, 
Mingle  their  spurs^  together. 

Arv.  Grow,  patience ! 

And  let  the  stinking  elder,  grief,  untwine 
His  perishing  root,  with  the  increasing  vine ! 

Bel.  It  is  great  nximing.  Come;  away. — Who's 
there? 

Enter  Cloten. 

CZo.  I  cannot  find  those  runagates ;  that  villain 
Hath  mock'd  me : — I  am  faint. 

Bel.  Those  runagates! 

Means  he  not  us  ?  I  partly  know  him ;  'tis 
Cloten,  the  son  o'the  queen.     I  fear  some  ambush. 
I  saw  him  not  these  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know  'tis  he : — We  are  held  as  outlaws : — Hence. 

ChiL  He  is  but  one:  You  and  rny  brother  search 
What  companies  are  near:  pray  you,  away ; 
Let  me  alone  with  him-  [Ere.  Bel.  and  Arv. 

C7o.  Soft!  What  are  you 

That  fly  me  thus  ?  some  villain  mountaineers? 
I  have  beard  of  such. — What  slave  art  thou  ? 

Gut.  A  thing 

More  slavish  did  I  ne'er,  than  answering 
A  slave,  without  a  knock. 

Clo.  Thou  art  a  robber, 

A  law-breaker,  a  villain :  Yield  thee,  thief. 

GuL  To  who?  to  thee?  What  art  thou?  Hav« 
not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine  ?  a  heart  as  big  ? 
Thy  words,  I  grant,  are  bigger;  for  I  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.     Say,  what  thou  art ; 
Why  I  Should  yield  to  thee? 

Clo.  Thou  villain  base, 

Know'st  me  not  by  my  clothes  ? 

GuL  No,  nor  thy  tailor,  rascal. 

Who  is  thy  grandfather:  he  made  those  clothes. 
Which,  as  it  seems,  make  thee. 

Go.  Thou  precious  varlet. 

My  tailor  made  them  not 

Gut.  Hence  then,  and  thank 

The  man  that  gave  them  thee.  Thou  art  some  fool ; 
I  am  loath  to  beat  thee. 

Clo.  Thou  injurious  thief. 

Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Gut.  What's  thy  name  f 

Clo.  Cloten,  thou  villain. 

Gut.  Cloten,  thou  double  villain,  be  thy  name, 
\  cannot  tremble  at  it;  were't  toad,  or  adder, spider, 
'Twould  move  me  sooner. 

Clo.  To  thy  further  fear, 

Nay,  to  thy  mere  confusion,  thou  ^alt  know 
I'm  son  to  the  queen. 

Gut.  I'm  sorry  for't ;  not  seining 

So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

C7o.  Art  not  afear'd  ? 

Gttt.  Those  that  I  reverence,  those  I  fear;  the 
wise: 
At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Clo.  Die  the  death : 

When  I  have  slain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
I'll  follow  those  that  even  now  fled  hence. 
And  on  the  gates  of  Lud's  town  set  your  heads ; 
Yield,  rustic  mountaineer.         [Exeunt^Jighiing. 

Enter  Belarius  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  No  company's  abroad. 

Arv.  None  in  the  world:  You  did  mittake  him. 


(4^  Spurs  are  the  roots  of  trcea. 
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BeL  I  cannot  tell :  Long  is  it  sinc-e  I  saw  him, 
But  time  hath  nothing  blurrM  those  Hnes  of  favour' 
Which  then  he  wore  ;  the  snatches  in  his  voice. 
And  burst  of  speaking,  were  as  his :  1  am  absolute, 
Twas  very  Cloten. 

Arv.  In  this  place  we  leA  them : 

I  wish  mv  brother  make  good  time  with  him, 
You  say  he  is  so  fell. 

Bd.  Being  scarce  made  up, 

I  mean,  to  man,  he  had  not  apprehension 
Of  roaring  terrors :  for  the  eflect  of  judgment 
(a  oft  the  cause  of  fear :  But  see,  thy  brother. 

Re-enter  Guiderius,  unih  Cloten*8  head, 

OuL  This  Cloten  was  a  fool ;  an  empty  purse, 
There  was  no  money  in*t :  Not  Hercules 
Ckxild  have  knockM  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none : 
Bet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  had  borne 
My  head  as  I  do  his. 

BeL  What  hast  thou  done  ? 

Gui.  I  am  perfect,^  what :  cut  off  one  Cloten*s 
head. 
Son  to  the  queen,  after  his  own  report ; 
Who  callM  me  traitor,  mountaineer;  and  swore. 
With  his  own  single  hand  he*d  take  us  in,' 
Displace  our  heads,  where  (thank  the  gods  !)  they 

grow. 
And  set  them  on  Lud*8  town. 

Bel.  We  are  all  undone. 

Gui.  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  we  to  lot^e, 
But,  that  he  swore  to  take,  our  lives  ?  The  law 
Protects  not  us  :  Then  why  8h9uld  we  be  tender, 
To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  flesh  threat  us; 
Play  judge,  and  executioner,  all  himself; 
FoH  we  00  fear  the  law  ?  What  company 
Discover  you  abroad  f 

Bel.  No  single  soul 

Can  we  set  eye  on,  but,  in  all  safe  reason, 
He  must  have  some  attendants.   Though  his  humour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation  ;^  ay,  ana  that 
From  one  b«d  thing  to  worse  ;  not  frenzv,  not 
Absolute  madness  could  so  far  have  ravM, 
To  bring  him  here  alone :  Although,  perhaps, 
It  may  be  heard  at  court,  that  such  as  we 
Cave  here,  hunt  here,  are  outlaws,  and  in  time 
May  make   some  stronger  head:  the  which  he 

hearing 
(As  it  is  like  him,)  mi^ht  break  out,  and  swear 
He'd  fetch  us  in  ;  yet  is't  not  probable 
To  come  alone,  either  he  so  undertaking, 
Or  they  so  suffering :  then  on  good  ground  we  fear, 
If  we  do  fear  this  body  hath  a  tail 
More  perilous  than  the  head. 

Arv.  Let  ordinance 

Come  as  the  gods  foresay  it :  howsoe'er. 
My  brother  hath  done  well. 

BeL  I  had  no  mind 

To  hunt  this  day  :  the  boy  Fidele's  sickness 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth.  ^ 

Gtii.  With  his  own  sword, 

Which  he  did  wave  against  my  throat,  1  have  ta'en 
His  head  from  him :  iMl  lhrow*t  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock  ;  and  let  it  to  the  sea, 
And  tell  the  fishes,  he's  the  queen's  son,  Cloten  : 
That's  all  I  reck.7  [Exit 

BeL  I  fear,  'twill  be  revene'd: 

•Would,  Polydore,  thou  had'st  not  done'tl  though 

valour 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

(1 )  Countenance. 

(2)  I  am  well-infonned  what. 

(3)  Conquer,  subdue.  (4)  For,  because. 
(5)  Change,  alteration. 


Arv.  'Would  I  had  6ooe\ 

So  the  revenge  alone  pursued  me  ! — Polydore, 
I  love  thee  brotherly  ;  but  envy  much. 
Thou  hast  robb'd  me  of  this  deed :  I  would,  rerenges, 
That  possible  strength  might  meet,  would  seek  us 

through, 
.\nd  put  us  to  our  answer. 

Bel  Well,  »tw  done  :— 

We'll  hunt  no  more  to-day,  nor  seek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  profit.     I  pr'ythee,  to  our  rock  ; 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks :  I'll  sta^ 
Till  hasty  Polydore  return,  and  brii^  hjm 
To  dinner  presently. 

Arv.  Poor  sick  Fidele ! 

I'll  willingly  to  him  :  To  gain^  his  colour, 
I'd  let  a  jjarish  of  such  Clotens  blood, 
And  praise  myself  for  charity.  [Exit 

Bel  O  thou  goddcsa, 

Thou  divine  Nature,  bow  thyself  thou  blazon'st 
In  these  two  princely  boys  !  The^  are  as  gentle 
As  lephyrs,  blowing  below  the  violet, 
Not  wagging  his  swrat  head  :  and  yet  as  rough. 
Their  royal  blood  enchaf 'd,  as  the  rud'st  wind, 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine. 
And  make  him  stoop  to  the  vale.     'Ti*  wond^ul. 
That  an  invisible  instinct  should  frame  them 
To  royalty  unleam'd ;  honour  untaught ; 
Civility  not  seen  from  other ;  valour. 
That  wildly  grows  in  them,  but  yields  a  crop 
A»  if  it  had  been  sow'd  !  Yet  stifl  it's  strange 
What  Cloten's  being  here  to  us  portends ; 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Re-enter  Guiderius. 

Gtti.  Where's  my  brother  f 

I  have  sent  Cloten's  clotpoll  down  the  stream. 
In  embassy  to  his  mother ;  his  body's  hostage 
For  his  return.  [Solemn  tmuie. 

BeL  My  ingenious  instrument ! 

Hark,  Polydore,  it  sounds  !  But  what  occasion 
Hath  Cadvval  now  to  give  it  motion  ?  Hark  ! 

Gui.  Is  he  at  home? 

BeL  He  went  hence  even  now. 

Gui.  What  does  he  mean .'  since  death  of  my 
dear'st  mother 
It  did  not  speak  befoiv.     All  solemn  things 
Should  answer  solemn  accidents.     The  matter? 
Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toys,^ 
Is  jollity  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys. 
Is  Cadwal  mad .' 

Re-enter  Arviragus,  bearing  Imogen  as  dead  m  kit 
arms. 

BeL  Look,  here  he  comes, 

And  brings  the  dire  occasion  in  his  arms. 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for ! 

Arv.  The  bird  is  dead. 

That  we  have  made  so  much  on.     1  had  rather 
Have  skipp'd  from  sixteen  years  of  age  to  six^. 
To  have  tuni'd  my  leaping-time  into  a  crutch. 
Than  have  seen  this. 

Gui.  O  sweetest,  fairest  lily ! 

My  brother  wears  thee  not  the  one  half  so  well, 
As  when  thou  grew'st  thyself. 

BeL  O,  melancholy ! 

Who  ever  yet  could  sound  thy  bottom  ?  find 
The  oore,  to  show  what  coast  thy  sluggish  crare* 
Might  easiliest  harbour  in  ! — Thou  blWsed  thine ! 
Jove  knows  what  man  thou  might'st  have  maoB 
but  I, 

(6)  Did  make  mv  walk  tedious. 

(7)  Care.     (8)  ftegain,  restore,     (9)  Trifles. 
(10)  A  slow-sailing,  unwieldy  vessel. 
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Thoa  diedst,  a  most  rare  boy,  of  melanchol/  !— 
How  found  you  him  ? 

Arv.  Starkfi  as  you  see  : 

Thus  smiline,  as  some  fly  had  tickled  slumber, 
Not  asdeath^s  dart,  being  laughM  at:  his  right  cheek 
Reposing  on  a  cushion. 

Gut.  Where  ? 

Arv.  O'the  floor ; 

His  arms  thus  leaguM :  I  thought,  he  slept ;  and  put 
My  clouted  broguea2  from  off  my  feet,  whose  rude- 
ness 
Answer*d  my  steps  too  loud. 

Gut.  Why,  he  but  sleeps : 

If  he  be  gone,  heMl  make  his  grave  a  bed ; 
With  female  fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted, 
And  worms  will  not  come  to  thee. 

Arv.  With  fairest  flowers. 

Whilst  summer  lasts,  and  I  live  here,  Fidele, 
I'll  sweeten  thy  sad  grave :  Thou  shalt  not  lack 
The  flower,  that's  like  thy  face,  pale  primrose ;  nor 
The  azur'd  hare-bell,  like  thy  veins ;  no,  nor 
The  leaf  of  eglantine,  whom  not  to  slander, 
Out-sweeten'dnot  thy  breath :  the  ruddock'  would, 
With  charitable  bill  (O  bill,  sore-shaming 
7*hose  rich-left  heirs,  that  let  their  fathers  lie 
Without  a  monument .')  bring  thee  all  this  ; 
Yea,  and  furr'd  moss  besides,  when  flowers  are 

none. 
To  winter-ground^  thy  corse. 

Grui.  Pr'ythee,  have  done ; 

And  do  not  play  in  wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  so  serious.     Let  us  bury  him, 
And  not  protract  with  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt — To  the  grave. 

Arv.  Say,  where  shall's  lay  him 

Gui.  By  good  Euriphile,  our  mother. 

Arv.  Be't  so : 

And  let  us,  Polydore,  though  now  our  voices 
Have  got  the  mannish  crack,  sing  him  to  the  ground, 
As  once  our  mother ;  use  like  note,  and  words, 
Save  that  Euriphile  must  be  Fidele. 

Crui.  Cadwal, 
I  cannot  sing:  IMI  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee: 
For  notes  of  sorrow,  out  of  tune,  are  worse 
Than  priests  and  fanes  that  lie. 

Arv.  We'll  speak  it  then. 

BeL  Great  griefs,  I  see,  medicine  me  less :  for 

Cloten 

Is  quite  forE;ot.     He  was  a  queen's  son,  boys : 

And,  thou^  he  came  our  enemy,  remember, 

He  was  paid^  for  that :  Though  mean  and  mighty, 

rotting 
Together,  have  one  dust ;  yet  reverence 
(That  angel  of  the  woHd)  doth  make  distinction 
Of  place  'tween  high  and  low.  Our  foe  was  princely; 
And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe, 
Yet  bury  him  as  a  prince. 

Gui.  Pray  you,  fetch  him  hither. 

Thersites'  body  is  as  good  as  Ajax, 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arv.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him. 

Well  say  our  song  the  whilst. — Brother,  begin. 

[Exit  Belarius. 

Gtu,  Nay,  Ca^yyal,  we  must  lay  his  head  to  the 
east; 
My  father  hath  a  reason  for't 

Arv.  'Tis  true. 

Gui.  Come  on  then,  and  remove  him. 

(I)  Stiff.        (2)  Shoes  plated  with  iron. 

(3)  The  red-breast 

(4)  Probably  a  corrupt  reading,  for,  vriiher  round 
thy  corse. 

(5)  Punished. 
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Gui.  Ftar  no  more  the  heat  oUhe  ntn^ 

J>>''or  the  furious  winter's  rages  ; 
Thou  thy  vsorldly  task  hast  dW, 

Home  art  gone^  and  td*en  thy  unges: 
Golden  lads  and  giris  all  must^ 
As  chunney-sweepersy  come  to  dust. 
Arv.  Fear  no  more  the  frown  oMhe  greai. 

Thou  art  past  the  tyranPs  stroke  ; 
Care  no  more  to  clothe,  and  eat ; 

To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak  : 
The  sceptre,  learning,  physic,  must 
All  follow  this,  and  came  to  dust. 
Gui.  Fear  no  more  the  lirhtning-Jlash, 
Arv.  ^or  the  all-dreaded  thunder-stone; 
Gui.  Fear  not  slander,  censur^  rash  ; 
Arv.  Thou  hast  Jinish*dJoy  and  moan : 
Both.  All  lovers  young,  all  lovers  must 
Consign^  to  thee,  tmd  come  to  dust 
Gui.  JVb  exorciser  harm  thee  ! 
Arv.  JVbr  no  witchcraft  charm  thee  ! 
Gui.  Ghostunlaid  forbear  thee! 
krr.  JSTothing  ill  come  near  thee  ! 
Both.  Quiet  consummation  have ; 
And  renoumed  be  thy  grave ." 

Re-^nter  Belarius,  with  the  body  of  Cloten. 

CruL  We  have  done  our  obsequies :  Come,  lay 

him  down. 
Bel  Here's  a  few  flowers ;  but  about  midnight, 

more: 
The  herbs,  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'the  night. 
Are  strewingsfitt'st  for  graves.— Upon  theirfaces: — 
You  were  as  flowers,  now  wither'a :  even  so 
These  herb'lets  shall,  which  we  upon  you  strew.— 
Come  on,  awav :  apart  upon  our  knees. 
The  ground,  that  gave  them  first,  has  them  again ; 
Their  pleasures  here  are  past,  so  is  their  pain. 

[Exeunt  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Ar\'iragus. 
Imo.  [Awtiking.]  Yes,  sir,  to  Milford-Haven ; 

Which  is  the  way  ? — 
I  thank  you.— By  yon  bush  f — Pray,  how  far  thither.' 
'Ods  pittikins.'ft— can  it  be  six  miles  yet.^ 
I  have  gone  all  night :— 'Faith,  I'll  lie  down  and 

sleep. 
But,  soft !  no  bedfellow :— O,  gods  and  goddesses ! 
[Seeing  the  body. 
These  flowers  are  like  the  pleasures  of  the  world  ; 
This  bloody  man,  the  care  on't — I  hope,  I  dream ; 
For,  so,  I  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper, 
And  cook  to  honest  creatures :  But  'tis  not  so ; 
'Twas  but  a  bolt'O  of  nothing,  shot  at  nothing, 
Whir'h  the  brain  makes  of  fumes :  Our  very  eyes 
Are  sometimes  like  our  judgments,  blind.     Good 

faith, 
I  tremble  still  with  fear :  But  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  heaven  as  small  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  fcar'd  gods,  a  part  of  it ! 
The  dream's  here  still :  even  when  I  wake,  it  is 
Without  me,  as  within  me ;  not  imagin'd,  felt 
A  headless  man  ! — The  garments  of  Posthumus ! 
1  know  the  shape  of  his  leg ;  this  is  his  hand ; 
His  foot  Mercurial ;  his  Martial  thigh ; 
The  brawns  of  Hercules :  but  his  Jovial"  face. — 
Murder  in  heaven  .^— How  ? — 'Tis  gone. — Pisanio, 

(6)  Judgment       (7)  Seal  the  same  contract 

(8)  See  W.  Collins's  song  at  the  end  of  the  Play. 

(9)  This  diminutive  adjuration  is  derived  froia 
God* a  my  pity. 

(10)  An  arrow.        (11)  A  face  like  Jove's. 
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All  curses  madded  Hecuba  gfave  the  Greeks, 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee  !  Thou, 
Conspir'd  with  that  irreguioui'  devil,  Cioten, 
Hast  here  cutoff  my  IokI. — To  write,  and  read. 
Be  henceforth  treacherous  I — Damn'd  Pisanio 
Halh  with  his  forged  letters, — damn'd  Pisanio— 
From  this  most  bravest  vessel  of  the  world 
Struck  the  main-top! — O,  Posthumus!  alas. 
Where  is  thy  headr  where*s  that?  Ah  roe!  wbere*s 

that^ 
Pisanio  might  nave  killM  thee  at  the  heart, 
And  left  this  head  on.— How  should  this  be  ?    Pi- 
sanio ? 
*Tis  he,  and  Cioten  :  malice  and  lucre  in  them 
Have  laid  this  wo  here.  O,  *tis  pregnant,  pregnant!^ 
The  dru^  he  gave  me,  which,  he  said,  was  precious 
And  cortlial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 
Murd  rous  to  the  senses }  That  confirms  it  home 
This  is  Pisanio*s  deed,  and  Cloten^s :   O ! — 
Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood, 
That  we  the  horricier  may  seem  to  those 
Which  chance  to  find  us ;  O,  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 

Knier  Lucius,  a  Captain  and  other  Officers,  and  a 
soothsayer. 

Cap.  To  them  the  legions  garrisonM  in  Gallia, 
After  your  will,  have  crossed  the  sea;  attending 
You  here  at  Milford-Haven,  withy(xir  ships : 
They  are  here  in  readiness. 

Luc.  But  what  from  Rome  ? 

Cap.  The  senate  hath  stirr*d  up  the  c6nfiner8, 
And  gentlemen  of  Italy ;  most  willing  spirits, 
That  promise  noble  service :  and  they  come 
Under  the  conduct  of  bold  lachimo, 
Sienna*s  brother. 

Luc  When  expect  you  them  f 

Cap.  With  the  next  benefit  oHbe  wind. 

Luc.  This  forwardness 

Makes  our  hopes  fair.     Command,  our  present 

numbers 
Be  musterM;  bid  the  captains  look  to*t. — ^Now,  sir, 
What  have  you  dreamM,  of  late,  of  this  war*8  pur- 
pose .' 

iSooM.  Last  night  the  very  gods  showM  me  a 
vision  : 
(I  fast,  and  pray 'd,  for  their  intelligence,)  Thus: — 
I  saw  Jove's  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  wing*d 
From  the  sf>oiigy  south  to  thi»  part  of  the  west. 
There  vanis.hM  in  the  sunbeams  :  which  portends 
(Unless  my  sins  abuse  my  divination,) 
Success  to  the  Roman  host. 

Luc.  Dream  often  so. 

And  never  false. — Soft,  ho  !  what  trunk  is  here. 
Without  his  top?  The  ruin  speaks,  that  sometime 
It  was  a  worthy  building. — How  !  a  page  ! — 
Or  dead,  or  sleeping  on  him?  But  dead,  rather : 
For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defunct,  or  sleep  upon  the  dead. — 
Let's  see  the  boy's  face. 

Cap.  He  is  alive,  my  lord. 

Lv.    He'll   then  instruct  us  of  this  body. — 
Young  one. 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes ;  for,  it  seems. 
They  crave  to  be  demanded :  Who  is  this, 
Thou  mak'sl  thy  bloody  pillow  ?  Or  who  he. 
That,  otherwiiie  than  noble  nature  did. 
Hath  alter'd  that  good  picture  ?  What's  thy  interest 
In  this  sad  wreck  ?  How  came  it  ?  Who  is  it  ? 
What  art  thou  ? 

Imo.  I  am  nothing  :  or  if  not, 

Nothing  to  be  were  better.     This  was  my  master, 

(1)  Lawless,  licentious. 

(2)  i.  e.  'Tis  a  ready,  opposite  conclusioa. 


A  veiT  valiant  Briton,  and  a  good. 

That  hero  by  mountaineers  lies  slain : — Ala« ! 

There  are  no  more  such  masters  :  I  may  wander 

From  east  to  Occident,'  cry  out  for  service. 

Try  many,  all  good,  serve  truly,  never 

Find  such  another  master. 

Luc.  ^Lack,  good  youth ! 

Thou  mov*st  no  less  with  thy  complaining,  than 
Thy  muster  in  bleeding:  Say  his  najne,  good  friend. 

Imo.  Richard  du  Champ.     If  I  do  lie,  and  do 
^'o  harm  by  it,  th(xigh  the  gods  hear,  I  hope 

[Asiie, 
They'll  pardon  it — Say  you,  sir? 

Luc.  Thy  name? 

Imo.  Fidele. 

Luc.  Thou  dost  approve  thyself  the  veiy  same : 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith  ;  thy  faith,  thy  mune 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me?  I  will  not>say. 
Thou  shalt  be  so  well  master'd;  but,  be  sure. 
No  less  belov'd.     The  Roman  emperor's  letters. 
Sent  by  a  consul  to  me,  should  not  sooner 
Than  thine  own  worth  prefer  thee  :  Go  with  me. 

Imo.    I'll  follow,  sir.     But  first,  an't  please  the 
gods, 
I'll  hide  my  master  from  the  flics,  as  deep 
As  these  poor  pickaxes^  can  dig  :  and  when 
With  wild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  have  slrew'd 

his  grave. 
And  on  it  said  a  century  of  prayers. 
Such  as  I  can,  twice  o'er,  I'll  weep,  and  sigh; 
And,  leaving  so  his  service,  follow  you. 
So  please  you  entertain  me. 

Luc.  Ay,  good  youth ; 

And  rather  father  thee,  than  master  thee. — 
My  friends. 

The  boy  hath  tai^ht  us  manly  duties :  Let  us 
Find  out  the  prettiest  daisied  plot  we  can, 
And  make  him  with  our  pikes- and  jmrtisans  • 
A  grave  :  Come,  arm  him. — Bo^,  he  is  preferred 
By  thee  to  us ;  and  he  shall  be  mterr'd. 
As  soldiers  can.    Be  cheerful ;  wipe  thine  eyes; 
Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arise.  [Exeunt 

SCEJSTE  III.— A  room  in  Cymbeline's  palaei. 
Enter  Cymbeline,  Lords,  and  Pisanio. 

Cym.   Again;  and  bring  me  word,  how  'lis  vri&. 
her. 
A  fever  with  the  absence  of  her  son  ; 
A  madness,  of  which  her  life's  in  danger : — Heaveot. 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me .'  Imogen, 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone  :  my  queen 
Upon  a  desperate  bed ;  and  in  a  time 
W  hen  fearful  wars  point  at  me  ;  her  son  gone. 
So  needful  for  this  present :  It  strikes  me,  past 
The  hope  of  comfort. — But  for  thee,  fellow. 
Who  needs  must  know  of  her  departure,  and 
Dost  seem  so  ignorant,  we'll  enforce  it  from  thee 
By  a  sharp  torture. 

Pis.  Sir,  my  life  is  vours, 

I  humbly  set  it  at  your  will :  But,  for  my  mistress,      — 
I  nothing  know  where  she  remains,  why  gone, 
Nor  when  she  purposes  return.  'Beseech  your  higU-       "" 

ness. 
Hold  me  your  loyal  servant 

1  lA)rd.  Good  my  liege. 

The  day  that  she  was  missing,  he  was  here : 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  shall  perfonn 
All  parts  of  his  subjection  loyally. 
For  Cioten, — 

There  wants  no  diligence  in  seeking  him, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  be  found. 

Cym.  Tlie  time's  troablesoma 


(3)  The  west. 


(4)  Her  fingen. 
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We*ll  slip  joa  for  a  season ;  but  our  jealousy 

[raPisanio. 
Does  yet  depend. 

1  Lord.  So  please  your  majesty, 

The  Roman  lemons,  all  from  Gallia  drawn, 
Are  landed  on  your  coast;  with  a  supply 
Of  Roman  gentlemen,  by  the  senate  sent 

Ct/m.  Now  for  the  cx)unsel  of  my  son,  and  queen  ! 
I  am  amai'd  with  matter.' 

1  Lord.  Good  my  liege. 

Your  preparation  can  affront^  no  less 
Than  what  you  hear  of :  come  more,  for  more  you're 

ready  : 
The  want  is,  but  to  put  those  powers'  in  motion, 
Tliat  long  to  move. 

Cym.  I  thank  you  :  Let^s  withdraw  : 

And  meet  the  time,  as  it  seeks  us.     We  fear  not 
'What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us ;  but 
"We  ^eve  at  chances  here. — Away.         [Exeunt. 

Pxs.  I  heard  no  letter  from  my  master,  since 
I  wrote  him,  Imogen  was  slain  :  *Tis  strange : 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  mistress,  who  did  promise 
To  yield  me  often  tidings ;  Neither  know  I 
What  is  betid  to  Cloten ;  but  remain 
Perplexed  in  all.     The  heavens  still  must  work : 
Wherein  I  am  false,  I  am  honest ;  not  true,  to  be 

true. 
These  present  wars  shall  6nd  I  love  mj  country, 
Even  to  the  note^  o^he  king,  or  I'll  fall  in  thcnL 
All  other  doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  cleared  : 
Fortune  brings  in  some  boats,  that  are  not  steer'd. 

[ExU. 

SCEJ^E  IV.— Before  the  cave.    Enter  Belarius, 
Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Chii.  The  noise  is  round  about  us. 

Bel.  Let  us  from  it. 

Jirv.  What  pleasure,  sir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  it 
From  action  and  adventure  f 

Gui.  Nay,  what  hope 

Hare  we  in  hiding  us  ^  this  way,  the  Romans 
Must  or  fur  Britons  slay  us ;  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  revolts* 
During  their  use,  and  slay  us  after. 

Bel.  Sons, 

We'll  higher  to  the  mountains ;  there  secure  us. 
To  the  king's  party  there's  no  going;  newness 
Of  Cloten'sj  death  (we  being  not  known,  not  muster*d 
AnfKXig  the  bands)  may  drive  us  to  a  render^ 
Where  we  have  liv'd ;  and  so  extort  from  us 
That  which  we've  done,  whose  answer  would  be 

death 
Drawn  on  with  torture. 

Gui.  This  is,  sir,  a  doubt. 

In  such  a  time,  nothing  becoming  you. 
Nor  satisfying  us. 

Arv.  It  is  not  likely, 

That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horses  neigh. 
Behold  their  auarter'd  fires,  have  both  their  eyes 
And  ears  so  cloy'd  importantly  as  now. 
That  they  will  waste  their  time  upon  our  note,^ 
To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

Bel.  O,  I  am  known 

Of  many  in  the  army  :  many  years. 
Though  Cloten  then  but  young,  you  see,  not  wore 

him 
From  my  remembrance.     And,  besides,  the  king 
Hath  not  de9en''d  my  service,  nor  your  loves; 
Who  find  in  my  exfle  the  want  of  br^ding, 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life ;  aye  hopeless 

(1)  Confounded  l^  a  variety  of  l>U8inesa. 

(2)  Encounter.  (3)  Forces. 
(4)  Notice.  (5)  Revolters. 


To  have  the  courtesy  your  cradle  promised, 
But  to  be  still  hot  summer's  tanlings,  and 
The  shrinking  slaves  of  winter. 

Gui.  Than  be  so, 

Better  to  cease  to  be.     Pray,  sir,  to  the  army : 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known ;  yourself. 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  so  o'ergrown, 
Cannot  be  questioo'd. 

Arv.  By  this  sun  that  shines, 

I'll  thither:  What  thing  is  it,  that  1  never 
Did  see  man  die .'  scarce  ever  look'd  on  blood. 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  and  venis(»i .' 
Never  bestrid  a  horse,  save  one,  that  had 
A  rider  like  myself,  who  ne'er  wore  rowel 
Nor  iron  on  his  heel .''  I  am  asham'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  sun,  to  have 
The  benent  of  his  bless'd  beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Gui.  By  heavens,  I'll  go : 

If  you  will  bless  me,  sir,  and  give  me  leave, 
I'll  take  the  better  care ;  but  if  you  will  not. 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me,  by 
The  hands  of  Romans  ! 

Arv.  So  say  I ;  Amen. 

BeL  No  reason  I,  since  on  your  lives  you  set 
5>o  slight  a  valuation,  should  reserve 
My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.  Have  with  you,  boys : 
If  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  aie. 
That  is  my  bed  too,  lads,  and  there  I'll  lie : 
Lead,  lead. — The  time  seems  long;  their  blood 
thinks  scorn,  [Aside. 

Till  it  fly  out,  and  show  them  princes  bom.  [Exe. 


ACT  V. 

SCEJVE  I.—AJield  between  the  British  and  Ro- 
man camps.  Enter  Posthumus,  with  a  bloody 
handkerchief. 

Post.  Yea,  bloody  cloth,  I'll  keep  thee;  for  1 
wish'd 
Thou  should'st  be  coloured  thus.  You  married  ones, 
If  each  of  you  would  take  this  course,  how  many 
Must  murder  wives  much  better  than  themselves. 
For  wryingS  but  a  little .' — O,  Pisanio  ! 
Every  good  ser\'ant  does  not  all  commands: 
No  bond,  but  to  do  just  ones.— Gods !  if  you 
Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 
Had  liv'd  to  put  on^  this  :  so  had  you  sav'd 
The  noble  Imogen  to  repent ;  and  struck 
Me  wretch,  more  worth  your  vengeance.  But,  alack, 
You  snatch  some  hence  for  little  faults ;  that's  love, 
To  have  them  fall  no  more  :  you  some  permit 
To  second  ills  w^ith  ills,  each  elder  worse  ; 
And  make  them  dread  it  to  the  doer's  thrift. 
But  Imogen  is  your  own  :  Do  your  best  wills. 
And  make  me  bless'd  to  obey ! — I  am  brought  hither 
Among  the  Italian  gentry,  and  to  fight 
Against  my  lady's  kingdom :  'Tis  enough 
That,  Britain,  1  have  kill'd  thy  mistress ;  peace ! 
I'll  give  no  wound  to  thee.     Therefore,  good  hea- 
vens. 
Hear  patiently  my  purpose  :  I'll  disrobe  me 
Of  these  Italian  weeds,  and  suit  myself 
As  does  a  Briton  peasant :  so  I'll  fight 
Against  the  part  I  come  with  ;  so  I'll  die 
For  thee,  O  Imogen,  even  for  whom  my  life 
Is,  every  breath,  a  death :  and  thus,  imknowo, 

(6)  An  account.  (7)  Noticing  ui. 

(8)  Deviating  from  the  right  way. 

(9)  Incite,  instigate. 
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Pitied  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 
Myself  I'll  dedicate.     Let  me  make  men  know 
More  valour  in  me,  than  my  habits  show. 
Gods,  put  the  strength  o'lhe  Leonati  in  me ! 
To  shame  the  guise  o'lhe  world,  1  will  begiu 
The  fashion,  less  without,  and  more  within.  [£.Vi^ 

SCEJVE  II.— The  same.  Enter  at  one  tidt,  Lw- 
cius,  lachimo,  and  the  Roman  army  ,*  nj  tht^ 
other  side  J  the  British  army ;  Leonatus  Pf^ntlin- 
mus  yb//oimVi^  it,  like  a  poor  soldier.  Thry 
march  over^  and  go  out.  Alarums.  Thm  fJi- 
ter  again  in  skirmish^  lachimo  and  Posthumus : 
he  vanouisheth  and  disarrruth  lachimo,  and  then 
leaves  him. 

lack.  The  heaviness  and  guilt  within  my  boiom 
Takes  off  my  manhood  :  1  have  belied  a  ladv» 
The  princess  of  this  country,  and  the  air  on  t 
Revengingly  enfeebles  me ;  Or  could  this  carlf^ 
A  very  drudge  of  nature's,  have  subdu'd  n», 
In  my  profession.'  Knighthoods  and  honours,  botne 
As  I  wear  mine,  arc  titles  but  of  scorn. 
[f  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  bcfoi-e 
This  lout,  as  he  exceeds  our  lords,  the  odds 
Is,  that  we  scarce  are  men,  and  you  are 

The  battle  continues;  the  Britons ^y;  Cymb«linp 
is  taken:  then  enter ^  to  his  rescue^  Bebrius, 
Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

BtL  Stand,  stand  !  We  have  the  advantage  of 
the  ground ; 
The  lane  is  guarded  :  nothing  routs  us,  but 
The  villany  of  our  fears. 

Gui.  Aro.  Stand,  stand,  and  fight  I 

Enter  Pbethumus,  ond  seconds  the  Britons :  Thiy 
rescue  Cvmbeline,  and  exeunt  Then^  enter  Lu- 
cius, lachimo,  and  Imogen. 

Luc.  kw^y^  boy,  from  the  troops,  and  sare  thy- 
self: 
For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  disorder*s  such 
As  war  were  hood-wink'd. 

lach.  'Tis  their  fresh  supplies. 

Luc.  It  is  a  day  tura'd  strangely :  Or  beiinie^ 
Let's  re-enforce,  or  fly.  [Excujii. 

SCEJVE  Ill—Another  part  of  the  field.     En- 
ter Posthumus  and  a  British  Lord. 

Lord.  Cam'st  thou  from  where  they  matk  the 

stand .' 
Post.  I  did : 

Though  you,  it  seems,  come  from  the  fliers. 
Lord  I  did 

Post.  No  blame  be  to  you,  sir ;  for  all  Wil^  kf*!^ 
But  that  the  heavens  fought :  The  king  hiiT]>r«;Lf 
Of  his  wings  destitute,  the  army  broken. 
And  but  the  backs  of  Britons  seen,  all  flying 
Through  a  strait  lane ;  the  enemy  full-hearlt^il. 
Lolling  the  tongue  with  slaughtering,  having  worit 
More  plentiful  than  tools  to  do't,  struck  down 
Some  mortally,  some  slightly  touch'd,  some  falling 
Merely  through   fear;    that  the  strait  pa^  WBLt 

darom'd^ 
With  dead  men,  hurt  behind,  and  cowards  living 
To  die  with  lenglhen'd  shame. 

Lord.  Where  was  this  lan^  f 

Post.  Close  by  the  battle,  ditch'd  and  wali'd  with 
turf; 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  soldicri — 

(1)  Clown.  (2)  Block'd  up. 

(3)  A  country-game  called  |>mon-6ar«,  rulp-rly 
prison-base. 


All  hone*t  one,  I  warrant;  who  desen'd 
Si  brig  I*  breeding,  as  his  while  beard  came  to, 
In  doing  ihvA  for  his  country ;— athwart  the  lane, 
H(^,  with  two  striplings  (lads  more  like  to  run 
Tin-  founTry  base,>  than  to  commit  such  slaughter; 
V\'iT>j  iiici  ?  fit  for  mask9,  or  rather  fairer 
TtuiEi  iluiM  for  preser\ation  cas'd,  or  shame,) 
Mill]'  -i-iitl  the  |)assage;  cry'd  to  those  that  fled, 
fhir  Britain'' s  harts  die  flyings  not  our  men  : 
Ttitlarhttssjleet^ souls  thatfiy  backwards. '  Siastd; 
Or  iM  orf  HomanSy  and  wiJl  give  you  that 
Like  btustf,  which  you  shun  beastly  ,•  andmay  save^ 
But  to  iotik  bade  in  frown :  stand,  stand. — These 

lliree, 
Thrcfl  thousand  confident,  in  act  as  many, 
(For  ihrw  performers  are  the  file,  when  all 
The  r«t  do  nothing,)  with  this  word,  Stand,sli 
A{:cc)mmudated  by  the  place,  more  charming. 
With  tbcir  own  nobleness  (which  could  have  tumM 
A  cli^laflf  Lo  a  lance,)  gilded  pale  looks. 
Part,  ibaoie,  part,  spint  renew'd ;  that  some, tam*d 

toward 
But  by  cinmple  (O,  a  sin  in  war, 
DniniiM  in  the  first  beginners!)  'gan  to  look 
Thci  way  ^hat  they  dia,  and  to  grin  like  Hooi 
l- ^KMi  iht'  pikes  o'the  hunters.     Then  began 
A  ^k>pi'thf  chaser,  a  retire;  anon, 
A  jTJiil»  cunfusion  thick:  Forthwith,  they  fly 
( ■bickcfi.^,  Ihe  way  which  they  stoop'd  eagles;  staTcs, 
Thefttrit3«-i  they  victors  made:  and  now  our  cowards 
(Like  fni;j:Tnent8  in  hard  voyages,)  became 
Thc^  life  o'the  need ;  having  found  the  back-door 

open 
Of  !hc  un^arded  hearts, Heavens, bow  they  wound! 
Stmie,  s^laiii  before ;  some, dying;  some,  their  friends 
O'efbonni  i'the  former  wave :  ten,  chac'd  by  one, 
Aie  now  each  one  the  slaughterman  of  twenty : 
Tlioi^T!,  thjil  would  die  or  ere  resist,  are  grown 
Tlie  rTicrlal  bugji*  o'the  fif  Id. 

I^rd.  This  was  strange  chance 

A  riHrrow  lane  !  an  old  man,  and  two  lx)\8  • 

Post.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it :    You  are  made 
KuLIm^t  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear, 
ThntJ  (0  work  any.     Will  you  rhyme  upon*t, 
;\iid  vrnl  it  for  a  mockeiyr  Here  is  one  : 
Two  6#yj,  an  old  man  twice  a  boy^  a  lane^ 
t^if^rv''d  ihe  Britons^  ums  the  Romans'  bane. 
Ijfird.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  sir. 
Post.  'Lack,  to  what  end  ? 

Who  dares  not  stand  his  foe,  I'll  be  his  friend : 
For  if  he'll  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do, 
1  kniiW,  he'll  quickly  fly  my  friendship  too. 
Vou  hnvc  put  me  into  rhyme. 
Lftrd.  Farewell,  you  are  angry.  [EriL 

Post.    Still  going?— This  is  a  lord!    O  noble 
misery  ! 
To  bt?  i*th(i  field,  and  ask,  what  news,  of  me ! 
To-day,  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 
To  have  !*Bv'd  their  carcasses.'   took  heel  to  do't, 
And  vet  died  too.**  I,  in  mine  own  wo  chami'd, 
Coul()  not  find  death, where  I  did  hear  him  groan; 
Nur  fiicl  him,  where  he  struck:    Being  an  ugly 

monstei, 
*Tii  strange,  he  hides  him  in  fresh  cups,  soA  beds, 
Swpci  words,  or  hath  more  ministers  than  we 
That  drnw  his  knives  i'the  war. — Well,  I  will  find 

him : 
For  bciln^  now  a  favourer  to  the  Roman, 
No  mori'  a  Briton,  I  have  resum'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in  :  Fight  I  will  no  more, 
lint  yitUl  me  to  the  veriest  hind,  that  shall 
Once  tuucb  my  shoulder.    Great  the  slausfater  ii| 

(4)  Terrors. 
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Here  hmde  by  the  Roman ;  great  the  answer  be 
Bnton»  must  take ;  For  me,  mj  ransom's  death ; 
On  either  side  I  come  to  spend  my  breath; 
Which  neither  here  IMl  keep,  nor  bear  again. 
But  end  it  by  some  means  for  Imogen. 

Enter  two  British  Captains,  and  Soldiers. 

1  Cap.  Great  Jupiter  be  praisM !  Luciu«  is  taken : 
Tis  thought,  the  old  man  and  his  sons  were  angels. 

2  Cap.  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  silly  habit, 
That  gave  the  affront*  with  them. 

1  Cap.  So  'tis  reported : 
But  none  of  them  can  be  found. — Stand !  who  is 

there? 
Post.  A  Roman; 
Who  had  not  now  been  droopmg  here,  if  seconds 
Had  answered  him. 

2  Cap.  Lay  hands  on  him ;  a  dog ! 
A 1^  of  Rome  shall  not  return  to  tell, 

What  crows  have  peckM  them  here.  He  brags  his 

service 
As  if  be  were  of  note :  bring  him  to  the  king. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  attended ;  Belarius,  Guiderios, 
Arviragus,  Pisanio,  and  Roman  captives.  The 
Captains  present  Posthumus  to  Cymbeline,  who 
delivers  him  over  to  a  Gaoler :  after  which,  ail 
go  out. 

SCEJS^'E  IV.— A  prison.   Enter  Pbsthomus,  and 
two  Gaolers. 

1  Gaol.  You  shall  not  now  be  stolen,  yon  hare 

locks  upon  vou ; 
So,  graze,  as  you  find  pasture. 

2  GaoL  Ay,  or  a  stomach. 

[Exeunt  Gaolers. 
Post.  Most  welcome,  bond^ !  for  thou  art  a  way, 
I  think,  to  liberty  :  Yet  am  I  better 
Than  one  that's  siwk  o'the  gout :  since  be  had  rather 
Groan  m)  in  perpetuity,  than  be  curM 
By  the  sure  physician,  death ;  who  is  the  key 
lo unbar  these  locks.     My  conscience!  thou  art 

fetterM 
More  than  my  shanks,  and  wrists :  You  good  gods, 

give  me 
The  penitent  instrument,  to  pick  that  bolt, 
Then,  free  for  ever !  Is't  en(High,  I  am  sony  } 
So  children  temporal  fathera  Jo  appease ; 
Gods  are  more  hill  of  mercy.     Must  I  repent? 
I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gTves,3 
Deair'd,  more  than  constrain'd :  to  satisfy, 
If  of  my  freedom  'tis  the  main  part,  take 
No  stricter  render  of  me,  than  my  all. 
1  know,  you  arc  more  clement  than  vile  men. 
Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 
A  sixth,  a  tenth,  lettino^  them  thrive  again 
On  their  abatement ;  that's  not  my  desire : 
For  Imogen's  dear  life,  take  mine ;  and  though 
Tis  not  so  dear,  yet 'tis  a  life ;  you  coin'd  it : 
•Twcen  man  and* man,  they  weigh  not  every  stamp; 
Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  sake : 
You  rather  mine,  being  yours:  And  so,  great  powers, 
If  you  will  take  thisi  audit,  take  this  life. 
And  cancel  these  cold  bonds.     O  Im(^cn ! 
I'll  speak  to  thee  in  silence.  [He  sleeps. 

Solemn  music'^  Enter^  as  an  apparition^  Sicilius 
Lconatus,  ya/A<T  to  Posthumus,  an  old  man, 
attired  like  a  loarrior ;  leading  in  his  hand  an 
ancient  Matron,  his  wife,  and  mother  to  Posthu- 

(1)  Encounter.  (2)  Fetters. 

(3)  This  scene  is  supposed  not  to  be  Shakspeare's, 
but  foi«ted  in  by  the  Players  for  mere  show. 
vuL  II. 


mas,  with  music  btfore  them.  Then,  softer  other 
mMsiCf  follow  the  two  young  Leonati,  brothers 
to  Posthumus,  with  wounds^  as  they  died  in  the 
wars.  They  circle  Posthumus  round,  as  he  lies 
sleeping. 

Sid.  No  more,  thou  thunder-master,  show 
Thy  spite  on  mortal  flies: 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide. 
That  thy  adulteries 
Rates  and  revenges. 
Hath  mv  poor  boy  done  aught  but  well, 

Whose  face  I  never  saw  ? 
I  died,  whilst  in  the  womb  he  staid 

Attending  nature's  law. 
Whose  father  then  (as  men  report. 

Thou  orphans'  father  art,) 
Thou  shouidst  have  been,  and  shielded  him 
From  this  eaiih-vexing  smart 
Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid. 
But  took  me  in  my  throes  : 
That  from  me  was  Posthumus  ript ; 
Came  crying  'nxxigst  his  foes, 
A  thing  of  pity ! 
Sid.  Great  nature,  like  his  ancestry, 
Moulded  the  stuff  so  fair. 
That  he  deserv'd  the  praise  o'the  world. 
As  great  Sicilius'  heir. 

1  Bro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man. 
In  Britain  where  was  he 

That  could  stand  up  his  parallel; 

Or  fruitful  object  be 
In  eye  of  Imogen,  that  best 

Could  deem  his  dignity  ? 
Moth.  With  marriage  wherefore  was  ha  mock  U, 

To  be  exil'd  and  thrown 
From  Leonati'  seat,  and  cast 

From  her  his  dearest  one. 
Sweet  Imogen? 
Sid.  Why  did  you  suffer  lachimo, 

Slight  thing  of  Italy, 
To  taint  his  nobler  heart  and  brain 

With  needless  jealousy ; 
And  to  become  the  geek*  and  scotn 

O'the  other's  villany  ? 

2  Bro.  For  this,  from  stiller  seats  we  came. 
Our  parents,  and  us  twain. 

That,  striking  in  our  country's  cause. 

Fell  bravely,  and  were  slain ; 
Our  fealty,  and  Tenantlus*  right. 

With  honour  to  maintain. 

1  Bro.  Like  hardiment  Posthumus  hath 
To  Cymbeline  perform'd : 

Then  Jupiter,  thou  king  of  ^ods. 

Why  hast  thou  thus  adjoum'd 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due  ; 
Being  all  to  dolours  tum'd  ? 
Sifi.  Thy  crystal  window  ope ;  look  out ; 
No  longer  exercise, 
Upon  a  valiant  race,  thy  harsh 
And  potent  injuries : 
Moth.  Since,  Jupiter,  our  son  is  good. 

Take  off  his  miseries. 
SIci.  P<>ep  through  thy  marble  mansion;  help! 
Or  \ye  p<x>r  gho?its  will  cry 
To  the  sthiniii^"  synod  of  the  rest, 
A«cai"**t  thy  drity. 

2  Bro.  Help,  Jupiter  ;  or  we  appeal, 
And  fii>ni  thy  justice  fly. 

.lupiter  descends  in  thunder  and  lightning,  sMing 
vpnn  an  Eagle ;  he  throws  a  thunder-boU.  The 
Ghosts  fall  on  their  knees. 

(4)  The  fool. 
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Jup.  No  more,  you  f)etty  spirits  of  region  low, 

Offend  our  hearing;  hush ! — How  dare  ^(xighoets, 
Accuse  the  thunderer,  whose  bolt  you  know, 

Sky-planted,  batters  all  rebelling  coasts  ? 
Poor  shadowi*  of  Elysium,  hence  :  and  rest 

Upon  your  never-withering  banks  of  flower* : 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  opprest ; 

No  care  of  yours  it  is,  you  know,  *tis  ours. 
Whom  beiit  1  love,  I  cross ;  to  make  my  gift,         - 

The  more  delay'd,  delighted.     Be  content ; 
Your  low-laid  son  our  godhead  will  uplift : 

His  comforts  thrive,  his-trials  well  are  spent 
Our  Jovial  star  rei^n'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married. — Rise,  and  fade ! — 
He  shall  be  lord  of  lady  Imogen, 

And  happier  much  by  his  affliction  made. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  brea$t ;  wherein 

Our  pleasure  his  full  fortune  doth  confine ; 
And  so,  away  :  no  further  with  your  din 

Express  impatience,  lest  you  stir  up  mine. — 

Mount,  eagle,  to  my  palace  crystalline. 

[Ascends. 

Sid.  He  came  in  thunder ;  his  celestial  breath 
Was  sulphurous  to  smell :  the  holy  eagle 
StoopM,  as  to  foot  us  :  his  ascension  is 
More  sweet  than  our  blessed  fields :  his  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloys  his  beak, 
As  when  his  god  is  pleasM. 

All  Thanks,  Jupiter ! 

Sid.  The  marble  pavement  closes,  he  is  entered 
His  radiant  roof: — Away  !  and,  to  be  blest, 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  behest. 

[Ghosts  vanish. 

Post  [IVaking.]  Sleep,  thou  hast  been  a  grand- 
sire,  and  begot 
A  father  to  me  :  and  thou  hast  created 
A  mother  and  two  brothers :  But  (O  scorn  !) 
Gone  ;  they  went  hence  so  soon  as  they  were  bom. 
And  so  I  am  awake. — Poor  wretches  that  depend 
On  greatness*  favour,  dream  as  1  have  done ; 
Wake,  and  find  nothing. — But,  alas,  I  swerve : 
Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deserve, 
And  yet  are  steepM  in  favours ;  so  am  I, 
That  have  this  golden  chance,  and  know  not  why. 
What  fairies  haunt  this  ground .'  A  book  f  O,  rare 

one  ! 
Be  not,  as  is  our  fangled  world,  a  garment 
Nobler  than  that  it  covers :  let  thy  effects 
So  follow,  to  be  most  unlike  our  courtiers, 
As  good  as  promise. 

[Reads.]  fVhen  as  a  HotCs  whelp  shall,  to  himself 
unknown^  without  seeking  Jind^  and  be  em- 
braced by  a  piece  of  tender  air ;  and  when  from 
a  stately  cedar  shall  be  lopped  branches^  which, 
being  dead  many  years^  shall  ({fler  revive^  be 
jointed  to  the  old  stock,  and  freshly  grow :  then 
shall  Posthumus  end  his  miseries,  I^ritain  be  for- 
tunate^  and  flourish  in  peace  and  plenty. 

•Tis  still  a  dream  ;  or  else  such  stuff"  as  madmen 
Tongue,  and  brain  not :  either  both,  or  nothing: 
Or  senseless  speaking,  or  a  speaking  such 
As  sense  cannot  untie.     Be  what  it  is. 
The  action  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which 
IMl  keep,  if  but  for  sympathy. 

Re-enter  Gaolers. 

Gaol.  Come,  sir,  are  you  ready  for  death  ? 
Post.  Over-roasted  rather  :  readv  long  aga 
Gaol.  Hanging  is  the  word,  air ;  if  you  be  ready 
'or  that,  you  are  well  cooked. 

(1)  HaxaitL     (2)  Forward.     (3)  Target,  shield. 


Post.  So,  if  I  prrive  a  good  repast  to  the  specta- 
tors, the  dish  pays  the  shot. 

Gaol.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  sir :  Bat  the 
comfort  is,  you  shall  be  called  to  no  more  payments, 
fear  no  more  tavern  bills ;  which  are  often  the  sad- 
ness of  parting,  as  the  procuring  of  mirth :  you 
come  in  faint  tor  want  of  meat,  depart  reeling  with 
too  much  drink ;  sorry  that  you  have  paid  too  mtich, 
and  sorry  that  you  are  paia  too  much ;  purse  and 
brain  both  empty  :  the  brain  the  heavier  for  being 
too  light,  the  purse  too  light,  being  drawn  of  heavi- 
ness :  O !  of  this  contradiction  you  shall  now  be 
rt — O  the  charity  of  a  penny  cord !  it  sums  up 
usands  in  a  trice :  you  have  no  true  debtor  and 
creditor  but  it ;  of  what^s  past,  is,  and  to  come,  tibe 
discharge : — Your  neck,  sir,  is  pen,  book,  and  coon- 
ters ;  so  the  acquittance  follows. 

Post.  I  am  merrier  to  die,  than  thou  art  to  live. 

Gaol.  Indeed,  sir,  he  that  sleeps  feels  not  the 
tooth-ach :  But  a  man  that  were  to  sleep  your  sleep, 
and  a  hangman  to  help  him  to  bed,  I  think,  he 
would  change  places  with  his  officer :  for,  look  yon, 
sir,  you  know  not  which  way  you  shall  ga 

Post.  Yes,  indeed,  do  I,  fellow. 

Gaol.  Your  death  has  eyes  in*8  head  then ;  I  have 
not  seen  him  so  pictured  :  you  must  either  be  direct* 
ed  by  some  that  take  upon  them  to  know  ;  or  take 
upon  yourself  that,  which  i  am  sure  you  do  not 
know ;  or  jump^  the  after-inquiry  on  your  own  peril: 
and  how  you  shall  speed  in  your  joumey^s  end,  I 
think  you^ll  never  return  to  tell  one. 

Post.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  arc  none  want  eyei 
to  direct  them  the  way  I  am  going,  but  such  as 
wink,  and  will  not  use  them. 

Gaol.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man 
should  have  the  best  use  of  eyes,  to  see  the  way  of 
blindness !  I  ani  sure,  hanging^s  the  way  of  winJdi^. 

Enter  a  Me^enger. 

J\fess.  Knock  off"  his  manacles ;  bring  your  pri^ 
oner  to  the  king. 

Post.  Thou  bringest  good  news ; — I  am  called 
to  be  made  free. 

Gaol.  V\\  be  hanged  then. 

Post.  Thou  shah  be  then  freer  than  a  gaoler; 
no  bolts  for  the  dead. 

[Exeunt  Posthumus  and  Messenger. 

Gaol.  Unless  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows,  and 
beget  young  gibbets,  I  never  saw  one  so  prone.' 
Yet,  on  my  conscience,  there  are  verier  knaves  de- 
sire to  live,  for  all  he  be  a  Roman  :  and  there  be 
some  of  them  too,  that  die  against  their  wills ;  so 
should  I  if  I  were  one.  I  would  we  were  all  of 
one  mind,  and  one  mind  good ;  O,  there  were  deso> 
lation  of  gaolers,  and  gallowses  !  I  speak  against 
my  present  profit ;  but  my  wish  hath  a  preferment 
in*t  [Exeunt 

SCEJ^E  r.— Cymbcline's  tent.  Enter  Cymbe- 
line,  Belarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus,  Pisaok), 
Lords^  Officers,  and  Attendants. 

Cym.  Stand  by  my  side,  you  whom  the  gods  haTe 
made 
Preservers  of  my  throne.     W^o  is  my  heart. 
That  the  poor  soldier,  that  so  richly  fought. 
Whose  rags  sham*d  gilded  arms,  whose  naked  breast 
Stepp'd  before  targe'  of  proof,  cannot  be  found : 
He  shall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  grace  can  make  him  so. 

Bd.  I  never  saw 

Such  noble  fury  in  so  poor  a  thing ; 
Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promised  nought 
But  beggary  and  poor  looks. 

Cym.  No  tidings  of  hinf 
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Pis.  He  hath  been  searchM  among  the  dead  and 
living, 
But  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym.  To  my  erief,  I  am 

The  heir  of  bis  reward  ;  which  1  will  add 
To  yoiit  the  liver^  heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 

[7*0  Belarius,  Guiderius,  euid  Arviragus. 
By  whom,  I  grant,  she  lives ;  *Tis  now  the  time 
To  ask  o£  wl^nce  you  are : — report  it 

Bel,  Sir, 

In  Cambria  are  we  bom,  and  gentlemen  : 
Further  to  boast,  were  neither  true  nor  modest, 
Unleffl  I  add,  vie  are  honest. 

CtfTTU  Bow  your  knees : 

Arise,  my  kni«ri)ls  o^he  battle :  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  person,  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  estates. 

Enter  Cornelius  and  Ladies. 

There's  business  in  these  faces  : — Why  so  sadly 
Greet  you  our  victory  f  you  look  like  Romans, 
And  not  o^the  court  of  Britain. 

Cor.  Hail,  great  king  ! 

To  sour  your  happiness,  I  must  report 
The  queen  is  deaa. 

Cym.  Whom  worse  than  a  physician 

Would  this  report  become  ?  But  I  consider. 
By  medicine  life  may  be  prolonged,  vet  death 
Will  seize  the  doctor  too. — How  ended  she  f 

Cor.  With  horror,  madly  dying,  like  her  life; 
Which,  being  cruel  to  the  world,  concluded 
Most  cruel  to  herself     What  she  confessM, 
I  will  report,  so  please  you  :  These  her  women 
Can  trip  me,  if  1  err;  who,  with  wet  cheeks. 
Were  present  wlien  she  finished. 

Cym.  Pr*ythee,  say.   . 

Cor.  First,  she  confess'd  she  never  lov*d  you ;  only 
A  (fee  ted  greatness  got  by  you,  not  you  : 
Married  your  royalty,  was  wife  to  your  place ; 
Abhorr*ayour  person. 

Cym.  She  alone  knew  this : 

And,  but  she  spoke  it  dying,  1  would  not 
Believe  her  lips  in  opening  it     Proceed. 

Cor.   Your  daughter,  whom  she  bore  in  hand  to 
love 
With  such  integrity,  she  did  confess 
Was  as  a  scorpion  to  her  sight ;  whose  life, 
But  that  her  flight  prevent^  it,  she  had 
Ta*en  off  by  poison. 

Cym.  O  most  delicate  fiend ! 

Who  is*t  can  read  a  woman  ? — Is  there  more  ? 

Cor.  More,  sir,  and  worse.  She  did  confess,  she 
had 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral ;  which,  being  took. 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and,  ling*ring. 
By  inches  waste  you :    In  which  time  she  purposM, 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kissing,  to 
Overcome  you  with  her  show  :  yes,  and  in  time 
(When  she  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft,)  to  work 
Her  son  into  the  adoption  of  the  crown. 
Hat  failing  of  her  end  by  his  strange  absence, 
Crew  shameless  desperate  ;  open*d,  in  despite 
iX  heaven  and  men,  her  purposes ;  repented 
The  evils  she  hatchM  were  not  efifected ;  so, 
Despairing,  died. 

dym.  Heard  you  all  this,  her  wonwn  f 

l^ady.  We  did  so,  please  your  highness. 

Cym.  Mine  ^yes 

Were  not  in  fault,  for  she  was  beautiful ; 
Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery;  nor  mv  heart. 
That  thought  her  like  her  seeming ;  it  had  been 
vicious, 

(1)  Ready,  dextrous.         (2)  Countenance. 


To  have  mistrusted  her  :  vet,  O  my  daughter! 

That  it  was  folly  in  me,  thou  may'sl  say, 

.\nd  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.     Heaven  mend  all ! 

Enter  Lucius,  lachimo,  the  Soothsayer,  and  other 
Romnn  Prisoners,  guarded;  Posthumus  6eAtnd^ 
and  Imogen. 

Thou  com*st  not,  Caios,  now  for  tribute ;  that 
The  Britons  have  rai*d  out,  though  with  the  loss 
Of  many  a  bold  one;  whose  kini»men  have  made  suit, 
That  their  good  souls  may   be   appeased    with 

slaughter 
Of  you  their  captives,  which  oiirself  have  gpranted ; 
So,  think  of  your  estate. 

Luc.  Consider,  sir,  the  chance  of  war :  the  day 
Was  y(HJrs  by  accident ;   had  it  gone  with  us. 
We  should  not,  when  the  blood  was  cool,  have 

threatened 
Our  prisoners  with  the  sword.   But  since  the  gods, 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  cat  I'd  ransom,  let  it  come :  sufficeth, 
A  Roman  with  a  Roman's  heart  can  suflfer: 
Augustus  lives  to  think  on't  :  And  so  much 
For  my  peculiar  care.     This  one  thing  only 
I  will  entreat;  My  boy, a  Briton  bom, 
I^t  him  be  ransom'd  :  never  master  had 
A  page  so  kind,  so  duteous,  diligent. 
So  tender  over  his  occasions,  true, 
■So  feat,i  so  nurse-like :  let  his  virtue  join 
With  my  request,  which,  I'll  make  bold,  you' 

highness 
Cannot  deny  ;  he  hath  done  no  Briton  harm. 
Though  he  have  serv'd  a  Roman :  save  him,  sii 
And  spare  no  blood  beside. 

Cym.  I  have  surely  seen  him . 

His  favour^  is  familiar  to  me. — 
Boy,  thou  hast  look'd  thyself  into  my  grace. 
And  art  mine  own. — 1  know  not  why,  nor  where- 
fore, 
To  say,  live,  boy :  ne'er  thank  thy  master ;  live  : 
And  ask  of  Cymbeline  what  boon  thou  wilt. 
Fitting  my  bounty,  and  thy  state,  I'll  give  it ; 
Vea,  though  thou  do  denoand  a  prisoner. 
The  noblest  ta'en. 

Imo.  I  humbly  thank  your  highness 

Luc.  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  lad ; 
And  yet,  I  know,  thou  wilt 

Imo.  No,  no :  alack, 

There's  other  work  in  hand ;  i  see  a  thing. 
Bitter  to  me  as  death :  your  life,  good  master, 
Must  shuffle  for  itbelf. 

Luc.  The  boy  disdains  me. 

He  leaves  me,  scorns  me  :  Briefly  die  their  joys. 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys. — 
Why  stands  he  so  perplex'd .' 

Cym.  What  would'st  thou,  boy  ? 

I  love  thee  more  and  more ;   think  more  and  more 
What's  best  to  ask.   Know'st  him  thou  look'st  on  f 

speak, 
Wilt  have  him  live  ?  Is  he  thy  kin .'  thy  friend  ? 

Imo.  He  is  a  Roman ;  no  more  kin  to  me. 
Than  I  to  your  highness ;  who,  being  Dom  your 

vassal. 
Am  something  nearer. 

Cym.  Wherefore  ev*st  him  so  f 

Imo.  I'll  tell  you,  sir,  in  private,  if  you  please 
To  give  me  hearing. 

Cym.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart. 

And  lend  my  best  attention.     What's  thy  name  ? 

Imo.  Fidele,  sir. 

Cym.  Thou  art  my  good  youth, my  page; 

I'll  be  thy  master :  Walk  with  me ;  sjieak  freely. 

[Cymbeline  and  Imogen  converse  apart 

Bet  Is  not  this  boy  reviv'd  from  death? 
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Arv.  One  nnd  aoodier 

Not  more  mnnblea:  That  tweet  rosjr  lad. 
Who  died,  aod  wm  Fidele  ^-What  tiunk  joa  f 

GuL  The  same  dead  thing  alive. 

Bd.  Peace,  peace!  see  further;  be  ejea ns not ; 
forbear; 
Creatares  maj  be  alike :  were*t  he,  I  am  rare 
He  woald  have  spoke  to  us. 

Grd.  But  we  saw  him  dead. 

Bd.  Be  silent ;  let's  see  further. 

Pii.  It  is  mj  mistress : 

[AsiiU. 
Since  she  is  livinf^,  let  the  time  nm  on. 
To  good,  or  bad. 

[C}-mbeline  and  Imoren  tomt  forward. 

CynL  Come,  stand  thou  bv  our  side ; 

Make  thy  demand  aloud.— Sir,  [7b  ladL]  step  jou 

forth; 
Give  answer  to  this  boj,  and  do  it  freely ; 
Or,  bj  our  greatness,  and  the  grace  of  it. 
Which  is  our  honour,  bitter  torture  shall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  &lsehood.— On,  speak  to 
him. 

/mo.  Mj  boon  is,  diat  thb  gentleman  ma j  render 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

Pott  What's  that  to  him  } 

[Atidt. 

Cym.  That  diamond  upon  yoor  finger,  saj, 
How  came  it  yours  ? 

/odL  Thoo*lt  torture  me  to  leave  unspoken  that 
Which,  to  be  spolte,  would  torture  tbee. 

Cym.  How!tne? 

lack.  I  am  glad  to  be  constrainM  to  utter  that 
which 
Torments  me  to  conceal    By  villany 
I  eoi  this  ring ;  *twas  Leonatus*  iewel : 
Whom  thou  didst  banish ;  and  (which  more  may 

grieve  thee, 
As  it  doth  me,)  a  nobler  sir  ne*er  liv*d 
*T  wixt  skr  and  ground.    Wilt  thou  hear  more,  my 

Cym.  All  that  belongs  \o  tiiis. 

loch.  That  paragon,  <hy  daughter,— 

For  whom  my  heart  (Iron  blood,  and  raj  false  spirits 
QuaiH  to  remember,— Uive  me  leave ;  I  faint 

Cym.  My  daughter !  what  of  her?  Renew  thy 
strength : 
i  had  rather  tlmu  slioold'st  live  while  nature  will. 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more :  strive  man,  and  speak. 

ladi.  Upon  a  time,  (unhappy  was  the  clock 
That  struck  the  hour !)  it  was  in  Rome,  (accurs'd 
The  mansion  where !)  *twas  at  a  feast,  (O  Vould 
Our  viancJs  had  been  poisonM !  or,  at  least, 
Thow  which  I  heav*d  to  head !)  the  good  Pbsthumus 
(What  should  I  say  ?  he  was  too  good,  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were ;  and  was  the  best  of  all 
Amongst  the  rar*»t  of  eood  ones,)  sitting  sadly. 
Hearing  us  praise  our  loves  of  Italy 
For  beauty  mat  made  barren  the  swellM  boast 
Of  him  that  best  could  speak;  for  feature,  laming 
The  shrine  of  Venus,  or  straight-pi^wMiner\*a, 
Postures  beyond  brief  nature ;  for  condition, 
A  shop  of  all  the  qualities  that  man 
Loves  woman  for ;  besides,  that  hook  of  wiving. 
Fairness  which  strikes  the  eye : 

Cym.  I  stand  on  fire  : 

Come  to  the  matter. 

lack.  All  too  soon  I  shall. 

Unless  thou  woo1d*st  grieve  quickly. — ^This  Pos- 

thumus 
(Most  like  a  noble  /xd  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  royal  bver,)  took  his  hint; 

(1)  Sink  into  dejection. 


And,  not  dispraising  whom  he  mai>*d  (therein 

He  was  as  calm  as  virtue,)  he  bwan 

His  mistress*  picture ;  which  by  his  tongna  beiqg 

maoe. 
And  then  a  mind  put  in*t,  either  our  brags 
Were  crack'd  of  kitchen  trulls,  or  his  description 
Prov*d  us  unspeaking  sots. 
Cym.                         Nay,  nay,  to  the  purpose. 
lack.  Your  daughter's  chastity — there  it  begins. 
He  spake  of  her  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams. 
And  she  alone  were  cold  :  Whereat,  I,  wretch  ! 
Made  scruple  of  his  praise ;  and  wager*d  with  bin; 
Pieces  of  gold,  *gainst  thb  which  then  he  w< 
Upon  lus  honour^  finger,  to  attain 
In  suit  the  place  of  his  bed,  and  win  this  rin|^ 
By  hers  and  mine  adultery :  be,  true  knight. 
No  lesserof  her  honour  confident 
Than  1  did  tnilv  find  her,  stakes  this  ring. 
And  would  so,  had  it  been  a  carbuncle 
Of  Phoebus*  wheel ;  and  might  so  safely,  had  it 
Been  all  the  worth  of  his  car.    Away  to  Britain 
Post  I  in  this  design :  Well  may  you,  sir. 
Remember  me  at  court,  where  I  was  taqght 
Of  jrour  chaste  daughter  the  wide  difference 
*Twixt  amorous  and  villanous.  Being  thus  qnench'd 
Of  hope,  not  longing,  mine  Italian  brain 
*Gan  m  your  duller  Britain  operate 
Most  vilely ;  for  my  vanta^  excellent ; 
And,  to  be  brief,  mr  practice  so  prevaiPd, 
That  I  retum*d  with  simular  proof  enough 
To  make  the  noUe  Leonatus  mad. 
By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown 
With  tokens  thus,  and  thus ;  averring  notes 
Of  chamber-hanging,  pictures,  this  Iwr  bracelet, 
(O,  cunning,  how  I  got  it !)  nay,  some  marks 
Of  secret  on  her  person,  that  m  could  not 
But  think  her  bond  of  chastity  quite  cracked, 
I  bavins;  *a*en  the  forfeit    Whereupon, — 
Methinks,  I  see  him  now, 

Pott.  kj^  so  thou  dost, 

\Coming  forwrnrd. 
Italian  fiend ! — Ah  me,  most  credulous  fool, 
l'^rr>:^ious  murderer,  thief,  any  thing 
Th:it*s  due  to  all  the  villains  past,  in  being, 
To  come  ! — O,  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poiso  i, 
Some  upright  justicer !  Thou,  king,  send  out 
For  torturers  ingenious:  it  is  I 
That  all  the  abhorred  things  o*the  earth  amend, 
Bv  beins:  worse  than  they.     I  am  Posthumos, 
That  kilPd  thy  daughter :— villain-like,  I  lie) 
That  cauVd  a  lesser  villain  than  myself, 
A  sacrilegious  thief,  to  do*t : — the  temple 
Of  virtue  was  she ;  yea,  and  she  herseUl' 
Spit,  and  throw  stones,  cast  mire  upon  me,  set 
The  dogs  o*tbe  street  to  bay  me  :  eveiy  villain 
Be  calPd,  Pbsthumus  Leonatus ;  and 
Be  villany  less  than  *twas!— O  Imogen ! 
My  queen,  my  life,  my  wife !  O  Imogen, 
Imogen,  Imogen ! 

Imo.  Peace,  my  lord ;  hear,  hear,— 

PotL  Shairshaveaplayofthis?  Thou  scornful 
page. 
There  lie  thy  part  [Striking  her  ;  she  fails. 

Pis.  O,  gentlemen,  help,  help 

Mine,  and  your  mistress : — 0,  my  lord  Posthumus ! 
Vou  ne*er  kiird  Immn  till  now :— Help,  help!— 
Mine  honoured  lady ! 

Cym.  Does  the  world  go  round  ? 

Post.  How  come  these  stagpers  on  me? 

Pis.  Wake,  my  mistrm 

Cym.  If  this  be  so,  the  gods  do  mean  to  strike  me 

(2)  Not  only  the  temple  of  virtoe,  but  virtue  her 

self. 
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To  death  with  mortal  joj. 
Pis.  How  fares  my  mistress? 

Imo.  O,  get  thee  from  my  sight ; 
Thou  gav'si  me  poison  :  dangerous  fellow,  hence  ! 
Breathie  not  where  princes  are. 

Cym.  The  tune  of  Imogen ! 

Pis.  Lady, 
The  rods  throw  stones  of  sulphur  on  me,  if 
That  box  I  gave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing ;  I  had  it  from  the  queen. 

Cym.  New  matter  still  ? 

Imo.  It  poisoned  me. 

Cor.  Ogods!— 

I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  queen  confessed, 
Which  must  approve  thee  honejit :  If  Pisanio 
■    Have,  said  she,  given  his  mistress  that  confection 
Which  I  gave  him  for  a  cordial,  she  is  servM 
As  I  would  serve  a  rat 

Cym.  What^s  this,  Cornelius? 

Cor.  The  queen,  sir,  very  oft  imp6rtun*d  roe 
To  temper*  poisons  for  her ;  still  pretending 
The  satisfaction  of  her  knowledge,  only 
In  killing  creatures  vile,  as  cats  and  dogs 
Of  no  esteem  :  I,  dreading  that  her  purpose 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  stuflf,  which,  being  ta*en,  would  cease 
The  preitent  power  of  life  ;  but,  in  short  time, 
AH  omces  of  nature  should  again 
Do  their  due  functions. — Have  you  ta*en  ol  it.^ 

Imo.  Most  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

Bel.  My  boys. 

There  was  our  error. 

Gui.  This  is  sure,  Fidele. 

Imo.  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  lady 

from  you  f 

Tliink,  that  you  are  upon  a  rock ;  and  now 

Throw  me  again.  [Embracing  him. 

Post.  Hang  there  nke  fruit,  my  soul. 

Till  the  tree  die ! 

Cym.  How  now,  my  flesh,  my  child  ? 

W^hat,  makM  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  act  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  speak  to  roe  .^ 

Imo.  Your  blessing,  sir. 

[Kneeling. 

Bel  Though  you  did  love  this  youth,  I  blame  ye 
not; 
You  had  a  motive  for*t  [To  Gui.  and  Arv. 

Cym.  My  tears  that  fall, 

Prove  holy  water  on  thee !  Imogen, 
Thy  mother^s  dead. 

Jmo.  1  am  sorry  for*t,  nvjr  lord, 

Cym.  O,  she  was  naught ;  and  Moiig  of  her  it  was. 
That  we  meet  here  so  strangely  :  But  her  son 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where. 

Pis.  My  lord. 

Now  fear  is  from  me,  Pll  speak  troth.  Lord  Cloten, 
Upon  my  lady^s  missing,  came  to  nra 
With  his  sword  drawn  ;  foam*d  at  the  mouth,  and 

swore. 
If  I  discovered  not  which  way  she  was  gone. 
It  was  my  instant  death  :  By  accident, 
I  had  a  feigned  letter  of  my  master's 
Then  in  my  pocket ;  which  directed  him 
To  seek  her  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford; 
Where,  in  a  freniy,  in  my  master's  garments. 
Which  he  inforcM  from  me,  away  he  posts 
With  unchaste  purpose,  and  with  oath  to  yiolate 
My  lady's  honour :  what  became  of  him, 
I  rarther  know  not 

Gui.  Let  roe  end  the  stoiy : 

I  slew  him  there. 

Cym.  Many,  the  gods  forfend  li  ^ 

(1)  Mix,  compound.  (2)  Forbid. 

52 


I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  should  from  my  lipa 
Pluck  a  hard  sentence :  pr'ythee,  valiant  youth, 
Deny't  again. 

Gui.  1  have  spoke  it,  and  I  did  it 

Cym.  He  was  a  prince. 

Gui.  A  RKMt  uncivil  one :  The  wrongs  be  did  hm 
Were  nothing  prince-like ;  for  he  did  pnovoke  me 
With  language  that  would  make  me  spurn  the  sea, 
If  it  could  roar  so  to  me :  I  cut  oA's  head ; 
And  am  right  glad,  he  is  not  standing  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cym,  I  am  sorry  for  thee : 

By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemned,  and  mutt 
Endure  our  law :  Thou  art  dead. 

Jmo.  That  headless  man 

I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

Cym.  Bind  the  offender. 

Ana  take  him  from  our  presence. 

Bel.  Stay,  sir  king : 

This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  slew. 
As  well  descended  as  thyself;  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited,  than  a  band  of  Clotens 
Had  ever  scar  for. — Let  his  arms  alone ; 

[To  the  Guard. 
They  were  not  bom  for  bondage. 

Cym  Why,  old  soldier. 

Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for. 
By  tasting  of  our  wrath  f  How  of  descent 
As  good  as  we  ? 

*nrv.  In  that  he  spake  too  far. 

Cym.  And  thou  shalt  die  for't 

BeL  We  will  die  all  thrae: 

But  I  will  prove,  that  two  of  us  are  as  good 
As  I  have  given  out  him. — My  sons,  I  must. 
For  mine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  speecn. 
Though,  haply,  well  for  you. 

Arv.  Your  danger  is 

Ours. 

Crui.  And  our  good  his. 

Bel.  Have  at  it  then.— 

By  leave ;— Thou  hadst,  great  king,  a  subject,  who 
Was  call'd  Belarius. 

Cym.  What  of  him  ?  he  is 

A  banish'd  traitor. 

Bel.  He  it  is,  that  hath 

Assum'd  this  age :  indeed,  a  banish'd  man ; 
I  know  not  how,  a  traitor. 

Cym^  Take  him  hence ; 

The  whole  world  shall  not  save  him. 

Bel.  Not  too  hot  I 

First  pay  me  for  the  nursing  of  thy  sons ; 
And  let  it  be  confiscate  all,  so  soon 
As  I  have  received  it 

Cym.  Nursing  of  my  sons .' 

BeL  I  am  too  blunt,  and  saucy :  Here's  my  knee; 
Ere  I  arise,  I  will  prefer  my  sons ; 
Then,  spare  not  the  old  father.     Mighty  sir. 
These  two  young  gentlemen,  that  call  me  father. 
And  think  they  are  my  sons,  are  none  of  mine ; 
They  are  the  issue  of  your  loins,  my  liege. 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Cym.  How !  my  issue  ? 

Bel.  So  sure  as  you  your  father's.  I,  old  Morgan, 
Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  sometime  banish'd  : 
Your  pleasure  was  my  mere  offence,  my  puiiislimeut 
Itself,  and  all  my  treason ;  that  I  sut)er*d. 
Was  all  the  harm  I  did.     These  gentle  princes 
(For  such,  and  so  they  are,)  these  twenty  years 
Have  I  train'd  up:  those  arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them ;  my  breeding  was,  sir,  as 
Your  highness  knows.     Their  nurse,  Euriphile, 
Whom  lor  the  theft  I  wedded,  stole  these  chil^pea 
Upon  my  banishment:  I  mov'd  herto't; 
Having  receiv'd  the  punishment  before. 
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For  that  which  I  did  then  :  Beaten  for  lojral^ 
Excited  me  to  treason  :  Their  dear  loss. 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  shapM 
Unto  my  end  of  stealing  thenL    But,  gracious  sir, 
Here  are  your  sons  again ;  and  I  must  lo6e 
Two  of  the  8wcet*8t  companions  in  the  world  : — 
The  benediction  of  these  covering  heavens 
Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew  !  for  they  are  worthy 
To  inlay  heaven  with  stars. 

Cym.  Thou  weep*8t,  and  speak'st 

The  service  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike  than  this  thou  tcIPst :  I  lost  my  children ; 
If  these  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wish 
A  pair  of  wormier  tons. 

BeL  Be  pleasM  a  while. — 

This  gentleman,  whom  I  call  Polydore, 
Most  worthy  prince,  as  yours,  is  true  Guiderius ; 
This  gentleman,  my  Cadwal,  Arviragus, 
Your  younger  princely  son ;  he,  sir,  was  lapp*d 
In  a  nxwt  curious  mantle,  wrought  by  the  band 
Of  his  queen  mother,  which,  for  more  probatiixi, 
I  can  with  ease  produce. 

Cym.  Guiderius  had 

Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  sanguine  star ; 
Jt  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel.  This  is  he  ; 

Who  hath  upon  him  still  that  natural  stamp : 
It  was  wise  nature's  end  in  the  donation, 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cym.  O,  what  am  I 

A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three  ?  Ne'er  mother 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more  : — Bless'd  may  you  be. 
That,  after  this  strange  starting  from  your  orbs, 
You  may  reign  in  them  now  ! — O  Imogen, 
Thou  hast  lost  by  this  a  kingdom. 

Imo.  No,  my  lord ; 

I  have  got  two  worlds  by't. — O  mv  gentle  brother, 
Have  we  thus  met  f  O  never  say  hereafter, 
ftut  I  am  truest  speaker :  you  calPd  me  brother, 
When  I  was  but  your  sister ;  I  you  brothers. 
When  you  were  so  indeed. 

Cym.  Did  you  e'er  meet .' 

Arv.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Gut.  And  at  first  meeting  lov'd ; 

Continued  so,  until  we  thought  he  died. 

Cor.  By  the  queen's  dram  she  swallow'd. 

Cym.  O  rare  instinct ! 

When  shall  I  hear  all  through.'  This  fierce'  abridg- 
ment 
Hath  to  it  circumstantial  branches,  which 
Distinction  should  be  rich  in.^ — Where  f  how  liv'd 

you .' 
And  when  came  you  to  serve  our  Roman  captive  ? 
How  parted  with  your  brothers.'  how  first  met 

them  ? 
Why  fled  you  from  the  court?  and  whither  ?  These, 
And  your  three  motives  to  the  battle,  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more,  should  be  demanded ; 
And  all  the  other  by-dependencies. 
From  chance  to  chance ;  but  nor  the  time,  nor  place. 
Will  sen'e  our  long  intergatories.     See, 
Poethumus  anchors  upon  Im<^en  ; 
And  she,  like  harmless  lightning,  throws  her  eye 
On  him,  her  brothers,  me,  her  master ;  hitting 
Each  object  with  a  joy  ;  the  counterchange 
Is  severally  in  all.     Let's  quit  this  ground. 
And  smoke  the  temple  with  our  sacrifices. — 
Thou  art  my  brother ;  So  we'll  hold  thee  ever. 

[To  Belarius. 

Imo.  You  are  my  father  too;  and  did  relieve  me, 

(1)  Vehement,  rapid. 

(2)  i.  e.  Which  ought  to  be  rendered  distinct  by 
an  ample  narrative. 


To  see  this  gracious  t 

Cym.  All  o'eriov'd. 

Save  these  in  bonds  ;  let  th^m  be  joyFuJ  too, 
For  they  shall  taste  our  comfort 

Imo.  My  good  ma 

I  will  yet  do  you  service. 

Luc.  Happy  be  you  ! 

Cym.  The  forlorn  soldier  that  so  n€rf)ly  fought. 
He  would  have  well  becom'd  this  place,  and  grac'd 
The  thankings  of  a  king. 

Pott.  I  am,  sir. 

The  soldier  that  did  company  these  three 
In  poor  beseeming ;  'twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpose  I  then  follow'd ;— That  I  was  be. 
Speak,  lachinK) ;  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  you  finish. 

lack.  I  am  down  i^in : 

[Kneding. 
But  now  my  heavy  conscience  sinks  my  knee. 
As  then  your  force  did.  Take  that  life,  'beseech  yon. 
Which  1  so  often  owe  :  but,  your  ring  first ; 
And  here  the  bracelet  of  the  truest  princess, 
That  ever  swore  her  faith. 

Post.  Kneel  not  to  me : 

The  power  that  I  have  on  you,  is  to  spare  yoa ; 
The  malice  towards  you,  to  forgive  you  :  Live, 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym.  Nobly  doom'd : 

We'll  learn  our  freenen  of  a  soo-in-law ; 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

^rv.  You  holp  us,  sir. 

As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  brother : 
Joj'd  are  we,  that  you  arc. 

Post.  Your  servant,  princes. — Good  my  lord  of 
Rome, 
Call  forth  your  soothsayer :  As  I  slept,  roethoogfat. 
Great  Jupiter,  upon  his  eagle  back, 
Appear'd  to  me,  with  other  spritely  shows' 
Or  mine  own  kindred  :  when  I  wak'd,  I  found 
This  label  on  my  bosom ;  whose  containing 
Is  so  from  sense  in  hardness,  that  I  cmi 
Make  no  collection  of  it ;  let  him  show 
His  skill  in  the  construction. 

Luc.  Philarraoous, — 

Sooth.  Here,  my  good  lord. 

Luc.  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Sooth.  [Reads]  When  as  a  Zion'*  wheip  shall,  to 

himself  unknown^  without  seeking^  fmd^  and  in 

embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender  air :  and  when 

from,  a  stately  cedar  shall  be  lopped  branches, 

which,  being  dead  many  yearSj  shall  after  revioe, 

be  jointed  to  the  old  stocky  and  freshly  grow ; 

then  shall  Posthumus  end  his  miseries^  Britain 

be  fortunate,  and  flourish  in  peace  and  plenty. 
Thou,  Leonatus,  art  the  lion's  whelp  ; 
The  fit  and  apt  construction  of  thy  name. 
Being  Leo-natus,  doth  import  so  much  ; 
The  piece  of  tender  air,  thy  virtuous  daughter, 

[  To  Cymbeline— 
Which  we  call  moUis  aer  ;  and  mollis  aer 
We  terra  it  mulier :  which  mulier  I  divine. 
Is  this  most  constant  wife  ;  who,  even  now. 
Answering  the  letter  of  the  oracle, 
Unknown  to  you,  unsought,  were  clipp'd  about^ 
With  this  most  tender  air. 

Cym.  This  hath  sonoe  seeminf!;^ 

Sooth.  The  lofty  cedar,  royal  Cynibeline, 
Personates  thee  :  and  thy  lopp'd  branches  pant 
Thy  two  sons  forth  :  who,  by  Belarius  stolen. 
For  many  years  thought  dead,  are  now  reviv'd. 
To  the  majestic  cedar  join'd ;  whose  issue 
Promises  Britain  peace  and  plenty. 

(3)  Ghostly  appearances.         (4)  Embracea 
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Semi  11.  CYMBELLNE. 

Oyw.  Well, 

My  peace  we  will  beg;in : — And,  Caius  Lucios, 
Altboagh  the  victor,  we  submit  to  Cieaar, 
And  to  the  Roman  empire ;  promising 
To  paj  oar  wonted  tribate,  from  the  which 
We  were  dissuaded  by  our  wicked  oueen ; 
Whom  heavens,  in  justice  (both  on  ner  and  hers,) 
Have  laid  most  heavy  hand. 

Sot^  The  fingers  of  the  powers  above  do  tone 
The  harmony  of  this  peace.    'Hie  vision 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius,  ere  the  stroke 
Of  this  yet  scarce-cold  battle,  at  this  instant 
Is  firil  accomplish^ :  For  the  Ron»n  eagle, 
From  south  to  west  on  wing  soaring  aloft, 
LessenM  herself,  and  in  the  beams  o'the  sun 
So  vanish*d :  which  foreshowM  our  princely  eagle, 
The  imperial  Caesar,  should  again  unite 
His  &vour  with  the  radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  shines  here  in  the  west 

Cyn.  Laud  we  the  gods; 

And  let  our  crooked  smokes  climb  to  their  nostrils 
From  our  bless'd  altars !  Publish  we  this  peace 
To  all  our  subjects.     Set  we  forward :  Let 
A  Roman  ana  a  British  ensign  wave 
Friendly  together :  So  through  Lud*s  town  march  : 
And  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 
Oar  peace  weMi  ratify ;  seal  it  with  feasts. — 
Set  on  there : — ^Never  was  a  war  did  cease. 
Ere  bloody  hands  were  washed,  with  such  a 


51:1 


This  play  has  many  just  sentiments,  seme  natoral 
dialogues,  and  some  pleasing  sceues,  but  they  are 
obtained  at  the  expense  of  much  incongruity.  To 
remark  the  folly  of  the  fiction,  the  absurdity  of  the 
conduct,  the  confusion  of  the  names  and  manners 
of  ditierent  times,  and  the  impossibility  of  the  events 
in  anj^  ^stem  of  life,  were  to  waste  criticism  upon 
nnreststing  imbecility,  upon  &ults  too  evident  finr 
detection,  and  too  gross  finr  agxravation. 

JOHNSON. 


SONG, 


IDNO    BY    OUIOBSIUI    AND    ARVIRAaul    OVBa 
riOCLI,  lUPPOlIO  TO  BC  OCAO. 

BY  MR.  WILUAM  COLLINS. 


To  fair  Fidele*s  erassy  iomh^ 

Sqft  maida  anaviUare  hindt  ihaU  bring 
Each  opening  sweet,  qf  earliest  bloom. 

And  riJU  all  the  breathing  spring. 

J^o  wailing  ghost  shall  dare  appear 
7b  vex  with  shrieks  his  quiet  grove, 

But  shepherd  lads  assemble  here. 
And  melting  virgins  own  their  love. 

JVb  withered  witch  shall  here  be  seen, 
JVb  goblins  lead  their  nightly  crew : 

The  female  favs  shall  haunt  the  green. 
And  dress  thy  grave  with  pearly  dao. 

2%e  red-breast  ofl  at  evemng  Jiours, 
Shall  kindly  lend  his  little  aid. 

With  hoary  moss,  and  gather*dJlowers, 
To  deck  the  ground  where  thou  art  hid. 

When  howling  winds,  and  beatmgrain. 
In  tempest  shake  the  sylvan  cell; 

Or  midst  the  chaceon  every  plain. 
The  tender  thought  on  thee  shaU  dwell 

Eiach  lonely  scene  shall  thee  restore  ; 

Fhr  thee  the  tear  be  duly  shed: 
Belov%  till  life  could  charm  no  vtorsf 

And  moum'd  tiUpity^s  $e(f  be  dead. 
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TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


S^tananoB,  ton  to  the  late  emperor  o/*  Rome,  end 

a/tenoarda  declared  emperor  lumee^, 
fittMianiu,  brother  to  Satuminua;  in  low  with 

Lavinia. 
Titoi  Androoiou,  a  nobk  Roman,  gmemlagaintt 

the  Goths. 
MucoB  ADdranicua,  tribwu  ff  (hi  feopkf  and 

brother  to  Tihtt. 
Locim,     ^ 

SuSS;  (  ««"  ^  ^*^  Andronieus, 
Mutint,     3 

Young  Lnciofl,  a  boy,  ton  to  Luehit, 
Publiufl,  ton  to  Marcus  the  tribune, 
JEioilius,  a  noble  Roman, 


Alarboa,     ) 

Chiron,       >  sont  to  Tamora, 

Demetriui,  N 

Aaron,  a  Moor,  behoedby  Tamora. 

A  Ckqftain,  Tribune,  Messenger^  and  CUnrnt 

Romant. 
Ooths,  and  Romans. 

TaiDon,  Queen  qf  ihe  Goths. 

Lavinia,  daughter  to  Titus  Andromau. 

A  Jfurse,  anda  black  Child. 

Ednsmen  qf  Titus,  Senators,  Tribunes,  Officers, 
Soldiert,  and  Attendants. 

Scene,  Rome ;  and  the  country  near  it 


ACT  I. 

SCEKE  /.—Rome.  Btfore  the  CamtoL  The 
tomb  of  the  Andronici  appearing;  the  Tribunes 
and  Senatort  alq/t,  as  in  the  tenaU.  Enter,  be- 
low, Saturainus  and  his  Fhllowert,  on  one  aide  ; 
and  BaMianus  and  his  Followers,  on  the  other  / 
with  drum  and  coUmrs. 

Satuminus. 

ri  OBLE  patricians,  patrons  of  ny  right. 
Defend  the  justice  of  my  cause  with  arms ; 
And,  coontiyinen,  my  loving  follovrers, 
Plead  mj  successive  tidei  with  your  swords  • 
I  am  his  first-bom  son,  that  was  the  last 
That  ware  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome ; 
Then  let  my  fiither*8  honours  live  in  me. 
Nor  wrong  mine  age  with  this  indignity. 
Bos.  Romans,— friends,  followen,  favooren  of 
my  right,— 
[f  ever  Bassianus,  Caesar's  son. 
Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 
Keep  men  this  passage  to  the  Capitol.; 
And  suffer  not  dishonour  to  approach 
The  imperial  seat,  to  virtue  consecrate. 
To  justice,  continence,  and  nobility  • 
But  let  desert  in  pore  election  shine ; 
And,  Romans,  fight  for  freedom  in  your  chtice. 

Enter  Marcus  Androoicus  olq/T,  with  the  crown. 

Mar.  Princes  that  strive  bj  factions,  and  by 

friends. 
Ambitiously  for  rule  and  empeiy,— 
Know,  that  the  people  of  Rome,  for  whom  we 

stand 
A  special  party,  have,  by  their  comnno  voice. 
In  electioo  for  the  Roman  erapeiy. 
Chosen  Androoicus,  sumamed  Pius, 
For  many  good  and  great  deserts  to  Rome ; 
A  nobler  man,  a  braver  warrior. 


(1)  t.  e.  Title  tQ  the 
VOL.  u. 


(2)SQmmooed. 


Lives  not  this  day  within  the  city  walb : 
He  by  the  senate  is  accited^  home, 
From  weanr  wars  against  the  barbarous  Goths; 
That,  with  nis  sons,  a  terror  to  our  foes. 
Hath  yok*d  a  nation  strong,  trainM  up  in  arms. 
Ten  years  are  spent,  since  first  he  undertook 
This  cause  of  Ilome,  and  chastised  with  aims 
Our  enemies*  pride :  Five  times  be  hath  retum'd 
Bleeding  to  Borne,  bearing  his  valiant  sons 
In  coffins  from  the  field; 
And  now  at  last,  laden  with  booour*s  spoils. 
Returns  thejeood  Andronieus  to  Rome, 
Renowned  Titus,  flourishing  in  arms. 
Let  us  entreat,— By  honour  of  his  name. 
Whom,  worthil}^,  vou  would  have  now  socoead. 
And  in  the  Capitol  and  senate's  right. 
Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore,— 
That  you  withdraw  you,  and  abate  your  streogtti ; 
Diamtas  your  followers,  and,  as  suitors  should. 
Plead  your  deserts  in  peace  and  humbleness. 

Sat  How  fair  the  tribune  speaks  to  calm  my 
thoughts! 

Bas.  Marcus  Andronieus,  so  I  do  tffy 
In  thy  uprightness  and  intes;Tity, 
And  so  1  love  and  honour  tnee  and  thine. 
Thy  nobler  brother  Titus,  and  his  sons. 
And  her  to  whom  my  thou^ts  are  humbled  all, 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Rome's  rich  ornament. 
That  I  will  here  dismiss  my  lovior  friends ; 
And  to  my  fortunes,  and  the  people's  favour. 
Commit  my  cause  in  balance  to  be  weijrii'd. 

[Exeunt  the  FoUowera  o/Baaaianxm. 

SaL  Frienus,  that  have  been  thus  forward  in  my 
right, 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  dismiss  you  all ; 
And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  coontiy 
Commit  myself,  my  person,  and  the  cause. 

[Exeunt  the  EMawert  qf  Satuinimis. 
Rome,  be  as  just  and  gracious  unto  roe, 
As  I  am  conmient  and  kind  to  thee. — 
Open  thegates,  and  let  me  in. 

Bas.  Tribunes !  and  me,  a  poor  competitor 
[Sat  and  Bas.  go  into  the  CapUd,  and  extuni 
iM(AS0Mlorf,  Marcos,  4rc 
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TITUS  ANDRONICCS. 


Adt, 


SCEL^E  II.—Th£  Mome.    Enter  a  Captain,  and 
others. 

Cap.  Romans,  make  way;  The  good  Andronicus, 
Patron  of  virtue,  Rome's  best  champion. 
Successful  in  the  battles  that  he  fights. 
With  honour  and  with  fortune  is  retum*d, 
From  where  he  circumscribed  with  his  sword, 
And  brought  to  yoke,  the  enemies  of  Rome. 

Flourish  qf  trumpets,  SfC.  Enter  Mutios  and 
Martius :  after  them,  two  men  bearing  a  coffin, 
covered  toith  black  ;  then  Quintus  and  Lucius. 
After  them,  Titus  Andronicus;  and  then  Ta- 
mora,  trith  Alarbuf ,  Chiron,  Demetrius,  Aaron, 
and  other  Goths,  prisoners ;  Soldiers  and  People, 
fMowing.  The  bearers  set  down  the  coffin,  and 
Titus  speaks. 

Tit.   Hail,  Rome,  victorious  in  thy  mourning 
weeds ! 
Lo,  as  the  bark  that  hath  discharge  her  fraught,) 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  bay, 
From  whence  at  first  she  wei^hM  her  anchorage, 
Cometh  Andronicus,  bound  with  laurel  boughs. 
To  re-salute  his  country  with  his  tears ; 
Tears  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome. — 
Thou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol,^ 
Stand  gracious  to  the  rites  that  we  intend ! — 
Romans,  of  five  and  twenty  valiant  sons, 
Half  of  the  number  that  king  Priam  had, 
Behold  the  poor  remains,  alive,  and  dead ! 
These,  that  survive,  let  Rome  reward  with  love ; 
These,  that  I  bring  unto  their  latest  home. 
With  burial  amongst  their  ancestors: 
Here  Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  sheathe  my 

sword. 
Titos,  unkind,  and  careless  of  thine  own. 
Why  sufler*8t  thou  thy  sons,  unburied  yet, 
To  hover  on  the  dreadfijl  shore  of  Styx .' — 
Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  brethren. 

\J%e  tomb  is  opened. 
There  greet  in  silence,  as  the  dead  are  wont, 
And  sleep  in  peace,  slain  in  your  countiy*s  wars ! 
O  sacred  receptacle  of  my  lovs. 
Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobility. 
How  many  sons  of  mine  hast  ihou  in  store, 
That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more .' 

Laic  Give  us  the  proudest  prisoner  of  the  Goths, 
That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and,  on  a  pile, 
Ad  manes  fraium  sacrifice  his  flesh. 
Before  this  earthly  prison  of  their  bonej ; 
That  so  the  shadows  be  not  unappeasM, 
Nor  we  disturb'd  with  prodigies  on  earth.' 

Tit.  I  give  him  you  ;  the  noblest  that  survives. 
The  eldest  son  of  this  distressed  queen. 

2'am.   Stay,  Roman  brethren; — Gracious  con- 
queror, 
Victorious  Titus,  rue  the  tears  I  shed, 
A  mother's  tears  in  passion^  for  her  son : 
And,  if  thy  sons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O,  think  my  K)n  to  be  ax  dear  to  me. 
Sufficctb  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautify  thy  triumphs,  and  return, 
Captive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Roman  yoke  ; 
But  must  my  sons  be  slaughtered  in  the  streets. 
For  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  cause  .•* 
O  !  if  to  fight  for  king  and  common  weal 
Were  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  these. 
Andronicus,  stain  not  thy  tomb  with  blood  : 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods .' 

(1)  Freight. 

(2)  Jupiter,  to  whom  the  Capitol  was  sacred. 

(3)  It  was  supposed  thit  the  ghosts  of  unburied 
people  appeared  tc  solicit  the  ritas  of  funeral. 


Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful : 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge ; 
Thrice-noble  Titus,  spare  mr  first-oora  son. 

Tit.  Patient  yourself,  madam,  and  pardon  me. 
These  are  their  brethren,  whom  you  Goths  beheld 
Alive,  and  dead ;  and  for  their  brethren  slain. 
Religiously  they  ask  a  sacrifice  : 
To  Uiis  your  son  is  mark'd ;  and  die  he  most. 
To  appease  their  groaning  shadows  that  are  ^one. 

Luc.  Away  wiu  him !  and  make  a  fire  strait ; 
And  with  our  swords,  upon  a  pile  of  wood. 
Let's  hew  his  limbs,  till  they  be  clean  consom'd. 

[Elxeunt  Lucius,  Quintus,  Martius,  and  Mutioa, 
vfith  Alarbus. 

Tam.  O  cruel,  irreligious  piety ! 

Chu  Was  ever  Scythia  half  so  barijaroos.' 

Dem.  Oppose  not  Scythia  to  ambitious  Rome. 
Alarbus  goes  to  rest ;  and  we  survive 
To  tremble  under  Titus'  threatening  look. 
Then,  madam,  stand  resolv'd  ;  but  nope  withal. 
The  self-same  gods,  that  arm'd  the  queen  of  Troj 
With  opportunity  of  sharp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  tyrant  in  his  tent. 
May  favour  Tamora,  the  queen  of  Goths 
( y^  hen  Goths  were  Goths,  and  Tamora  was  queen,) 
To  quit  the  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 

Re-enter  Lucius,  Quintus,  Martius,  and  Mntios, 
with  their  swords  bloody. 

Luc.  See,  lord  and  father,  how  we  have  perfonn'd 
Our  Roman  rites  :  Alarbus'  limbs  are  lopp'd. 
And  entrails  feed  the  sacrificing  fire, 
Whose  smoke,  like  incense,  doth  perfume  the  iky. 
Remaineth  nought,  but  to  inter  our  brethren. 
And  with  loud  Marums  welcome  them  to  Rome. 

Tit.  Let  it  be  so,  and  let  Andronicus 
Make  thii^  his  latest  farewell  to  their  souls. 

[  Trumpets  sounded,  and  the  covins  laid  m 
the  tomb. 

In  peare  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons ; 
Hume's  readiest  champions,  repose  you  here, 
.SfTure  from  worldly  chances  and  mishaps ! 
Here  lurks  no  treason,  here  no  envy  swells. 
Hern  ^w  no  damned  grudges;  here,areDOstocDni, 
.No  nuise,  but  silence  and  eternal  sleep : 

Enter  Lavinia. 

In  poace  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons ! 

Lav.  In  peace  and  honour  live  lord  Titus  kng; 
My  noble  lord  and  father,  live  in  fame ! 
Ia)  I  at  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears 
I  render,  for  my  brethren's  obsequies; 
And  at  thv  feet  I  kneel  with  tears  of  joy 
.Shed  on  tfje  earth,  for  thy  return  to  Rome : 
O,  bless  me  here  with  thy  victorious  hand. 
Whose  fortunes  Rome's  best  citizens  applaud. 

Tit.  Kind  Rome,  that  hast  thus  lovingly  resenr'd 
The  cordial  of  mine  a^e  to  glad  mv  bi^rt ! 
Lavinia,  live;  outlive  my  fauier's  ^ys. 
And  fame's  eternal  date,  for  virtue's  praise  I* 

Enter  Marcus  Andronicus,  Satuminus,  Bassianos, 
atui  others. 
Mar.  Long  live  lord  Titus,  my  beloved  brother, 
Gratiou>  triumpher  in  the  eyes  of  Rome  ! 

Tit.    Thanks,  gentle    tribune,    noble    brt)Cher^ 

Marcus. 
Mar.  And  welcome,  nephews,  from  successful 
wars, 
Vou  that  survive,  and  you  that  sleep  in  fame. 

(4)  Snflering. 

(5)  He  wishes  that  her  life  may  be  longer  than    ^ 
his,  ;u)(l  her  praise  lonjr«r  than  iaroo. 
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Fair  lords,  your  (brtones  are  alike  in  all. 

That  in  your  country's  secvice  drew  your  iwordfl : 

But  safer  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp, 

That  hath  aspirM  to  Solon's  happiness,' 

And  triumphs  over  chance,  in  honour's  bed. — 

Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Rome, 

Whose  friend  injustice  thou  hast  ever  been, 

Send  thee  by  me,  their  tribune,  and  their  trust. 

This  pialliament^  of  white  and  spotless  hue ; 

And  name  thee  in  election  for  the  empire, 

With  these  our  late-deceased  emperor's  sons : 

Be  candidatus  then,  and  put  it  on, 

And  help  to  set  a  head  on  headless  Rome. 

Tit.  A  better  head  her  glorious  body  fits, 
Than  his,  that  shakes  for  age  and  feebleness  : 
WThat !  should  I  don'  this  robe,  and  trouble  you  ? 
Be  chosen  with  proclamations  to-day ; 
To-morrow,  yield  up  rule,  resign  my  life. 
And  set  abroad  new  business  for  you  all  ? 
Rome,  I  have  been  thy  soldier  forty  years, 
And  buried  one  and  twenty  valiant  sons, 
Knighted  in  field,  slain  maiifully  in  arms, 
In  right  and  service  of  their  noble  country  : 
Give  me  a  staff  of  honour  for  mine  age. 
But  not  a  sceptre  to  control  the  world : 
Upright  he  held  it,  lords,  that  held  it  last. 
Mar.  Titus,  thou  sbalt  obtain  and  ask  the  emperr. 
Sat.  Proud  and  ambitious  tribune,  canst  thou  tell  ? 
Tit.  Patience,  prince  Saturnine. 
Sat.  Romans,  do  me  right; — 

Patricians,  draw  your  swords,  and  sheath  them  not 
Till  Satuminus  be  Rome's  emperor: — 
Andronicus,  would  thou  wert  shipp'd  to  hell. 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  people's  hearts. 

Luc.  Proud  Saturnine,  interrupter  of  the  good 
That  noble-minded  Titus  means  to  thee  ! 

Tit.  Content  thee,  prince ;  I  will  restore  to  thee 
The  people's  hearts,  and  wean  them  from  them- 
selves. 
Bas.  Andronicus,  I  do  not  flatter  thee. 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  till  I  die ; 
My  faction  if  thou  strengthen  with  thy  friends, 
I  will  most  thankful  be  :  and  thanks,  to  men 
Of  noble  minds,  is  honourable  meed. 

Til.  People  of  Rome,  and  people's  tribunes  here, 
I  ask  your  voices,  and  your  suffrages ; 
W^ill  you  bestow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus  ? 

Trib.  To  gratify  the  good  Andronicus, 
And  gratulate  his  safe  return  to  Rome, 
The  people  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

Tit.  Tribunes,  I  thank  you  :  and  this  suit  I  make, 
That  you  create  your  emperor's  eldest  son, 
Lord  Saturnine ;  whose  virtues  will,  I  hope, 
Reflect  on  Rome,  as  Titan's^  rays  on  eartn. 
And  ripen  justice  in  this  ccnnmon-weal : 
Then  if  ^ou  will  elect  by  my  advice, 
Crown  him,  and  say, — Long  live  our  emperor  ! 
Mar.  With  voices  and  applau«e  of  every  sort. 
Patricians,  and  plebeians,  we  create 
Lord  Satuminus,  Rome's  great  emperor ; 
And  say, — Long  live  our  emperor  Saturnine! 

[A  long  Nourish 
Sai.  Titus  Andronicus,  for  thy  favours  done 
To  us  in  our  election  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  deserts, 
And  will  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentleness : 
And,  for  an  onset,  Titus,  to  advance 
Thy  name,  and  honourable  family, 
Lavinia  will  I  make  my  emperess, 
Rome's  royal  mistress,  mistress  of  my  heart. 
And  in  the  sacred  Pantheon  her  espouse : 


Tell  me,  Andronicus,  doth  this  motion  please  th«(>  * 
Tit.  It  doth,  my  worthy  lord ;  and,  in  this  match, 
I  hold  roe  highly  honour'd  of  your  grace : 
And  here,  in  sight  of  Rome,  to  Saturnine, — 
King  and  commander  of  our  common-weal, 
The  wide  world's  emperor, — do  I  consecrate 
My  sword,  my  chariot,  and  my  prisoners ; 
Presents  well  worthy  R(Mne*s  imperial  lord : 
Receive  them  then,  the  tribute  that  I  owe. 
Mine  honour's  ensigns  humbled  at  thy  feet 

Sat.  Thanks,  noble  Titus,  father  of  my  life ! 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  gifts, 
Rome  shall  record ;  and,  when  I  do  foi^get 
The  least  of  these  unspeakable  deserts, 
Romans,  forget  your  fealty  to  me. 

Tit.  Now,  madam,  are  you  prisoner  to  an  em- 
peror ;  [  To  Tamora. 
To  him  that,  for  your  honour  and  your  state. 
Will  use  you  nobly,  and  your  followers. 

Sat.  A  goodly  lady,  trust  me;  of  the  hue 
That  I  would  choose,  were  I  to  choose  anew. — 
Clear  up,  fair  queen,  that  cloudy  countenance ; 
Though  chance  of  war  hath  wrought  this  change 

of  cheer. 
Thou  cpm'st  not  to  be  made  a  scorn  in  Rome : 
Princely  shall  be  thy  usage  every  way. 
Rest  on  my  word,  and  let  not  discontent 
Daunt  all  your  hopes ;  Madam,  he  comforts  yon. 
Can  make  you  greater  than  the  queen  of  Goths.^ — 
Lavinia,  you  are  not  displeas'd  with  this  f 
Lav.  Not  I,  my  lord ;  sith*  true  nobility 
Warrants  these  words  in  princely  courtesy. 

Sat.  Thanks,  sweet  Lavuiia. — Romans,  Letiifl  go : 

Ransomlcss  here  we  set  our  prisoners  free : 

Proclaim  our  honours,  lords,  with  trump  and  drum. 

Bas.  Lord  Titus,  by  your  leave,  this  maid  is  mine. 

[Seizing  Layinia. 

Tit.  How,  sir?  Are  you  in  earnest  then,  my 

lord? 
Bas.  Ay,  noble  Titus ;  and  resolv'd  withal. 
To  do  myself  this  reason  and  this  right 

[Tfie  emperor  courts  Tamora  in  dumb  show. 
Mar.  Suum  cuique  is  our  Roman  justice  : 
This  prince  in  justice  seizeth  but  his  own. 
Luc.  And  that  he  will,  and  shall,  if  Lucius  live. 
Tit.  Traitors,  avaunt !  Where  is  the  emperor's 
guard? 

Treason,  my  lord  ;  Layihia  is  surpris'd. 
Sat.  Surpris'd  !  By  whom  ? 
Bas.  By  him  that  justly  may 

Bear  his  betroth'd  from  all  the  world  away. 

[Exeunt  Marcus  and  Bassianus,  toi7A  Lavinia. 
Mut.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away. 
And  with  my  sword  I'll  keep  this  door  safe. 

[Kxeunl  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Martius. 
Tit.  Follow,  my  lord,  and  I'll  soon  bring  her  bacL 
Mut.  My  lora,  you  pass  not  here. 
Tit.  •  What,  villain  boy ! 

Barr'st  me  my  way  in  Rome  ' 

TTitus  kills  Mutius. 
Mut.  jfielp,  Lucius,  help. 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  My  lord,  you  are  unjust :  and,  more  than  so, 
In  wron«fful  quarrel  you  have  slain  your  son. 

Til.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  sons  of  mine : 
My  sons  would  never  so  dishonour  me  : 
Traitor,  rostore  Lavinia  to  the  emperor. 

Luc.  D(^nd,  if  you  will ;  but  not  to  be  his  wife. 
That  is  another's  lawful  promis'd  love.         [Exit. 

Sat.  No,  Titus,  no ;  the  emperor  needs  her  not, 


(1)  Tl»e  maxim  alluded  to  is,  that  no  man  cati  (2)  A  robe.         (3)  t.  e.  Do  on,  put  it  on. 

be  pronounced  happy  before  his  death.  (4)  The  sun's.  (5)  Since. 
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Not  her,  nor  tbee,  nor  anj  6t  thy  stock : 
V\\  trust,  by  leisure,  him  that  mocks  me  once ; 
Tbee  never,  nor  thj  tnitoroos  haughty  sons, 
Confederates  all  thus  to  dishonour  me. 
Was  there  none  else  in  Rome  to  make  a  italei  o^ 
But  Saturnine  ?  Full  well,  Andronicos, 
Apee  these  deeds  with  that  proud  brag  of  thine. 
That  said*8t,  I  begg'd  the  empire  at  thy  hands. 
Tit  O  monstrous !  what  reproachful  woids  are 

these? 
Sat,  But  go  thy  ways ;  go,  give  Aat  cfaangiqg 
piece 
To  him  that  ikxirish*d  ibr  her  widi  his  sword : 
A  valiant  son-in-law  thou  shalt  enjoy ; 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawless  Qpns, 
To  ruffle3  in  the  commonwealth  of  Rome. 
7*tf.  These  words  are  raxors  to  my  wounded  heart 
SoL  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamoia,  queen  of 
Goths,— 
That,  like  the  stately  Fhoebe  hnongst  her  nymphs. 
Dost  overshine  the  gallant*st  dames  of  Rome, — 
If  thou  be  pleasM  with  this  my  sudden  choice, 
Behold,  I  cnoose  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  bride. 
And  will  create  thee  emperess  of  Rome. 
Speak,  queen  of  Goths,  dost   thou  applaud  my 

choice? 
And  here  I  swear  by  all  the  Roman  gods,— 
Sith  priest  and  holy  water  are  so  near. 
And  tapers  bum  so  bright,  and  eveiy  thii^ 
In  reaoiness  for  Hymeneus  stand, — 
I  will  not  re-salute  the  streets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  palace,  till  from  forth  ftis  |daoe 
I  lead  espous*a  my  bride  aloo^  widi  me. 
Tarn.  And  here,  in  sight  of  heaven,  to  Rcme  I 
swear. 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  queen  of  Goths, 
She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  desires, 
A  loving  nurse,  a  mother  to  his  routh. 
SoL  Ascend,  fair  queen,  Paatbeon : — Lords,  ac- 
company 
Tour  noble  emperor,  and  his  lovely  bride, 
Sent  by  the  heavens  for  prince  Saturnine, 
Whose  wisdom  hath  her  fortune  conquered : 
There  shall  we  c6nsmnmate  our  spousal  rites. 
[Exeunt  Satuminus,  and  his  JoUawers ;  Ta- 
mora, and  her  Sons;  Aaron  and  Goths. 
Tit  I  am  not  bid^  to  wait  upon  this  bride ; — 
Titus,  when  wert  thou  wont  to  talk  alone. 
Dishonoured  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs  f 

Re-enter  Marcus,  Locios,  Quintus,  and  Martius. 

Mar.  O,  Titus,  see,  O,  see,  what  thou  hast  done .' 
In  a  bad  quarrel  slain  a  virtuous  son. 

7\i.  No,  foolish  tribune,  no;  no  son  of  mine, — 
Nor  thou,  nor  these,  confederates  in  the  deed 
That  hath  dishonoured  all  our  family ; 
Unworthy  brother,  and  unworthv  sons ! 

Luc.  But  let  us  give  him  burial,  as  becomes; 
Give  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 

Tit.  Traitors,  away .'  be  rests  not  in  this  tomb. 
This  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  stood, 
Which  I  have  sumptuously  re^ified : 
Here  none  but  soldiers,  and  Rome's  servitors. 
Repose  in  fame ;  none  basely  slain  in  brawls : — 
Buiy  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

Mar.  My  lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you : 
My  nephew  Mutius'  deeds  do  plead  for  him ; 
He  must  be  buried  with  his  brethren. 

Quin.  Mart.  And  shall,  or  him  we  will  accom- 
pany. 

Tii.  And  shall  ?  What  villain  was  it  spoke  that 
word.^ 


(1)  A  Kalking-hoPM. 


Topardon  Mutius,  and  to  bury  him. 

Tit.  Marcus, even  thon  hast  struck  upon  myci€St, 
And,  with  these  boys,  mine  honour  tnon  hast 

wounded: 
My  fees  I  do  repute  yon  every  one ; 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  yon  gone. 
Mart.  He  u  not  with  himself;  let  us  withdraw. 
Qicm.  Not  I,  till  Mutius*  bones  be  buried. 

[Marcus  and  the  Sons  of  Titus  kneel 
Mar,  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature 

plead. 
Quin.  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  natnrs 

speak. 
Tit  Sp^  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  re^t  will  speed. 
Mar.  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  sou),— 
Luc.  Dear  father,  soul  and  substance  of  us  all, — 
Mar.  Sufier  thy  brother  Marcus  to  inter 
His  noble  nephew  here  in  virtue's  nest. 
That  died  in  honour  and  Lavinia's  cause. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous. 
The  Greeks,  upon  advice,  did  buiy  Aiax 
That  slew  himself;  and  wise  Laertes'^  son 
Did  graciously  plead  for  his  funerals. 
Let  not  voung  Mutius  then,  that  was  thy  joy. 
Be  barrd  his  entrance  here. 

TU.  Rise,  Marcos,  rite  :— 

The  dismall'st  dav  is  this,  that  e'er  I  saw. 
To  be  dishonour*a  bv  my  sons  in  Rome ! — 
Well,  buiy  him,  anci  buiy  me  the  next 

[Mutius  is  put  into  the  tomb. 
Luc  There  lie  thy  bones,  sweet  Mutius,  with  thy 
friends. 
Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb  !— 
AU.  No  man  shed  tears  for  noble  Mutius; 
He  lives  in  fame  that  died  in  virtue's  cause. 
Mar.  My  lord, — to  step  out  of  these  dreaiy 
dumps, — 
How  comes  it  that  the  subtle  cpeen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  sudden  thus  advanc'd  m  Rome  ? 

7Vf.  I  know  not,  Mareus;  but,  I  know,  it  b; 
Whether  by  device,  or  no,  the  heavens  can  tell : 
Is  she  not  then  beholden  to  the  man 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  so  iar.^ 
Yes,  and  will  nobly  him  remunerate. 

Flourish.    Re-enter,  at  one  side,  Satominos,  stf- 

tended  ;  Tamora,  Chiron,  Demetrios,  eatd  Aan» : 

At  the  other,  Bassianns,  Lavinia,  and  others. 

Sat.  So,  Bassianus,  you  have  play'd  your  prise ; 
God  give  you  joy,  sir,  of  your  gallant  bride. 

Bos.  And  vou  of  yonrn,  my  lord :  I  say  no  more, 
Nor  wish  no  less ;  and  so  I  take  my  leave. 

So/,   Traitor,  if  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have 
power, 
Thou  and  thy  faction  shall  repent  this  rape. 

Bos.  Rape,  call  you  it,  my  lord,  to  seize  my  own, 
My  true-betrothed  love,  and  now  my  wife? 
But  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all ; 
Mean  while  I  am  possess'd  of  that  is  mine. 

Sot  'Tis  good,  sir :  You  are  veiyshort with  «; 
But,  if  we  live,  we'll  be  as  sharp  with  you. 

Bas.  My  lord,  what  I  have  done,  as  best  I  may, 
Answer  I  must,  and  shall  do  with  my  life. 
Only  thus  much  I  give  your  grace  to  know, 
Bv  all  the  duties  that  I  owe  to  Rome, 
Tnis  noble  gentleman,  lord  Titus  here. 
Is  in  opinion,  and  in  honour,  wrong'd ; 
That,  in  the  rescue  of  Lavinia, 
With  his  own  hand  did  slay  his  youngest  sen, 

(S)  A  mfBer  was  a  bally.       (3)  Inritsl 
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In  imI  to  joa,  and  higMj  movM  to  wrath 
To  be  controPd  in  that  be  frankly  gare : 
Receive  him  then  to  favour,  Saturnine  ; 
That  hath  expres8*d  himself,  in  all  his  deeds, 
A  Either,  and  a  friend,  to  thee,  and  Rome. 

T\t.  Prince  Bassianus,  leave  to  plead  my  deeds ; 
"Tis  thou,  and  thoK,  that  have  dishonour^  me :    . 
Rome  and  the  righteous  heavens  be  my  judge, 
How  I  have  lovM  and  honour'd  Saturnine .' 

Tom.  My  worthy  lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  gracious  in  those  princely  eyes  of  thine. 
Then  bear  me  speak  indifferently  for  all ; 
And  at  mv  suit,  sweet,  pardon  what  is  past. 

Sat  What!  madam:  be  dishonoured  openly. 
And  basely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 

Tom,  Not  so,  my  lord ;  The  gods  of  Rome  ibr- 
fend,» 
I  should  be  author  to  dishonour  you ! 
But,  on  mine  honour,  dare  I  undfertake 
For  good  lord  Titus*  innocence  in  all, 
Wh(Me  fury,  not  dissembled,  speaks  his  griefs : 
Then,  at  my  suit,  look  graciously  on  him ; 
Lose  not  so  noble  a  friend  on  vain  suppose, 
Nor  with  sour  looks  afflict  his  gentle  neart — 
My  lord,  be  rul*d  by  me,  be  won  at  last. 
Dissemble  all  your  griefs  and  discontents : 
You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  throne. 
Lest  then  the  people,  and  patricians  too. 
Upon  a  just  survey,  take  Titus*  part, 
And  so  supplant  us  for  ingretituoe 
(Which  Rome  reputes  to  l^  a  heinous  sin,) 
Yield  at  entreats,  and  then  let  me  alone : 
I'll  find  a  day  to  massacre  them  all. 
And  raze  their  faction,  and  their  family, 
The  cruel  father,  and  his  traitorous  sons. 
To  whom  I  sued  for  my  dear  son's  life ; 
And  make  them  know,  what  *tis  to  let  a 

queien 
Kneel  in  the  streets,  and  beg  for  grace  in 

vain. 

Come,  come,  sweet  emperor, — come,  Andronicus, — 
Take  up  this  good  ola  man,  and  cheer  the  heart 
That  dies  in  tempest  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat  Rise,  Titus,  rise ;  my  empress  hath  prevailed. 

Tit  I  thank  your  majesty,  and  her,  my  lord : 
These  words,  these  looks,  infuse  new  life  in  me. 

Tarn.  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily. 
And  must  advise  the  emperor  for  his  good. 
This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus ; — 
And  let  it  be  mine  honour,  good  my  lord, 
Tliat  I  have  reconciPd  your  friends  and  you. — 
For  you,  prince  Bassianus,  I  have  passM 
My  word  and  promise  to  the  emperor, 
That  vou  will  be  more  mild  and  tractable. — 
And  fear  not,  lords, — and  you,  Lavinia ; — 
By  my  advice,  all  humbled  on  your  knees. 
You  shall  ask  pardon  of  his  majesty. 

Iaic.  We  do  \  and  vow  to  heaven,  and  to  his  high- 
ness. 
That,  what  we  did,  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 
Tendering  our  sister's  honour,  and  our  own. 

JUar.  That  on  mine  honour  here  I  do  protest 

Sat.  Away,  and  talk  not ;  trouble  us  no  more. — 

Tom.  Nay,  nay,  sweet  emperor,  we  must  all  be 
friends: 
The  tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace ; 
I  will  not  be  denied.     Sweet  heart,  look  back. 

Sai.  Marcus,  for  thy  sake,  and  thy  brother's  here, 
And  at  my  k)vely  Tamora's  entreats, 
T  do  remit  these  young  men's  heinous  faults. 
Stand  up. 


(1)  Forbid. 


(2)  Favour. 


Lavinia,  tlioiigh  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 
I  found  a  friend ;  and  sure  as  death  I  swore, 
I  would  not  part  a  bachelor  from  the  priest. 
Come,  if  the  emperor's  court  can  feast  two  bridet, 
You  are  mv  puest,  Lavinia,  and  your  friends : 
Tnis  day  shall  be  a  love-day,  Tamora. 

Tit  To-morrow,  an  it  please  your  majesty. 
To  hunt  the  panther  and  the  hart  with  me. 
With  horn  and  hound,  we'll  give  your  grace  6oft- 
Jour. 

Sai.  Be  it  60,  Titus,  and  gramercy  too.     [Exe. 


ACT  IL 

SCKN'E  I.—The9amt.  B^ore  the  palace.  En- 
ter Aaroo. 

Aar.  Now  climbeth  Tamora  Olympus'  top. 
Safe  out  of  fortune's  shot ;  and  sits  aloft. 
Secure  of  thunder's  crack,  or  lightning's  flash ; 
Advanc'd  above  pale  envy's  threat'ning  reach. 
As  when  the  golaen  sun  salutes  the  mom, 
And,  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  beams. 
Gallops  the  zodiac  in  his  glistering  coach. 
And  overlooks  the  highest-peering  hills ; 

So  Tamora. 

Upon  her  wit  doth  earthly  honour  wait. 
And  virtue  stoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown. 
Then,  Aaron,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  .thoughts. 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  mistress, 
And  mount  her  pitch  ;  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 
Hast  prisoner  held,  fetter'd  in  amorous  chains ; 
And  taster  bound  to  Aaron's  charming  eyes. 
Than  is  Prometheus  tied  to  Caucasus. 
Away  with  slavish  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts ! 
f  will  be  bright,  and  shine  in  pearl  and  gold. 
To  wait  upon  this  new-made  emperess. 
To  wait,  said  1  ?  to  wanton  with  this  queen. 
This  goddess,  this  Semiramis ; — this  queen. 
Thin  syren,  that  will  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 
And  see  his  shipwreck,  and  his  common-weal's. 
Holla  !  what  storm  is  tfiis  ^ 

Enter  Chiron,  and  Demetrius,  braving, 

Dem.  Chiron,  thy  years  want  wit,  thy  wit  wants 
edge. 
And  maimers,  to  intrude  where  I  am  grac'd ; 
And  may,  (or  aught  thou  know'st,  affected  be. 

ChL  Demetrius,  thou  dost  overween  in  all ; 
And  so  in  this  to  bear  me  down  with  braves. 
'Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year,  or  two, 
Makes  me  less  gracious,  thee  more  fortunate : 
1  am  as  able,  and  as  fit,  as  thou. 
To  serve,  and  to  deserve  my  mistress'  grace  ;2 
And  that  my  sword  upon  thee  shall  approve. 
And  plead  my  pasjtions  for  Lavinia's  love. 

Aar.  Club«,  clubs  .*>  these  lovers  will  not  keep 
the  peace. 

Dem.  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother,  unadvis'd. 
Gave  you  a  dancing-rapier*  by  your  side, 
Are  you  so  desperate  grown,  to  threat  your  friends  ? 
Go  to ;  have  your  lath  glued  within  your  sheath. 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Chi.  Mean  while,  sir,  with  t^e  little  skill  I  have. 
Full  well  shah  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dem.  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  so  brave  ?  [T^iey  draw. 

Aar.  Why,  how  now,  lords  ? 

So  near  the  emperor's  palace  dare  you  draw, 

(3)  This  was  the  usual  outciy  for  amttuice, 
when  any  riot  in  the  street  happened. 

(4)  A  sword  worn  in  dancing. 
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And  maintain  tocb  a  quarrel  openly  ? 

Full  well  I  woti  tbe  rroond  of  all  this  gradge ; 

I  would  not  for  a  mtilion  of  gold, 

Tbe  cauM  were  known  to  them  it  most  conceiu : 

Nor  would  jour  noble  mother,  for  much  more. 

Be  so  dishonoured  in  the  court  of  Rome. 

For  shame,  put  up. 

Don,  Not  I ;  till  I  have  sheath*d 

Mr  rapier  in  bis  boecm,  and,  withal, 
Thmst  these  reproachful  speeches  down  bis  throat, 
That  he  hath  breathM  in  my  dishonour  here. 

ChL  For  that  I  am  prepar*d  and  full  resolvM, — 
Foul-spoken  coward!   that  tbundei'st  with  thy 

tongue,    . 
And  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar^st  perfonn. 

Aar»  Away,  I  say. — 
Now  by  tbe  gods,  that  warlike  Goths  adore, 
This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us  all. — 
Why,  loras, — and  think  tou  not  how  dangerous 
It  is  to  iut  upon  a  princess  right  f 
What,  IS  Lavinia  (ben  become  so  loose, 
Or  Bassianus  so  degenerate. 
That  for  her  love  such  quarrels  may  be  broach'd, 
Without  controlment,  justice,  or  revenge  ? 
Toonr  lords,  beware ! — an  should  tbe  empress  know 
This  discord's  ground,  the  music  would  not  please. 

ChL  I  care  not,  I,  knew  she  and  all  the  world ; 
I  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world. 

Dtm.  Youngling,  leam  thou  to  make  some  meaner 
choice: 
Lavinia  is  thine  elder  brotber*s  hope. 

Aar.  Why,  are  ^e  mad  ?  or  know  ye  not,  m  Rome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be, 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love? 
I  tell  you,  lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  device. 

ChL  Aaron,  a  thousand  deaths 

Would  I  propose,  to  achieve  her  whom  I  love. 

Aar.  To  achieve  her  .'—How  i 

Den.  Why  mak*st  thou  it  so  strange? 

She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd ; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won ; 
She  is  Lavinia,  therefore  must  be  lov*d. 
What,  man !  more  water  glideth  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  miller  of;  and  easy  it  b 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  steal  a  shive,^  we  know : 
Though  Bassianus  be  the  «nperor*8  brother. 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  Vulcan's  badge. 

Aw,  Ay,  and  as  good  as  Satuminus  may. 

\Asidt 

Dem,  Then  why  should  he  despair,  that  knows 
to  court  it 
With  words,  fair  lodes,  and  liberality  ? 
What,  hast  thou  not  full  often  struck  a  doe. 
And  bome  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nose  f 

Aar.  Why  then,  it  seems,  some  certain  snatch 
or  so 
Would  serve  your  tains. 

ChL  Ay,  sothe  turn  were  serv'd. 

Dem.  Aaron,  thou  hast  hit  it 

Aar.  'Would  you  had  hit  it  too ; 

Then  should  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ada 
Why,  hark  ye,  hark  ye,— And  are  you  such  fools, 
To  square*  for  this  ?  Would  it  offend  you  then 
That  both  should  speed  ? 

ChL  rfaith,  not  me. 

Dem.  Nor  me, 

So  I  were  one. 

Aar.  For  shame,  be  friends ;  and  join  for  that 
you  jar. 
*Tis  policy  and  stratagem  must  do 
That  you  affect ;  and  so  must  you  resolve ; 

;l)Know.   (2)  Slice.   (3)  Quarrel.   (4)  By  nature. 


Hiat  what  yon  cannot,  as  you  would,  achieve. 
You  must  fwrfocoe  accomplish  as  you  may. 
Take  this  of  nae,  Lucrece  was  not  more  chaste 
Than  this  Lavinia,  Bassianus*  love. 
A  speedier  course  than  lingering  langoisbment 
Must  we  pursue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 
My  lords,  a  solemn  hunting  is  in  hand ; 
There  will  the  lovely  Ronnn  ladies  troop : 
The  forest  walks  are  wide  and  spacious ; 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are. 
Fitted  by  kind^  for  rape  and  villany  : 
Single  ^roo  thither  then  this  dainty  doe. 
And  strike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  l^  words : 
This  way,  or  not  at  all,  stand  yon  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  our  empress,  with  her  sacred*  wit. 
To  villany  and  vengeance  consecrate. 
Will  we  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend ; 
And  she  shall  file  our  engines  with  advice. 
That  will  not  suffer  tou  to  sooare  yourselves. 
But  to  your  wishes*  heiirht  aavanoe  you  both. 
The  emperor's  court  is  like  the  house  of  fome. 
The  palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eves,  of  ears : 
The  woods  are  ruthless,  dieadfut,  deai^  and  dull ; 
There  speak,  and  strike,  brave  boys,  and  take  your 

turns: 
There  serve  your  lust,  shadow*d  from  heaven's  eye. 
And  revel  in  Lavinia*s  treasuiy. 
GU.  Thy  counsel,  lad,  smells  of  no  cowardice 
Dem.  SU  fas  out  n^as,  till  I  find  the  straaiu 
To  cool  this  heat,  a  chann  to  caJm  theae  fito. 
Per  Styga^  per  manet  vehor,  [£x<iaiL 

SCEJfE  II.^A  fweA  near  Rome.  A  lodgi 
seen  at  a  dieiance.  Horm^  and  cry  ef  hovnds 
heard.  Enter  Titus  Androoicus,  wt'lA  hmUrs, 
^c.  Marcus,  Lucius,  Quintns,  and  Maitius. 

Tit.  Tbe  hunt  is  up,  the  mom  is  bright  and  gr^y, 
The  fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  woo£  are  gretii : 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  bay. 
And  wake  the  emperor  and  his  lovely  bride, 
And  rouse  the  prince ;  and  rin^  a  hunter's  peal. 
That  all  the  court  may  echo  with  the  noise. 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  chaige,  as  it  b  ours. 
To  (end  the  emperor's  person  carefully : 
1  have  been  troubled  in  my  sleep  this  ni^t. 
But  dawning  day  new  comfort  usth  inspir'd. 

Home  wind  a  peaL  Enter  Satuminus,  Tamoia, 
Bassianus,  Lavinia,  Chiron,  Demetrius,  and  At- 
iendanit. 

TSt.  Many  good  morrows  to  yoar  majes(y  ;— 
Madam,  (o  you  as  many  and  as  good ! — 
I  promised  your  grace  a  hunter's  peaL 

Sat.  And  you  nave  rung  it  lustAy,  my  lords, 
Sonfiewhat  too  early  for  new*married  ladies. 

Bos.  Lavinia,  how  say  you .' 

Lav.  I  say,  no; 

I  have  been  bitxid  awake  two  boors  and  more. 

Sat.  Come  on  then,  horse  and  chariots  let  m 
have. 
And  to  our  sport : — Madam,  now  shallye  see 
Our  Roman  nunting.  [To  Tamors. 

Mar.  1  have  dogs,  my  lord. 

Will  rouse  the  proudest  panther  in  the  chase. 
And  climb  the  nighest  promontoir  top. 

Tit.  And  I  have  horse  will  follow  where  the 
game 
Makes  way,  and  run  like  swallows  o'er  the  plsio. 

Dem,  Chiron,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  hone  nor 
hound. 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  doe  to  ground.    [Ett. 


(5)  Sacred  here  signifies  aceurted,'  a 
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SCENTS  in.—Aiemlpmiqf  the  foreH.  En- 
ter Aaroo,  vnth  a  bag  of  gold, 

Aar.  He,  that  had  wit,  would  think  that  I  had 
none, 
To  buiy  so  much  gold  under  a  tree. 
And  never  after  to  inherit^  it. 
Let  him,  that  thinks  of  me  so  abjectly, 
Know,  that  this  gold  must  coin  a  stratagem ; 
Which  cunningly  effected,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villany ; 
And  so  repose,  sweet  gold,  for  their  unrej»t,3 

*^  *  [Hides  the  gold. 

That  have  their  alms  out  of  the  empress*  chest 

£n<er  Tamora. 

Tarn.  My  lovely  Aaron,  wherefore  look^st  thou 

sad. 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  gleeful  boast  ? 
The  birds  chaunt  melody  on  every  bush ; 
The  snake  lies  rolled  in  the  cheertul  sun  ; 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind. 
And  make  a  chequered  shadow  on  the  ground : 
Under  their  sweet  shade,  Aaron,  let  us  sit. 
And — whilst  the  babbling  echo  mocks  the  hounds, 
Replvinff  shrilly  to  the  well-tunM  horns, 
As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once, — 
Let  us  sit  down,  and  mark  their  yelling  noise : 
And — after  conflict,  such  as  was  supposed 
The  wandering  prince  of  Dido  once  enjoyed. 
When  with  a  happy  storm  thev  were  surprised. 
And  curtained  wiUi  a  counsel-keeping  cave, — 
We  may,  each  wreathed  in  the  otber*s  arms, 
Our  pastimes  done,  possess  a  golden  slumber ; 
Whiles  hounds,  ana  horns,  and  sweet  melodious 

birds. 
Be  unto  us,  as  is  a  nurse^s  song 
Of  lullaby,  to  bring  her  babe  asleep. 

Aar.  Madam,  though  Venus  govern  your  desires, 
Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine  : 
What  signifies  my  deadly -standing  eye, 
My  silence,  and  my  cloudy  melancholy.' 
My  fleece  of  woolly  hair  that  now  uncurls. 
Even  as  an  adder,  when  she  doth  unroll 
To  do  some  fatal  execution .' 
No,  madam,  these  are  no  venereal  signs ; 
Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand, 
BlocM  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  head. 
Hark,  Tamora,— the  empress  of  my  soul, 
Which  never  hopes  more  heaven  than  rests  in 

thee, — 
This  is  the  day  of  doom  for  Bassianus ; 
His  Philomel'  must  lose  her  tongue  to-day : 
Thy  sons  make  pilltee  a(  her  chastity. 
And  wash  their  hands  in  Bassianus*  blood. 
Seest  thou  this  letter  ?  take  it  up,  I  pray  thee. 
And  give  the  king  this  fatal-plolted  scroll  :— 
Now  question  me  no  more,  we  are  espied ; 
Here  comes  a  parceM  of  our  hopeful  booty. 
Which  dreads  not  yet  their  lives*  destruction. 
Tarn.  Ah,  my  sweet  Moor,  sweeter  to  me  than 

life! 
Aar.  No  more,  great  empress,  Bassianus  comes ; 
Be  cross  with  him ;  and  IMl  go  fetch  thy  sons 
To  back  thy  quarrels,  whatsoever  they  be.    [Exit. 

Enter  Bassianus  and  Lavinia. 

Baa.  Who  have  we  here.'  Rome's  royal  empereas, 
Unfumish*d  of  her  well-beseeming  troop? 
Or  is  it  Dian,  habited  like  her ; 
Who  bath  abandoned  her  holy  groves, 

(1)  Possess.  (2)  Disquiet. 

y3)  See  Ovid's  Metamorphoses,  Book  VI. 


To  see  the  general  hunting  in  this  fi>res(  ? 

Tarn.  Saucy  controller  of  our  private  steps ! 
Had  I  the  power,  that,  some  say,  Dian  had. 
Thy  temples  should  be  planted  presently 
With  horns,  as  was  Actseon*s :  and  the  hounds 
Should  drive  upon  thy  new  transformed  limbs. 
Unmannerly  intruder  as  thou  art ! 

Ijov.  Under  your  patience,  gentle  emperess, 
*Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  homing ; 
And  to  be  doubted,  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  singled  forth  to  try  experiments  : 
Jove  shield  your  husband  from  his  hounds  to-day  ' 
*Ti8  pity,  they  should  take  him  for  a  stag. 

Bos.  Believe  me,  queen,  your  swarth  Cimmerian 
I>oth  make  your  honour  of  his  body*s  hue. 
Spotted,  detested,  and  abominable. 
Why  are  you  sequester*d  from  all  your  train.' 
Dismount^  from  your  snow-white  goodly  steed. 
And  wander*d  hither  to  an  obscure  plot. 
Accompanied  with  a  barbarous  Moor, 
If  foul  desire  had  not  conducted  you  ? 

Lav.  And,  being  btercepted  in  your  sport. 
Great  reason  that  my  noble  lord  be  rated 
For  sauciness.— I  pray  you,  let  us  hence. 
And  let  her  *joy  her  raven-colour*d  love; 
This  valley  fits  the  purpose  passing  well. 

Bos.  The  king,  my  brother,  shall  have  note  of 
this. 

Lav.  Ay,  for  these  slips  have  made  huB  noted 
long: 
Good  king !  to  be  so  mightily  abus*d ! 

Tarn,  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  this .' 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Dent.  How  now,  dear  sovereign,  and  our  gracious 
mother. 
Why  doth  your  highness  look  so  pale  and  wan .' 

Tarn.  Have  I  not  reason,  think  you,  to  look  pale  ? 
These  two  have  *tic*d  me  hither  to  this  place, 
A  barren  detested  vale,  you  see,  it  is : 
The  trees,  though  summer,  yet  forlorn  and  lean, 
O*ercome  with  moss,  and  baleful  misletoe. 
Here  never  shines  the  siui ;  here  nothing  breeds, 
UnlesK  the  nightly  owl,  or  fatal  raven. 
.\nd,  when  they  show'd  me  this  abhorred  pit. 
They  told  me,  here,  at  dead  time  of  the  night,^ 
A  thousand  fiends,  a  thousand  hissing  snakes,, 
Ten  thousand  swelling  toads,  as  many  urchias^ 
Would  make  such  fearful  and  confused  cries. 
As  any  mortal  body,  hearing  it. 
Should  straight  fall  mad,  or  else  die  suddenly. 
No  sooner  had  they  told  this  hellish  tale, 
But  straight  they  told  me,  they  would  bind  roe  here 
Unto  the  body  of  a  dismal  yew; 
And  leave  me  to  this  miserable  death. 
And  then  they  call*d  me,  foul  adulteress. 
Lascivious  Goth,  and  all  the  bitterest  tens*, 
That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  such  effect 
And,  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune^  <xxnev 
This  vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed : 
Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  mothef*s  life. 
Or  be  ye  not  henceforth  call*d  ray  children. 

Dem.   This  is  a  witness  that  i  am  thy  son^ 

[Stabs  Bassianus. 

Chi.  And  this  for  me,  struck  home  to  show  my 
strength.  [Siabbing  him  Ukevnse. 

Lav.  Ay,  come,  Semirami8,-^nay,  barbarous  Ta<^ 
mora  ! 
For  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  awn  I 

Tarn.  Give  me  thy  poniard ;  you  shall  know,  my 
boys. 
Your  mother's  hand  shallright  yourmother*swroof  « 

(4)  PUrt  (5)  Hedgehog*. 
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Den.  Staj,  madam,  here  is  more  belongs  to  her; 
First,  thrash  the  com,  then  after  bum  the  straw : 
This  minioD  stood  upon  her  chastity, 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty, 
And  with  that  painted  hope  braves  your  mightiness  : 
And  shall  she  carry  this  unto  her  grave? 

Oii.  An  if  she  do,  I  would  I  were  an  eunuch. 
DraK  hence  her  husband  to  some  secret  hole, 
And  make  his  dead  trunk  pillow  to  our  lusL 

Tarn.  But  when  you  have  the  honey  you  desire, 
Let  not  this  wasp  outlive,  us  both  to  sting. 

ChL  I  warrant  you,  madam ;  we  will  make  that 
sure. — 
Come,  mistress,  now  perforce  we  will  enjoj 
That  nice-preserved  honesty  of  yours. 

Lav.  O  Tamora !  thou  bear'st  a  woroan*8  face, — 

Tarn.  I  will  not  hear  her  speak ;  away  with  her. 

Lav.  Sweet  lords,  entreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word. 

Dan.  Listen,  fair  madam  :  Let  it  be  your  glory 
To  see  her  tears :  but  be  your  heart  to  them, 
As  unrelenting  flint  to  drops  of  rain. 

Lav.  When  did  the  tiger^s  young  ones  teach  the 
dam.^ 
O,  do  not  leara  her  wrath ;  she  taught  it  thee : 
The  milk,  thou.  8uck*dst  from  her,  did  turn  to 

marble; 
Even  at  thy  teat  thou  hadst  thy  tyranny. — 
Yet  every  mother  breeds  not  sons  alike ; 
Do  thou  entreat  her  show  a  woman*s  pity. 

[To  Chiron. 

ChL  What !  would^st  thoa  have  me  prove  myself 
a  bastard .' 

Lao.  *Tis  true ;  the  raven  doth  not  hatch  a  lark : 
Yet  I  have  heard,  (O  could  I  find  it  now  !) 
Tlie  lion  mov*d  with  pi^,  did  endure 
To  have  his  princely  paws  par*d  all  away. 
Some  sa^  that  ravens  foster  forlorn  children, 
The  whilst  their  own  birds  famish  in  their  nests: 
O,  be  to  me,  though  thy  hard  heart  say  no, 
Nothing  so  kind,  but  something  pitiful : 

Tarn.  I  know  not  what  it  means ;  away  with  her. 

Lav.  O,  let  me  teach  thee :  for  my  father's  sake, 
That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  slain 

thee. 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ean. 

Tarn.  Had  thou  in  person  ne*er  offended  me, 
Even  for  his  sake  am  I  pitiless  : — 
Remember,  boys,  I  pourM  forth  tears  in  vain. 
To  save  your  brother  from  the  sacrifice ; 
But  fierce  Andronicus  would  not  relent 
Therefore  away  with  her,  and  use  her  as  yon  will ; 
The  worse  to  her,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

Lav.  O  Tamora,  be  calPd  a  gentle  queen, 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place  : 
For  *tis  not  life,  that  I  have  bc^^d  so  long ; 
Poor  I  was  slain,  when  Bassianus  died. 

Tom.  What  begg*st  thou  then.'  fond  woman, 
let  me  go. 

Lav.  'Tis  present  death  I  b^;  and  one  thing 
more, 
That  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell : 
O,  keep  me  from  their  worse  than  killing  lust. 
And  tumble  me  into  some  loathsome  pit ; 
Where  never  man's  eye  may  behold  my  body : 
Do  this,  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 

Tarn.  So  should  I  rob  my  sweet  sons  of  their  fee  : 
No.  let  them  satisfy  their  lust  on  thee. 

Dem.  Away,  for  thou  hast  staid  us  here  too  lon^. 

Lav.  No  grace .'  no  womanhood  ?  Ah,  beastly 
creature ! 
The  blot  and  enemy  to  our  general  name ! 
•Cf^fusion  fall 

Chi.   Nay,  then  Til  stop  your  motith : — Brinp 
thou  her  husband ;  [  Dragging  off"  Lav. 


This  b  the  bole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him. 

[FlxtunL 
Tarn.  Farewell,  my  sons :  see  that  you  make  her 
sure: 
Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed. 
Till  all  the  Andronici  be  made  away. 
Now  will  I  hence  to  seek  my  lovely  Moor, 
And  let  my  spleenful  sons  this  trull  defkMir.  [ExiL 

SCEJ^E  IF.— The  eame.    Enter  Aaroo,  wUk 
Quintus  and  Martius. 

Aar.  Come  on,  my  lords ;  the  better  foot  before : 
Straight  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathsome  pit, 
Where  I  espy'd  the  panther  fast  asleep. 

Qutfi.  My  sight  is  veiy  dull,  whatever  it  bodes. 

Mart.  And  mine,  I  promise  you ;  were'tnotfcr 
shame. 
Well  could  I  leave  our  sport  to  sleep  a  while. 

(Martiusyh/lf  m/o  the  pit 

Quin.  What,  art  thou  fallen  ?  What  subtle  hols 
is  this. 
Whose  mouth  is  cover*d  with  rude-growinr  brian ; 
Upon  whose  leaves  are  drops  of  new-shed  bkxkl, 
As  fresh  as  morning's  dew  distill'd  on  flowers? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  seems  to  me : — 
Speak,  brother,  hast  thou  hurt  thee  with  die  fall? 

Mart.  O,  brother,  with  the  dismallest  obj^ 
That  ever  eye,  with  sight,  made  heart  lament 

Aar.  [Aside.']  Now  will  I  fetch  the  king  to  fbd 
them  nere ; 
That  he  thereby  may  eive  a  likely  guess. 
How  these  were  they  mat  made  away  his  brollMr. 
[jExtlAaitn. 

Mart.  Why  dost  not  comfort  me,  and  help  me  oot 
From  this  unhallowM  and  blood-stain*d  hole? 

Quin.  I  am  surprised  with  an  uncouth  fear: 
A  chilling  sweat  o'er-runs  my  trembling  joints; 
My  heart  suspects  more  than  mine  eye  can  se& 

Mart.  To  prove  thou  hast  a  true-diyinibg  heart, 
Aaron  aitd  thou  look  down  into  this  den, 
And  see  a  fearful  sight  of  blood  and  death. 

Quin,  Aaron  is  gone;  and  my 
heart 

Will  not  permit  mine  eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing,  whereat  it  trembles  by  surmise : 
O,  tell  me  how  it  is ;  for  ne'er  till  now 
Was  I  a  child,  to  fear  I  know  not  what. 

Mart.  Lord  Bassianus  lies  embrewed  here, 
All  on  a  heap,  like  to  a  slau^hter'd  lamb, 
In  this  detested,  dark,  bloo^drinking  pit 

Quin.  If  it  be  daric,how  dost  thou  know *tisbe.^ 

Mart.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wesr 
A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  bole, 
Which,  like  a  taper  in  some  monument. 
Doth  shine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthy  dw^ 
And  shows  the  ragged  entrails  of  this  pit: 
So  pale  did  shine  the  moon  on  Fy ramus, 
When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  maiden  bh)od 

0  brother,  help  me  with  thy  fainting  hand," 
If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath,-' 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle, 

As  hateful  as  Cocytus'  misty  mouth. 
Quin.  Reach  me  thy  hand,  that  I  may  help  ^ 
out; 
Or,  wanting  stren^h  to  do  thee  so  nouch  px^ 

1  may  be  pluck'd  mto  the  swallowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  Bassianus*  grave. 

I  have  no  strength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brbk 
Mart  Nor  I  no  strength  to  climb  withoat  tij 

help. 
Quin.  Thy  hand  once  more ;  I  will  not  koieagvD 
Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  I  below : 
Thou  canst  not  come  to  me,  I  come  to  thee. 

[fUbis 
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Enter  Satarainns  and  Aaron. 

Sai.  Along  with  me  :~-V\\  see  what  hole  is  hei«, 
And  what  he  is,  that  now  is  leapM  into  it. 
Saj,  who  art  thou«  that  lately  didst  descend 
Into  this  g^pinS  hollow  of  the  earth  ? 

Mart  The  unhappy  son  of  old  Andronicus ; 
Brought  thither  in  a  most  unlucky  hour, 
To  find  thy  brother  Bassianus  dead. 

Sat.  M^  brother  dead .'  I  know,  thou  dost  but 
jest: 
He  and  his  lady  both  are  at  the  lodge. 
Upon  the  north  side  of  this  pleasant  chase ; 
*Tis  not  an  hour  since  I  left  him  there. 

Mart  We  know  not  where  vou  left  him  all  alirc. 
But,  out  alas !  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 

EnUr  Taroora,  toiih  Attendanit;  Titus  Androni- 
cus, ami  Lucius. 

Tom.  Where  is  my  lord,  the  king.' 

Sot  Here,Tamora;  though  grievM  with  killing 


rricC 
Where 


Tom.  Where  is  thy  brother  Bassianus  f 

Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  dost  thou  search  my 
wound; 
Poor  Bassianus  here  lies  murdered. 

Tarn.  Then  all  too  late  i  bring  this  fatal  writ, 
[Giving  a  letter. 
The  complot  of  this  timeless^  tragedy ; 
And  wonder  greatly,  that  man*s  Tace  can  fold 
In  pleasing  smiles  such  murderous  tyranny. 

Sat  [Reads.]  An  if  toe  miss  to  meet  htm  hand- 
somelyy — 
Sweet  kuntsmanj  Bassianus  *<u,  we  mean, — 
J)o  thou  so  much  as  dig  the  grave  for  him  ,* 
Thou  know* st  our  meaning:  Look/or  thy  reward 
^mangihe  nettles  at  the  dder  tree. 
Which  overshades  the  mouth  of  that  tame  fxt^ 
IVhere  we  decreed  to  bury  Bassianus. 
Do  this,  and  purchase  us  thy  lasting  friends. 
O,  Tamora !  was  ever  heard  the  like  f 
This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  elder  tree  : 
Look,  sirs,  if  you  can  find  the  huntsman  out 
That  should  Mve  murderM  Bassianus  here. 

Aar.  My  gracious  lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  gold. 
[Showing  it 

Sat  Two  of  thy  whelps,  [To  Tit.]  fell  curs  of 
bloody  kind. 
Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life : — 
Sirs,  drag  theiu  from  the  pit  unto  the  prison  ; 
There  let  them  bide,  until  we  have  devisM 
8on>e  never-heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

Tom.  What,  are  they  in  this  pit  f  O  wondrous 
thing! 
How  eamlj  murder  b  discovered ! 

ISt  High  emperor,  upon  my  feeble  knee 
I  beg  this  boon,  with  tears  not  lightly  shed, 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accurwd  sons. 
Accursed^  if  the  fault  be  prov'd  in  them, 

Sat  If  it  be  proved !  you  see,  it  is  apparent — 
Who  found  this  letter  ?  Tamora,  was  it  you  ? 

Tarn.  Andronicus  himself  did  take  it  up. 

Tit.  I  did,  my  lord :  yet  let  me  be  their  bail : 
For  by  mv  father*s  reverend  tomb,  I  vow, 
Tbey  shall  be  ready  at  your  highness*  will, 
To  answer  their  suspicion  with  their  lives. 

Sat.  Thou  shalt  not  bail  them :  see,  thou  follow  me. 
Some  bring  the  raurder*d  body,  some  the  murderers: 
Let  them  not  speak  a  word,  the  guilt  is  plain  ; 
For,  by  my  soul,  were  there  worse  end  tnan  death. 
That  end  upon  them  should  be  executed. 

Tarn.  Andronicus,  I  will  entreat  the  king ; 
Fear  not  thy  sons,  they  shall  do  well  enough. 


(1)  Untimelj. 

TOL.  II. 


(2)  Orpheus. 


Tit  Come,  Lucius,  come ;  stay  not  to  talk  with 
them.  [Kieunt  severally. 

SCEJVE  v.— The  same.  Enter  Demetrius  and 
Chiron,  with  Lavinia,  ravished ;  her  hands  cut 
off,  and  her  tongue  cut  out 

Dem.  So,  now  go  tell,  an  if  thy  tongua  can  sppak. 
Who  'twas  that  cut  thv  ton^e,  and  ravish'd  ihee. 

ChL  Write  down  thy  nund,  bewray  thy  mean- 
ing so; 
And,  if  thy  stumps  will  let  thee,  play  the  scribe. 

Den.  See,  how  with  signs  ana  tokens  she  can 
scowl. 

ChL  Go  home,  call  for  sweet  water,  wash  thy 
hands. 

Dem.  She  hath  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands  to 
wash; 
And  90  let*s  leave  her  to  her  silent  walks. 

Chi.  An  'twere  my  case,  I  should  go  hang  myself. 

Dem.  If  thou  hadst  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the 
cord.      [Exeunt  I>anetrius  «md  Chiron. 

Enter  Marcus. 

Mar.  Who's  this,— my  niece,  that  flies  away  so 

fast.' 
Cousin,  a  word ;  Where  is  your  husband  f — 
If  I  do  dream,  'would  all  my  wealth  would  wake 

me! 
If  I  do  wake,  some  planet  strike  me  down. 
That  I  may  slumber  in  eternal  sleep  I — 
Sneak,  gentle  niece,  what  stern  ungentle  hands 
Have  lopp'd,  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  body  baie 
Of  her  two  branches  f  those  sweet  ornaments. 
Whose  circling  shadows  kings  have  sought  to 

sleep  in. 
And  might  not  gain  so  great  a  happiness. 
As  half  th^  love .'  Why  dost  not  speak  to  me  ?— 
Alas,  a  cnmson  river  of  warm  blood, 
Like  to  a  bubbling  fountain  stirr'd  with  wind. 
Doth  rise  and  fall  between  thy  rosed  lips. 
Coming  and  going  with  thy  honest  breath. 
But,  sure,  some  Tereus  hath  defloured  thee ; 
And,  lest  thou  should'st  detect  him,  cut  thy  tongue. 
Ah,  now  thou  tum'st  away  thy  hce  for  shame  ! 
And,  notwithstanding  all  this  loss  of  blood, — 
As  from  a  conduit  with  three  issuing  spouts, — 
Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan's  face, 
Blushing  to  be  encountered  with  a  cloud. 
Shall  I  speak  for  thee .'  shall  I  say,  'tis  so? 
O,  that  I  knew  thy  heart ;  and  knew  the  beast. 
That  I  might  rail  at  him  to  ease  my  mind! 
Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  stopp'd. 
Doth  burn  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is. 
Fair  Philomela,  she  but  lost  her  tongue. 
And  in  a  tedious  sampler  sew'd  her  mind  : 
But,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee ; 
A  craftier  Tereus  hast  thou  met  withal. 
And  he  hath  cut  those  pretty  fingers  off. 
That  could  have  better  sewM  than  Philomel 
O,  had  the  monster  seen  those  lily  hands 
Tremble,  like  aspen  leaves,  upon  a  lute. 
And  make  the  silken  strings  delight  to  kiss  them ; 
He  would  not  then  have  touch'd  them  for  his  life : 
Or,  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  harmony. 
Which  that  sweet  tongue  hath  made. 
He  would  have  dropp'd  his  knife,  and  fell  asleep. 
As  Cerberus  at  the  Thracian  poet's^  feet. 
Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind : 
For  such  a  sight  will  blind  a  father's  eye : 
One  hour's  storm  will  drown  the  fragrant  maads ; 
What  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  father's  ey^* 
Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee ; 
O,  could  our  mourning  ease  thy  misery !  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  III. 


SCEffE  /.—Rome.  A  tired.  Enter  Senators, 
TVtfrtoiet,  and  Offieert  iff  JusOee^  with  Marlios 
and  Qpintia,  bounds  passing  on  to  the  place  of 
^' —  Titog  going  b^/vre,  pleading. 


Tit.  Hearme,  gmTe&then !  noUe  tribunes,  staj .' 
For  pily  of  mioe  age,  wboM  youth  was  spent 
Id  dangerous  wars,  whilst  tou  securelj  slept ; 
For  all  my  blood  in  Roine^s  great  quarrel  shed; 
For  all  the  frosty  nights  that  I  have  watchM; 
And  for  these  bitter  lean,  which  now  you  see 
Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  cheeks ; 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  sons. 
Whose  souls  are  not  corrupled  as  *tis  tboi^t  I 
For  two  and  twenty  sons  I  never  wept. 
Because  they  died  in  honour's  k)fty  bed. 
For  these,  these  tribunes,  in  the  dust  I  write 

[Thromng  himee^  on  the  ground. 
My  hearths  deep  languor,  and  mr  souPs  smI  tears. 
Let  my  tean  stanch  the  earth's  dir  appetite ; 
My  sons'  sweet  blood  will  make  it  stiame  and  blush. 
[Exeunt  Senaton,  Tribunes,  4^.  with 
the  Pritonere. 
O  earth,  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain. 
That  shall  distil  from  these  two  ancient  urns. 
Than  youthful  April  shall  widi  all  bis  showers: 
In  summer's  drought,  PU  drop  upon  thee  still ; 
In  winter,  <with  wami  tean  1*11  melt  the  snow. 
And  keep  eternal  8priqg>time  on  thy  &ce. 
So  thou  refuse  to  drink  my  dear  sons'  hkod. 

Enter  Lndns,  with  hit  tword  drawn, 

O,  reTerend  tribunes !  gentle  aged  men ! 
Unbind  my  sons,  revene  the  doom  of  death ; 
And  let  me  say,  that  never  wept  before, 
My  tean  are  now  prerailiog  orators. 

Luc  O,  noble  tother,  you  lament  in  vain ; 
The  tribunes  hear  yon  not,  no  man  is  by, 
And  TOU  recount  your  sorrows  to  a  stone. 

TO.  Ah,  Lucius,  for  thy  brothen  let  me  plead  : 
Grave  tribunes,  once  more  I  entreat  of  you. 

ijuc  My  f^ndtom  lord,  no  tribune  bean  you 


iflherdidhear, 
Th^  would  not  mark  me ;  or,  if  they  aid  mark. 
All  Dootless  to  them,  they'd  not  pity  me. 
Therefore  I  tell  my  sorrows  to  the  stones ; 
Who,  though  they  cannot  answer  my  distress, 
\m.iD  some  sort  they're  better  than  the  tribunes, 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale : 
When  I  do  weep,  th^  humbly  at  my  fret 
Receive  my  tears,  and  seem  to  weep  with  me ; 
And,  were  they  Irat  attired  in  grave  weeds, 
Rome  could  aflbrd  no  tribune  like  to  those. 
A  steoe  is  soft  as  wax,  tribunes  more  hard  than 


A  steoe  is  silent,  and  oflBmdeth  not ; 

And  tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  death. 

But  wherefore  stand'st  thou  with  thy  weapon  drawn.' 

Luc  To  rescue  nj  two  brothen  from  their 
death: 
For  which  attempt,  the  judges  have  prooouncM 
My  everiasting  doom  of  banishment 

Tit.  O  happy  man !  thev  have  befriended  thee. 
Why,  foolish  Lucius,  dost  thou  not  perceive. 
That  Rome  is  but  a  wilderness  of  tigen  ? 
Tigen  must  prey ;  and  Rome  aflbrds  no  prey, 
But  me  and  mine :  How  happy  art  thou  &en, 
Ftm  these  devourea  to  be  oanished .' 
But  who  comes  with  our  brother  Marcus  here? 

(1)  The  river  Nile. 


Einier  Marcos  and  Lavima. 
Mar.  Titus,  prepare  thy  noble  eyes  to  weep; 
Or,  if  not  so,  thy  noble  heart  to  break ; 
I  bring  consuming  sorrow  to  thine  age. 


TiL  Will  it 


if  let  I 


Mar.  This  was  thy  daughter. 

Tit.  Why,  Marcus,  so  &  is. 

Luc  Ah  me !  this  object  kills  me ! 

TSt.  Faint-hearted  boy,  arise,  and  look  upon 
.    her: — 
Speak,  my  Lavinia,  what  accursed  hand 
Hath  made  thee  handless  in  thy  father's  sjght? 
What  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  sea .' 
Or  brought  a  faggot  to  bright-burning  Troy  ? 
My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'2>t, 
.\nd  now,  like  Nilus,i  it  disd^incth  bounds. — 
Give  me  a  sword,  1*11  chop  off  my  hands  too ; 
For  they  have  fought  for  Kome,  and  all  in  vain; 
And  they  have  nun'd  this  wo,  in  feedii^  life ; 
In  bootless  prayer  have  they  been  held  up. 
And  thev  have  senr*d  me  to  effiectless  use : 
Now,  all  the  service  I  require  of  them 
K  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other.— 
*Tis  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  hast  no  hands ; 
For  hands,  to  do  Rome  service,  are  but  vain. 

Luc  Sneak,  gentle  sister,  who  hath  martyr'd 

Mar,  O,  that  delightftil  cqgine  of  her  thoughts, 
That  blabb'd  them  with  such  pleasii^  ekiquencc, 
h  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  c^e ; 
Where,  like  a  sweet  melodious  bird,  it  sung 
Stvrat  varied  notes,  enchanting  every  ear ! 

Luc  O,  sav  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done  tbit 

Mar,  O,  thus  I  found  her,  itiayinr  in  the  park. 
Seeking  to  hide  herself;  as  doth  the  <feer. 
That  hath  receiv'd  some  unrecuring  woimd. 

7Vf.  It  was  my  deer ;  and  he,  that  wounded  her, 
Hath  hurt  me  more,  than  had  he  kill'd  me  dead: 
For  now  I  stand  as  one  upon  a  rock, 
Environ'd  with  a  wilderaess  of  sea ; 
Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  fay  wavoi 
Expecting  ever  when  some  envious  suige 
Will  in  his  brinish  bowels  swallow  him. 
This  way  to  death  my  wretched  sons  are  gone; 
Here  stands  mv  other  son,  a  banish'd  man ; 
And  here,  m^  brother,  weeping  at  my  woes ; 
But  that,  which  gives  my  soul  tbe  greatest  tpam. 
Is  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  mr  soul. — 
Had  I  but  seen  thv  picture  in  tAis  plight. 
It  would  have  madded  me ;  What  sftudl  I  dk> 
Now  I  behold  thy  lively  body  so? 
Thou  hast  no  hands,  to  wipe  away  thy  tean; 
Nor  tongue,  to  tell  me  who  hath  martyr'd  thee: 
Thy  hosband  he  is  dead ;  and,  for  his  death. 
Thy  brothen  are  condemn'd,  and  dead  by  thir:— 
Look,  Marcus !  ah,  son  Ludns,  look  on  her ! 
When  I  did  name  her  brothers,  then  fresh  lean 
Stood  on  her  cheeks ;  as  doth  the  hoo^  dew 
Upon  a  nther'd  lily  almost  wither*d. 

.Afar.  Perchance,  she  weeps  becaosa  they  kilTd 
her  husband; 
Perchance,  because  she  knows  them  innocent 

TiL  If  they  did  kill  thy  husband,  then  be  joyful 
Because  the  law  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  them.— 
No,  no,  they  would  not  do  so  foul  a  deed ; 
Witness  the  sorrow  that  their  sister  makes. — 
Gentle  Lavinia,  let  me  kiss  thy  lips ; 
Or  make  some  sign  how  I  may  do  thee  ease : 
Shall  thy  good  uncle,  and  thr  brother  Ladns» 
And  thm,  and  I,  sit  round  about  some  fountain; 
Looking  all  downwards,  to  behold  our  cheeks 
How  they  are  slain*d?  like  meadows, yet  not  diy 
With  miiy  slime  left  oo  them  by  a  fkiod? 
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And  in  the  fountain  shall  we  gaze  so  long, 
Till  the  fresh  tasle  be  taken  from  that  clearness, 
And  make  a  brine-put  with  our  bilter  tears  f 
Or  shall  we  cut  awaj  our  hands,  like  thine  ? 
Or  shall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  shows 
Pass  the  remainder  of  uur  hateful  days  ? 
What  shall  we  do?  let  us,  that  have  our  tongues, 
Plot  some  device  of  further  misery, 
1  o  make  us  wooder'd  at  in  time  to  come. 

Imc.  Sweet  &thcr,  cease  your  tears ;  for,  at  your 
grief. 
See,  how  my  wretched  sister  sobs  and  weeps. 

Mar.  Patience,  dear  niece: — good  Titus,  dry 
thine  eyes. 

TV/.  Ah,  Marcus,  Marcus !  brother,  well  I  wot,^ 
Thy  napkin^  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine. 
For  thou,  poor  man,  hast  drown*d  it  with  thine  own. 

JLuc.  Ah,  my  Lavinia,  I  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 

7Hi.  Marie,  Marcus,  mark!   I  understand  her 
signs: 
Had  she  a  tongue  to  speak,  now  would  she  say 
That  to  her  brother  wnich  I  said  to  thee ; 
His  napkin,  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet. 
Can  do  no  service  on  her  sorrowful  cheeks. 
O,  what  a  sympathy  of  wo  is  this  ? 
As  far  from  help  as  limbo  is  from  bliss .' 

Enter  Aaron. 

Aar.  Titus  Andronicus,  my  lord  the  emperor, 
Sends  thee  this  word, — That,  if  thou  love  thy  sons, 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thyself  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  you,  chop  off  your  hand. 
And  send  it  to  the  king :  he  for  the  same. 
Will  send  thee  hither  both  thy  sons  alive ; 
And  that  shall  be  the  ransom  for  their  fault 

Tit  O,  gracious  emperor !  O,  gentle  Aaron ! 
Did  ever  raven  sine  so  like  a  lark. 
That  gives  sweet  tidings  of  the  sun*s  uprise .' 
W'ith  all  my  heart,  rifsend  the  emperor 
My  band : 
Good  Aaron,  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  off? 

Luc  Stav,  father ;  for  tnat  noble  hand  of  thine. 
That  hath  thrown  down  so  many  enemies. 
Shall  not  be  sent :  my  hand  will  serve  the  turn : 
My  youth  can  better  spare  my  blood  than  you ; 
Ana  therefore  mine  shall  save  my  brothers*  lives. 

Mar.  Which  of  your  hands  luth  not  defended 
Rome, 
And  rear*d  aloft  the  bloody  battle-axe. 
Writing  destruction  on  the  enemy's  castle  ? 
O,  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  desert : 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle ;  let  it  serve 
To  ransom  m?  two  nephews  from  their  death ; 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

Aar.  Nay,  come  agree,  whose  hand  shall  go  along. 
For  fear  mej  die  before  their  pardon  come. 

Mar.  My  hand  shall  ga 

IjUC,  By  heaven,  it  shall  not  go. 

TiL  Sirs,  strive  no  more ;  such  witherM  herbs  as 
these 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine. 

Imc,  Sweet  father,  if  I  shall  be  thought  thy  son. 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 

Mar.  And,  for  our  father's  sake,  and  mother's 
care. 
Now  let  me  diow  a  brother's  love  to  thee. 

Tit.  Agree  between  you ;  I  will  spare  my  hand. 

Luc  Then  I'll  go  fetch  an  axe. 

Mar.  But  I  will  use  the  axe. 

[Exeunt  Lucius  and  Marcus. 

Tit  Come  hither,  Aaron ;  I'll  deceive  them  both ; 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 

(1^  Knoir.     (2)  Handkerchief.     (3)  Sufferings. 


Aar.  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honest. 
And  never,  whilst  I  live,  deceive  men  so: — 
But  I'll  deceive  you  in  another  sort. 
And  that  you'll  say,  ere  half  an  hour  can  pass. 

[Aside. 
[He  cuts  0^  Titus's  hand. 

Enter  Lucius  and  Marcus. 

Tit  Now,  stay  your  strife ;  what  shall  be,  is 
despatch'd. — 
Good  Aaron,  give  his  maies^  my  hand  : 
Tell  him,  it  was  a  hand  that  waraed  him 
From  thousand  daneers ;  bid  him  buiy  it ; 
More  hath  it  merited,  that  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  sons,  sav,  I  account  of  them 
As  jewels  purchas'd  at  an  easy  price ; 
And  yet  dear  too,  because  I  bought  mine  own. 

Aar.  I  go,  Andronicus :  and  for  thy  hand, 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  sons  with  thee : — 
Their  beads,  I  mean. — O,  how  this  villany  [Aside, 
Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  thoughts  of  it .' 
Let  fools  do  good,  and  feir  men  call  for  grace, 
Aaron  will  have  his  soul  black  like  his  face.  [Exit 

Tit  O,  here  I  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heaven. 
And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  eartn : 
if  any  power  pities  wretched  tears. 
To  that  I  call ;— What,  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me  ? 
[To  Lavinia. 
Do  then,  dear  heart;  for  heaven  shall  hear  our 

prayeri ; 
Or  with  our  sighs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim, 
And  stain  the  sun  with  fog,  as  sometime  clouds, 
When  they  do  bug  him  in  their  melting  bosoms. 

Mar.  O !  brother,  speak  with  possibilities, 
And  do  not  break  into  these  deep  extremes. 

Tit  Is  not  my  sorrow  deep,  luving  no  bottom  ? 
Then  be  my  passions'  bottomless  with  thenL 

Mar.  But  yet  let  reason  govern  thy  lament      ^ 

Tit  If  there  were  reason  for  these  miseries, 
Then  into  limits  could  I  bind  my  woes : 
When  heaven  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  o'er> 

flow? 
If  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  sea  wax  mad, 
Threat'ning  the  welkin^  with  his  big-swoln  face  ? 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reason  for  this  coil  ?^ 
I  am  the  sea ;  hark,  bow  her  sighs  do  blow  ! 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  tM  earth : 
Then  must  my  sea  be  moved  with  her  sighs; 
Then  must  my  earth  with  her  continual  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overflow'd  and  drown'd : 
For  why  ?  niy  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes, 
But,  like  a  drunkard,  must  I  vomit  them. 
Then  give  me  leave ;  for  losers  will  have  leave 
To  ease  their  stomachs  with  their  bitter  tongues. 

Enter  a  Messenger,  Vfiih  two  heads  and  a  hand. 
Mess.  Worthy  Andronicus,  ill  art  thou  repaid 

For  that  good  hand  thou  sent'st  the  emperor. 

Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  sons; 

And  here's  thjr  hand,  in  scorn  to  thee  sent  back ; 

Thy  griefs  their  sports,  thy  resolution  mock'd : 

That  wo  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  woes. 

More  than  remembrance  of  my  Other's  death. 

[Exit 
Mar.  Now  let  hot  iEtna  cool  in  Sicily, 

And  be  my  heart  an  everburning  hell ! 

These  miseries  are  more  than  may  be  borne  ! 

To  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  ease  some  deal. 

But  sorrow  flouted  at  is  double  death. 
Luc  Ah,  that  this  sight  should  make  so  deep  i 
wound. 

And  yet  detested  life  not  Atwk  thereat ! 


(4)  The  sky. 


(5)  Stir,  bttstla. 
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l^at  ever  death  should  let  life  bear  his  name. 
Where  life  hath  no  naore  interest  but  to  breathe  ! 
[Lavinia  kisats  him. 

Mar.  Alas,  poor  heart,  that  kiss  is  comfortless. 
As  froien  water  to  a  starved  snake. 

T\t.  When  will  this  fearful  slumber  have  an  end .' 

Jtfar.  Now,  farewell  flattery  :  Die,  Andronicus ; 
Thou  dost  not  slumber :  see,  thy  two  sons*  heads ; 
Thj  warlike  hand  ;  thy  mang^led  daughter  here  ; 
Thy  other  banish*d  son,  with  this  dear  sif  ht 
Struck  pale  and  bloodless ;  and  thy  brother,  I, 
Even  like  a  stony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah !  now  no  more  will  I  control  thy  griefs : 
Rent  off  thy  silver  hair,  thy  other  hand 
Gnawing  with  thy  teeth ;  and  be  this  dismal  sight 
The  closing  up  of  our  most  wretched  eyes ! 
Now  is  a  time  to  storm ;  why  art  thou  still  ? 

Tit.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Mar.  Why  dost  thou  laugh  ?  it  fiu  not  with  this 
hour. 

Tit  Why,  I  have  not  another  tear  to  shed : 
Besides,  this  sorrow  is  an  enemy. 
And  would  usurp  upon  my  watry  eyes. 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears ; 
Then  which  way  shall  I  find  revenge's  cave  ? 
For  these  two  heads  do  seem  to  speak  to  me ; 
And  threat  me,  I  shall  never  come  to  bliss, 
Till  all  these  mischiefs  be  retumM  again. 
Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  them. 
Come,  let  me  see  what  task  I  have  to  do. — 
You  heavy  people,  circle  me  about ; 
That  I  may  tura  me  to  each  one  of  you. 
And  swear  unto  my  soul  to  right  your  wnx^. 
The  vow  is  made. — Come,  brother,  take  a  l»ad ; 
And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear : 
Lavinia,  thou  shalt  be  employed  in  thete  things ; 
Bear  thou  my  hand,  sweet  wench,  between  thy 

teetL 
As  for  thee,  boy,  go  get  thee  from  my  sight ; 
Thou  art  an  exile,  and  thou  must  not  stay  : 
Hie  to  the  Goths,  and  raise  an  army  there  : 
And,  if  you  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do, 
Let's  kiss  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  da 

[Exeunt  Titus,  Marcus,  and  Lavinia. 

Imc  Farewell,  Andronicus,  my  noble  father ; 
The  woAil*st  man  that  ever  livM  in  Rome ! 
Farewell,  proud  Rome  !  till  Lucius  come  again, 
He  leaves  nis  pledges  dearer  than  his  life. 
Farewell,  Lavinia,  my  noble  sister ; 
O,  'would  thou  wert  as  thou  'tofore  hast  been  ! 
But  now  jx>r  Lucius,  nor  Lavinia  lives. 
But  in  oblivion,  and  hateful  gne&. 
If  Lucius  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs ; 
And  make  proud  Satuminus  and  his  empress 
Beg  at  the  gates,  like  Tarquin  and  his  queen. 
Now  will  I  to  the  Goths,  and  raise  a  power. 
To  be  reveng'd  on  Rome  and  Satumme.      [ElxU. 

SCELYE  II— A  room  in  Titus's  house,  A  ban- 
quet $et  out  Enter  Titus,  Marcus,  Lavinia,  and 
young  Lucius,  a  hoy. 

7Vl  So,  so;  now  sit:  and  look,  you  eat  no  more 
Than  will  preserve  just  so  much  strength  in  us 
As  will  reven^  these  bitter  woes  of  ours^ 
Marcus,  unknit  that  sorrow-wreathen  knot ; 
Thy  niece  and  I,  poor  creatures,  want  our  hands. 
And  cannot  passionate  our  tenfold  grief 
With  folded  aims.     This  poor  right  hand  of  mine 
Is  left  to  tyrannise  upon  my  breast ; 
And  when  mv  heart,  all  mad  with  miseij. 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prison  of  my  flesh, 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down. — 

(1)  Ab  allnsioo  to  brewing. 


Thou  map  of  wo,  that  thus  dost  talk  in  mm  I 

[To  Lark 

>\l)en  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous  beating, 
Thou  canst  not  strike  it  thus  to  make  it  stilL 
Wound  it  with  sighing,  girl,  kill  it  with  groau; 
Or  get  some  little  knife  between  tbj  teem. 
And  just  against  thv  heart  make  tboa  a  bole ; 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall, 
May  run  into  that  sink,  and  soakins^  in. 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  sea-salt  teart. 

Mar.  Fie,  brother,  fie  !  teach  her  not  thos  to  by 
Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

THt.  How  now !  has  sorrow  made  thee  do^a 
already .' 
Why,  Marcus,  no  man  should  be  mad  but  I. 
What  violent  hands  can  she  lay  oo  her  life  * 
Ah,  wherefore  dost  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands;— 
To  bid  JEaeas  tell  the  tale  twice  o'er, 
How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  miserable? 
O,  handle  not  the  theme,  to  talk  of  hands ; 
Lest  we  remember  still,  that  we  have  none.^ 
Fie,  fie,  how  franticly  I  square  my  talk  f 
As  if  we  should  forget  we  had  no  hands. 
If  Marcus  did  not  name  the  w(»d  of  hands! — 
Come,  let's  fall  to ;  and,  gentle  girl,  eat  tfiis : — 
Here  is  no  drink  !  Hark,  Marcus,  what  she  says;-— 
1  can  interpret  all  her  mart^T'd  signs ; — 
She  says,  she  drinks  no  other  drink  but  tean, 
Brew'd    with    her   sorrows,    meah'd   upon  her 

cheeks :' — 
Speechless  complainer,  I  will  learn  thy  tboif;hls; 
In  thy  dumb  action  will  I  be  as  perfect. 
As  begging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers: 
Thou  shalt  not  sigh,  nor  hold  thy  stumps  tobevreo, 
Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  male  a  sign. 
But  I,  of  these,  will  wrest  an  alphabet. 
And,  by  stilP  practice,  learn  to  Know  thy  nieaniag. 

Boy.  Good  grandsire,  leave  these  bitter  deep  la- 
ments: 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  some  pleasing  tak. 

Mar.  Alas,  the  tender  boy,  in  passioo  movM, 
Doth  weep  to  see  hb  grandsire*s  heavinesa. 

Tit  Peace,  tender  sapling ;  thoa  art  made  d 
tears. 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. — 

[Marcus  strikes  the  disk  unik  a  kM. 
What  dost  thou  strike  at,  Marcus,  with  thv  koife.' 

Mar.  At  that  that  I  have  kill'd,  my  lord ;  a  fljr. 

TU.  Out  on  thee,  murderer !  ttsaa  kill'st  wj 
heart; 
Mine  eves  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  tyranny : 
A  deecf  of  death,  done  oo  the  innocent, 
Beconnes  not  Titus'  brother :  Get  thee  gone ; 
I  see,  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Mar.  Alas,  mv  k)fd,  I  have  but  kiUM  a  fly. 

Tit  But  how,  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  rootfaer. 
How  would  he  hang  his  slender  gilded  wii^ 
And  buzz  lanoenting  doings  in  the  air.' 
Poor  harmless  fl}- ! 

That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody. 
Came  here  to  make  us  merry ;  and'thoa  hut  kilP<l 
him. 

Mar.  Pardon  me,  ar ;  'twas  a  black  iIl-&ToarM 

fly. 

Like  to  the  empress'  Moor ;  therefore  I  kilTd  lii» 

Tit  O,  O,  6, 
Then  pnrdon  me  for  reprehencBiM^  diee. 
For  thou  hast  done  a  charitable  wed. 
Give  me  thy  knife,  I  will  insult  on  him ; 
Flattering  myself,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor, 
Come  hither  purposely  to  poison  me. — 
1  here's  for  thyself;  and  that's  for  TMnofi.— 

(3)  Constant  or  continual  practice. 
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Ah,  nrreh  !l~ 

Yet  I  cio  think  we  are  not  brought  so  low, 
But  that,  between  us,  we  can  lall  a  fljr, 
That  corner  in  likeness  of  a  coal-black  Moor. 

JIar.  Alas,  poor  man !  grief  has  so  wrought  on 
him. 
He  takes  false  shadows  for  true  substances. 

Tit.  Come,  take  away. — Lavinia,  go  with  roe : 
1*11  to  th^  closet ;  and  go  read  with  thee 
Sad  stones,  chanced  in  the  times  of  old.— 
Come,  boy,  and  go  with  me ;  thy  sight  is  young, 
And  thou  shalt  read,  when  mine  begins  to  dazzle. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

SCEIN'E  I.—The  same.  Be/ore  Titus's  house. 
Elnter  Titus  and  Marcus.  Then  enter  young 
Lucius,  Lavinia  runrUng  after  him. 

Boy.  Help,  grandsire,  help !  my  aunt  Lavinia 
Follows  me  every  where,  I  know  not  why  : — 
Good  uncle  Marcus,  see  how  swift  she  comes ! 
Ahts,  sweet  aunt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Mar.  Stand  by  me,  Lucius ;  do  not  fear  thine 
aunt. 

Tit.  She  loves  thee,  boy,  too  well  to  do  thee  harm. 

Boy.  Ay,  when  my  father  was  in  Rome,  she  did. 

Mar.  VVhat  means  my  niece  Lavinia  by  these 
signs  ? 

Tit.  Fear  her  not,  Lucius : — Somewhat  doth  she 
mean : 
See,  Lucius,  see,  how  much  she  makes  of  thee  : 
Somewhither  would  she  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah,  boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Read  to  her  sons,  than  she  hath  read  to  thee. 
Sweet  poetry,  and  Tully's  Orator.2 
Canst  thon  not  guess  wherefore  she  plies  thee  thus  ? 

Boy.  My  lord,  1  know  not,  I,  nor  can  I  guess. 
Unless  some  fit  or  frenzy  do  possess  her : 
For  I  have  heard  my  grandsire  say  full  oft. 
Extremity  of  griefs  would  make  men  mad  ; 
And  I  have  read  that  Hecuba  of  Troy 
Ran  mad  through  sorrow  :  That  made  me  to  fear; 
Although,  my  lord,  I  know,  my  noble  aunt 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  e*er  my  mother  did. 
And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  youth  : 
Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and  fly ; 
Causeless,  perhaps :  But  pardon  me,  sweet  aunt : 
And,  madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  most  willinely  attend  your  ladyship. 

Jiar.  Lucius,  I  will. 

[Lavinia  turns  over  the  books  vMch  Lucius 
hasUtfalL 

Tit  How  now,  Lavinia .' — Marcus,  what  means 
this.^ 
Sonne  book  there  is  that  she  desires  to  see : — 
Which  is  it,  g^rl,  of  these  ? — Open  them,  boy. — 
But  thou  art  deeper  read,  and  better  skilPd ; 
Come,  and  take  choice  of  all  my  library, 
And  so  beguile  thy  sorrow,  till  the  heavens 
Reveal  the  damnM  contriver  of  this  deed. — 
Why  lifts  she  up  her  arms  in  sequence*  thus  f 

Mar.  I  think,  she  means,  that  there  was  more 
than  one 
Confederate  in  the  fact : — Ay,  more  there  was  :*— 
Or  else  to  heaven  she  heaves  them  for  revenge. 

Tit.  Lucius, what  book  is  that  she  tosseth  so? 

Boy.  Grandsire,  *t'8  Ovid's  Metamorphoses ; 

(1)  This  was  formerly  not  a  disrespectful  expresjnon. 
vl)  Tully's  Treatise  on  Eloquence,  entitle  J  Orator. 
(3)  SucceisioQ.  (4)  To  quote  is  (o  observe. 
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My  mother  gave't  me. 

Mar.  For  love  of  her  that's  gone. 

Perhaps  she  cull'd  it  from  among  the  rest 

Tit.  Soft !  see,  how  busily  she  turns  the  leaves ! 
Help  her : — 

What  would  she  find  } — Lavinia,  shall  I  read  ? 
This  is  the  tragic  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  of  Tereus'  treason,  and  his  rape ; 
And  rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 

Mar.  See,  brother,  see ;  note,  how  she  quotes' 
the  leaves. 

Tit.  Lavinia,  wert  thou  thus  surpris'd,  sweet  g^ri, 
Ravish'd  and  wrong'd,  as  Philomela  was, 
Forc'd  in  the  ruthless,^  vast,  and  gloomy  woods  .^ — 

See,  see ! 

Av',  such  a  place  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt, 
(O,  had  we  never,  never,  hunted  there !) 
Pattern'd  by  that  the  poet  here  describes, 
By  nature  made  for  murders,  and  for  rapes. 

Mar.  O,  why  should  nature  build  so  foul  a  den. 
Unless  the  gods  delight  in  tragedies! 

Tit.  Give  i^igns,  sweet  girl, — for  here  are  none 
but  friends, — 
VVhat  Roman  lord  it  was  durst  do  the  deed: 
Or  slunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erst. 
That  left  the  camp  to  sin  in  Lucrece'  bed .' 

Mar.  Sit  down,  sweet  niece; — brother, sit  down 
bv  me. — 
Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 
Inspire  me,  that  I  may  this  treason  find  !— 
Mv  lord,  look  here ; — Look  here,  Lavinia : 
This  sandy  plot  is  plain;  guide,  if  thou  canst, 
This  after  me,  when  I  have  writ  my  name 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 

[He  writes  his  name  with  his  staffs  and  guides 
it  with  his  feet  and  mouth, 
Curs'd  be  that  heart,  that  forc'd  us  to  this  shift  I — 
Write  thou,  good  niece ;  and  here  display,  at  last. 
What  God  will  have  discover'd  for  revenge  : 
Heaven  guide  thy  pen  to  print  thy  sorrows  plain. 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors,  and  the  truth ! 
[She  takes  the  staff  in  her  mouth,  and  guides 
it  with  her  stumps,  and  writes. 

Tit.  O,  do  you  read,  my  lord,  what  she  hath  writ? 
Siuprum — Chiron — Demetrius. 

Mar.  What,  what !— The  lustful  sons  of  Taroora 
Performers  of  this  heinous,  bloody  deed  ? 

Tit.  Magne  Dominator  poli, 
Tarn  lentus  audis  sceUra?  iam  lentus  vides? 

Mar.  O,  calm  thee,  gentle  lord !  although,  I  know, 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth. 
To  stir  a  mutiny  in  the  mildest  thoughts, 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infants  to  exclaims. 
My  lord,  kneel  down  with  me ;  Lavinia,  kneel ; 
And  kneel,  sweet  boy,  the  Roman  Hector's  hope ; 
And  swear  with  me, — as  with  the  woful  feere,* 
And  father,  of  that  chaste  dishonour'd  dame. 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  sware  for  Lucrece'  rape, — 
That  we  will  prosecute,  by  good  advice. 
Mortal  revenge  upon  these  traitorous  Goths, 
And  see  their  blood,  or  die  with  this  reproach. 

Tit.  'Tis<  sure  enough,  an  you  knew  now. 
But  if  you  hurt  these  bear-whelps,  then  beware: 
The  diini  will  wake;  and,  if  she  wind  you  once. 
She's  with  the  lion  deeply  still  in  league. 
And  lulls  him  whilst  she  playeth  on  her  back, 
And,  when  he  slee])*,  will  she  do  what  hhe  list 
Vou're  a  young  huntsman,  Marcus ;   let  it  alone ; 
And,  come,  I  will  eo  get  a  leaf  of  brass. 
And  with  a  gad^  of  steel  will  write  these  woids, 
And  lay  it  by :  the  angry  northern  wind 

(5)  Pitiless.  (6)  Husband. 

(7)  The  point  of  a  spear. 
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Wni  blow  these  sands,  like  srlrTs  leares, 
And  where*s  jour  lessoo  then/— Bojr,  what 

Boy.  I  say,  my  lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man,' 
Their  niother*s  bed-chamber  should  not  be  safe 
For  these  bad-bondmen  to  the  joke  of  Rome. 

Mar.  ky,  that*s  mj  boy  !  thy  father  hath  full  oft 
For  this  ungrateful  countij  done  the  like. 

Boy.  And,  uncle,  so  will  I,  an  if  I  live. 

Tit.  Come,  go  with  roe  into  mine  arroouiy ; 
Lucius,  ril  fit  thee ;  and  withal,  my  boy 
Shall  carry  from  me  to  the  empress*  sons 
Presents,  that  I  intend  to  send  them  both : 
Come,  come;  thouMt  do  thy  mesaa^  wilt  thou  not f 

Boy.  Ky^  with  my  dagger  in  their  bosoms,  grand- 
sire. 

TiL  No,  boy,  not  so;  1*11  teach  thee  another 
course. 
Lavinia,  come : — Marcus,  look  to  my  house ; 
Lucius  and  1*11  go  brave  it  at  the  court; 
Ay,  many,  will  we,  sir :  and  we*ll  be  waited  on. 
[Exeunt  Titus,  Lavinia,  oitJ  Boy. 

Mar.   O  heavens,  can  you  bear  a  good  man 
groan. 
And  not  relent,  or  not  compassion  him  ? 
Marcus*,  attend  him  in  his  ecstasy ; 
That  hath  more  scars  of  sorrow  ui  his  heart. 
Than  foemen*8  marks  upon  his  batter*d  shield : 
But  yet  so  just,  that  he  will  not  revenge : — 
Revenge  the  heavens  for  old  Andronicus ! 

[Exit 

SCEIXE  II.—The  aanu,  A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Aaron,  Chiron,  and  Donetrius,  at  one 
door  ;  at  another  door,  young  Lucius,  and  an 
Attendant,  with  a  bw%dle  qftoeegHms,  and  verses 
writ  upon  them. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  here*s  the  son  of  Lucius ; 
He  hath  some  message  to  deliver  us. 
Aar.  Ay,  some  mad  message  from  his  mad 

grandfather. 
Boy.  My  lords,  with  all  the  humbleness  I  may, 
I  greet  your  honours  from  Andronicus ; — 
And  pray  the  Roman  gods,  confound  you  both. 

[Aside. 
Dent.  Gramercy,^  lovely  Lucius:    What's  the 

news  ^ 
Boy.  That  you  are  both  decipber*d,  that*s  the 
news. 
For  villains  mark*d  with  rape.  [Aside.']  May  it 

please  you, 
My  granasire,  well-advis*d,  hath  sent  by  me 
The  goodliest  weapons  of  his  armoury. 
To  gratify  your  honourable  youth. 
The  hope  of  Rome ;  for  so  he  bade  roe  say ; 
And  so  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  present 
Your  lordships,  that  whenever  you  have  need, 
Tou  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well : 
And  so  I  leave  you  both,  [^«Vfc.]  like  bloody  vil- 
lains. [Exeunt  Boy  and  Attendant. 
Denu  What's  here  r  A  scroll;  and  written  round 
about  .^ 
Let's  see ; 

Integer  vitce,  scelerisque  purus, 
^on  eget  Mauri  jaculis,  nee  arcu. 

Chi.  O,  tis  a  verse  in  Horace ;  I  know  it  well 
r  read  it  in  the  grammar  long  ago. 
Aar.  Ay,  just! — a  verse  in  Horace  : — right, you 
have  it. 
Now,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  ass !        ) 
Here*s  no  sound  jest !  the  old  man  hath   >  Aside. 
found  their  guilt ;  } 


Asidi. 


And  sends  the  weapons  wrapp'd  about  * 

with  lines. 
That  wound,  beyohd  their  feeling,  to  the 

quick. 
But  were  our  witty  empress  well  a-fooC, 
She  would  applaud  Andronicus*  conceit 
But  let  her  rest  in  her  unrest  awhile.— <>    ^ 
And  now,  young  lords,  was*t  not  a  hapfnr  star 
Led  us  to  Rome,  strangers,  and,  more  than  so^ 
Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  be%fat  ? 
It  did  me  good,  before  the  palace  gate 
To  brave  the  tribune  in  his  brother's  bearing. 

Dem.  But  me  more  good,  to  see  so  great  a  locd 
Basely  insinuate,  and  send  us  g^fts. 

Aar.  Had  he  not  reason,  lord  Deroetrim  ? 
Did  you  not  use  his  daughter  very  friendly  ? 

Dem.  I  would,  we  had  a  thousand  Roman  danei 
At  such  a  bay,  by  turn  to  serve  our  lust 

Chi.  A  charitable  wish,  and  full  of  love. 

Aar.  Here  lacks  but  your  mother  for  (o  my  amen. 

Chi.  And  that  would  she  for  twenty  ffcwwfH 
more. 

Dem.  Come,  let  us  go ;  and  pray  to  all  the  godi 
For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Aar.  Pray  to  the  devils ;  the  gods  haveriven  m 
o*er.  \Aside,     Ilaurisk 

Dem.  "Why  do  the  emperor's  trumpets  floorisk 
thus .? 

ChL  Belike,  for  joy  the  emperor  hath  a  son. 

Dem.  Soft ;  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  a  Nurse,  with  a  black-a-moor  ehitd  in  her 


(1)  i.  e.  Grand  merd;  great  thanks. 


J>rur.  Good-morrow,  loitb: 

O,  tell  me,  did  you  see  Aaron  the  Moor .' 

Aar.  Well,  more,  or  less,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all, 
Here  Aaron  is ;  and  what  with  Aaron  now.' 
JVur.  O  gentle  Aaron,  we  are  all  undone ! 
Now  help,  or  wo  betide  thee  evermore  ! 

Aar.  Why,  what  a  caterwaulii^  dost  thou  keep! 
What  dost  thou  wrap  and  fumble  m  thine  ara»  t 
JVur.  O,  that  which  I  would  hide  (rom  HeaveoH 
eye. 
Our  empress' shame,  and  stately  Rorae*s  disgnce;— 
She  is  oeliver'd,  lords,  she  is  deliver'd. 
Aar.  To  whom.? 

J^'ttr.  I  mean,  she's  brought  to  bed. 

Aar.  Well,  God 

Give  her  good  rest !  What  hath  be  sent  her  f 
J^'ur.  A  devil 

Aar.  Why,  then  8he*s  the  devil*s  dam ;  a  joyful 

issue. 
JVur.  A  joyless,  dismal,  black,  and  sorrowful 
issue  : 
Here  is  the  babe,  as  loathsome  as  a  toad 
Amongst  the  direst  breeders  of  our  clime. 
The  empress  sends  it  thee,  thy  stamp,  thy  seal. 
And  bids  thee  christen  it  with  thy  dagger's  poioL 
Aar.  Out,  out,  you  whore !  is  black  so  base  i 
hue .' — 
Sweot  blowse,  you  arc  a  beauteous  blossom,  sure     ' 
Dem.  Villain,  what  hast  thou  done? 
Aar.  Done  I  that  which  ti)oa 

Canst  not  unda 

Chi.  Thou  hast  undone  our  mother. 

Aar.  Villain,  I  have  done  thy  mother. 
Dem.  And  therein,  hellish  dog,  thou  hast  undone. 
Wo  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed  cboioe! 
Accurs'd  the  offsprii^  of  so  foul  a  fiend ! 
Chi.  h  shall  not  hve. 
Aar.  It  shall  not  die. 

JVur.  Aaron,  it  must :  the  mother  wills  it  la 
Aar.  What, must  it,  nurse.?  then  let  no  msBbot  I 
Do  execution  on  my  flesh  and  blood. 
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Denu   rU  broich  the  tadpole  oa  mj  rapier's 
point; 
Nurse,  give  it  me ;  my  tword  shall  soon  despatch  it. 

Aar.  Sooner  this  sword  shall  plough  thy  kx>wels 
up. 
[Takes  the  child  from,  the  Nurse,  and  draws. 
Stay, murderous  villains !  will  you  kill  your  brotherf 
Now,  by  the  burning  tapers  of  the  sky, 
That  shone  so  brightly  when  this  boy  was  got. 
He  dies  upon  mj  scimitar's  sharp  point. 
That  touches  this  my  first-bom  son  and  heir .' 
I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Enceladus,! 
With  all  his  threatening  band  of  Typhoo's  brood. 
Nor  great  Alcides,2  nor  the  ^od  of  war, 
Shallseize  this  prey  out  of  his  father's  hands. 
What,  what ;  ve  sanguine,  shallow-hearted  boys ! 
Ye  white-lim'd  walls  !  ye  alehouse  painted  signs ! 
Coal  black  is  better  than  another  hue, 
In  that  it  scorns  to  bear  another  hue : 
For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 
Can  never  turn  a  swan's  black  legs  to  white, 
Although  she  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood. 
Tell  the  eraperess  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own ;  excuse  it  how  she  can. 

Dent.  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  mistress  thus } 

Aar.  My  mistress  is  my  mistress;  this,  myself; 
The  vigour,  and  the  picture  of  my  youth  : 
This,  l^ore  all  the  world,  do  I  preter ; 
This,  maugre,^  all  the  world,  will  I  keep  safe. 
Or  some  of  you  shall  smoke  for  it  in  Rome. 

Dem.  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ever  sham'd. 

Chi.  Rowne  will  despise  her  for  this  foul  escape. 

J^tar.  The  emperor,  in  his  rage,  will  doom  her 
death. 

ChL  I  blush  to  think  u{)on  this  ignoroy.^ 

Aar.  Why,  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  bearsj 
Fie,  treacherous  hue !  that  will  betray  with  blushing 
The  close  enacts  and  counsels  of  the  heart ! 
Here's  a  young  lad  fram'd  of  another  leer  :* 
Look,  how  the  black  slave  smiles  upon  the  father; 
As  who  should  say,  Old  lad^  I  am  ihiru  own. 
He  is  your  brother,  lords ;  sensibly  fed 
Of  that  self-blood  that  first  gave  life  to  you : 
And,  from  that  womb,  where  you  imprison'd  were. 
He  is  enfranchised  and  come  to  light : 
Nay,  he's  your  brother  by  the  surer  side. 
Although  my  seal  be  stamped  in  his  face. 

JVur.  Aaron,  what  shall  I  say  unto  the  empress  .'* 

Dem.  Advise  thee,  Aaron,  what  is  to  be  done, 
And  we  will  all  subscribe  to  thy  advice  ; 
Save  thou  the  child,  so  we  may  all  be  safe. 

Aar.  Then  sit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  consult 
My  son  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  you: 
K^p  there :  Now  talk  at  pleasure  of  your  safety. 
[They  sit  on  the  ground 

Dem.  How  many  women  saw  this  child  of  his  ? 

Aar.  Why,  so,  brave  lords ;  When  we  all  join 
in  league, 
I  am  a  lamb  :  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  lioness, 
The  ocean  swells  not  so  as  Aaron  storms. — 
But,  say  again,  how  many  saw  the  child  ? 

Jfur.  Cornelia  the  midwife,  and  myself, 
And  no  one  else,  but  the  deliver'd  empress. 

Aar.  The  emperess,  the  midwife,  and  yourself: 
Two  may  keep  counsel,  when  the  third's  away  : 
To  to  the  empress ;  tell  her,  this  I  said : — 

[Stabbif^  her. 
Weke,  weke ! — so  cries  a  pig,  prepar'd  to  the  spit 

Den.  What  mean'st  thou,  Aaron.'  Wherelore 
didst  thou  this? 

(1)  A  giant,  the  son  of  Titan  and  Terra. 

(2)  Hercules.        (3)  In  spite  of. 


Aar.  O,  lord,  sir,  *t»  a  deed  of  policy: 
Shall  she  live  to  betray  this  guilt  oT  ours .' 
A  loog-tongu'd  babbhng  gossip.'  no,  lords,  no. 
And  now  he  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent 
Not  far,  one  Muliteus  lives,  my  countiyman. 
His  wife  but  yesternight  was  brought  to  bed ; 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are  : 
Go  pack^  with  him,  and  ^ve  the  mother  gold, 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumstance  of  all ; 
And  how  by  this  their  child  shall  be  advanc'd, 
And  be  received  for  the  emperor's  heir, 
And  substituted  in  the  place  of  mine. 
To  calm  this  tempest  wnirline  in  the  court ; 
And  let  the  emperor  dandle  him  for  his  own. 
Hark  ye,  lords;  ye  see,  that  I  have  given  hei 
physic,  [Pointing  to  the  Nurse. 

And  you  must  needs  bestow  her  funeral ; 
The  fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms : 
This  done,  see  that  you  UJte  no  longer  days. 
But  send  the  midwife  presently  to  me. 
The  midwife,  anu  the  nurse,  well  made  away. 
Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  please. 

Oii.  Aanxi,  I  see,  thou  wilt  not  trust  the  air 
With  secrets. 

Dem.  For  this  care  of  Tamora, 

Herself,  and  hers,  are  highly  bound  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  Dem.  and  Chi.  hearing  off'  the  Nurse 

Aar.  Now  to  the  Goths,  as  swift  as  swallow  flies. 
There  to  dispose  this  treasure  in  mine  arms. 
And  secretly  to  greet  the  empress'  friends. — 
Come  on,  you  thick-lipp'd  slave,  I'll  bear  you  hence . 
For  it  is  you  that  puts  us  to  our  shifts : 
I'll  make  you  feea  on  berries,  and  on  roots. 
And  feed  on  curds  and  whey,  and  suck  the  goat. 
And  cabin  in  a  cave ;  and  bring  you  up 
To  be  a  warrior,  and  commanda  camp.      [Exit. 


SCEXE  III.— The  same.  A  public  place.  En- 
ter Titus,  bearing  arrows^  with  letters  at  the 
ends  of  them  ;  toith  him  Marcus,  young  Lucius, 
and  other  Gentlemen,  with  bows. 

Tit.  Come,  Marcus,  come ; — Kinsmen,  this  is  tba 
way  : — 
Sir  boy,  now  let  me  see  your  archeiy ; 
Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  straight : 
Terras  Astraa  reliquit : 

Be  you  remeraber'd,  Marcus,  she's  gone,  she's  fled. 
Sir,  take  you  to  your  tools.     You,  cousins,  shall 
Go  sound  the  ocean,  and  cast  your  nets; 
Happily  you  may  find  her  in  the  sea ; 
Yet  there's  as  little  justice  as  at  land : — 
No ;  Publius  and  Sempronius,  you  must  do  it ; 
'Tis  you  must  dig  with  mattock,  and  with  spade, 
And  pierce  the  inmost  centre  of  the  earth : 
Then,  when  you  come  to  Pluto's  region, 
I  pray  you,  deliver  him  this  petition  : 
Tell  him,  it  is  for  justice,  and  for  aid ; 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicus, 
Shaken  with  sorrows  in  ungrateful  Rome.— 
Ah,  Rome  .'—Well,  well ;  I  made  thee  miserable. 
What  time  I  threw  the  people's  sufirages 
On  him  that  thus  doth  tyranniie  o'er  me. — 
Go,  get  you  gone ;  and  pray  be  careful  all. 
And  leave  you  not  a  man  of  war  unsearch'd ; 
This  wicked  emperor  may  have  shipp'd  her  hence. 
And,  kinsmen,  then  we  may  go  ptpe  for  justice, 

Mar.  O,  Publius,  is  not  this  a  heavy  case. 
To  see  thy  noble  uncle  thus  distract .' 

Pub.  Therefore,  my  lord,  it  highly  us  concerns. 
By  day  and  night  to  attend  him  carefully ; 
And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may, 

(4)  t.  e.  Ignominy.  (5)  Complexion. 

(6)  Contrive,  bargain  with. 
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Till  time  beget  some  cmre/ul  reinedj. 

Mar.  Kinsmen,  his  sorrows  are  past  remedj, 
'oin  with  the  Goths ;  and  with  revengeful  war 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude. 
And  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 

Tit.  PubliuSfhow  now?  bow  now,  my  matters? 
What, 
Have  you  met  with  her  ? 

Pw.  No,  my  good  lord ;  but  Pluto  sends  you 
word, 
If  you  will  have  revenge  from  hell,  you  riiall : 
Marry,  for  Justice,  she  is  so  employed, 
He  thinks,  with  Jove  in  heaven,  or  somewhere  else. 
So  that  perforce  you  must  needs  stay  a  time. 

Tit.  He  doth  mc  wrong,  to  feed  me  with  delays. 
V\\  dive  into  the  buminKlake  below, 
And  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  heels. — 
Marcus,  we  arc  but  shrubs,  no  cedars  we ; 
No  big-bonM  men,  framM  of  the  Cydopa'  size: 
But  inetal,  Majcus ;  steel  to  the  very  Mck ; 
Yet  wr\mK^i  with  wrongs,  more  than  our  backs  can 

bear: 
And  s!th3  there  is  no  justice  in  earth  nor  hell. 
We  will  solicit  heaven ;  and  move  the  gods, 
To  send  down  justice  for  to  wreak'  our  wronn 
Come,  to  this  gear.<   You  are  a  good  archer,  Mar- 
cus. [He  gives  them  the  arrows. 
Ad  Jovem,  that's  for  you : — Here,  ad  ApoUinem: — 
AdMartanf  that's  tor  myself; — 
Here,  boy,  to  Pallas : — Here,  to  Mercniy : 
To  Saturn,  Caius,  not  to  Saturnine, — 
Yon  were  as  good  to  shoot  against  the  wind. — 
To  it,  boy.    Marcos,  loose  when  I  bid : 
0*my  word,  I  have  written  to  eflect ; 
There's  not  a  god  left  unsolicited. 

Mar.  Kinsmen,  shoot  all  your  shafts  into  the 
court: 
We  will  afflict  the  emperor  in  his  pride. 

Ta.  Now,  masters,  draw.  [They  shooi.]  0,  well 
said,  Lucius ! 
Good  boy,  in  Virgo's  lap ;  give  it  Pallas. 

Mar.  My  lord,  I  am  a  mile  beyond  the  rmoo; 
Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

Tit.  Ha!  Publius,  Publius,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 
See,  see,  thou  hast  shot  off  one  of  Taurus'  horns. 

Mar.  This  was  the  sport,  my  lord :  when  Publius 
shot, 
The  bull  being  gall'd,  gave  Aries  such  a  knock 
That  down  fell  Both  the  ram's  horns  in  the  court . 
And  who  should  find  them  but  the  empress'  villain  ? 
She  laugh'd,  and  told  the  Moor,  he  should  not 

choose 
But  ^ve  them  to  his  master  for  a  present 

TiL  Wh^,  there  it  goes:  God  give  your  lord- 
ship joy. 

Enter  a  Clown,  toith  a  basket  and  two  pigeons. 
News,  news  from  heaven !  Marcus,  the  po^  is  come. 
Sirrah,  what  tidings  ?  have  you  any  letters  ? 
Shall  1  have  justice  ?  what  says  Jupiter? 

do.  Ho!  the  gibbet-maker?  he  says,  that  he 
hath  taken  them  down  again,  for  the  man  must  not 
be  hanged  till  the  next  week. 

Tit.  But  what  savs  Jupiter,  I  ask  thee  ? 

Clo.  Alas,  sir,  I  know  not  Jupiter;  I  never 
drank  with  him  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier? 

Cio.  Ay,  of  mv  pigeons,  sir;  nothing  else. 

TU.  Why,  didst  thou  not  come  from  heaven? 

Clo.  From  heaven?  alas,  sir,  I  never  came  there : 
God  ibrbid,  I  should  be  so  bold  to  press  to  heaven 


(I)  Strained.        (2)  Since. 
(4)  DnaSf  furniture. 


(3)  Revenge. 


in  my  young  da^s.  Why,  I  am  goin^  with  WKf 
pigeons  to  the  tnbunal  plebs,*  to  take  up  a  msitler 
of  brawl,  betwixt  my  uncle  and  one  of  the  eiii|» 
rial's  men. 

Mar.  Why,  sir,  that  is  as  fit  as  can  be,  to  Km 
for  your  oration;  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeoDf  to 
the  emperor  from  you. 

Tit.  Tell  me,  can  yoa  deliver  an  ocatioo  to  d» 
emperor  with  a  grace? 

Uto.  Nay,  inily,  sir,  I  could  never  ay  gnoe  ■ 
all  my  life. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  come  hither :  make  no  mora  wda, 
But  give  your  pigeoos  to  the  emperor : 
By  me  thou  shalt  have  iuftice  at  his  handt. 
Hold,  bold  ; — mean  wnile,  here's  mooej  for  % 

charges. 
Give  me  a  pen  and  ink. — 
Sirrah,  can  yon  with  a  grace  deliver  a  lapplicalioo? 

Clo.  Av,  sir. 

Tit.  Then  here  is  a  supplication  for  yoo.  ,  Aad 
when  you  come  to  him,  at  the  first  approach,  jKM 
must  kneel;  then  kiss  his  foot;  then  deliver  VD 
vour  pigeons ;  and  then  look  for  your  reward.  FB 
be  at  hand :  see  you  do  it  bravely. 

Clo.  1  warrant  you,  sir;  let  me  alone. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  hast  thou  a  knife  ?  Come,  let  me 
see  it 
Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration; 
For  thou  hast  made  it  like  an  humble  tapfdiaiit^- 
And  when  thou  hast  given  it  to  the  emperor. 
Knock  at  my  door,  and  tell  me  what  he  aayib 

Clo.  God  be  with  you,  sir ;  I  will. 

TiL  Come,  Marcus,  let's  go  :~PubUas,  foOoir 
me.  [Extmd. 

SCJEJVE  IT.— The  swm.  BeTore  the  foka. 
Enter  Satuminus,  Tamora,  Chiron,  Demetria% 
LordSf  and  others :  Satuminus,  with  the  arrcm 
in  his  hand,  that  Titus  shot. 

SaL  Why,  lords,  what  wrongs  are  theae?  Wsi 
ever  seen 
An  emperor  of  Rome  thus  overborne. 
Troubled,  confronted  thus :  and,  for  the  extent 
Of  egal<  justice,  us'd  in  such  contempt  ? 
My  lords,  you  know,  as  do  the  mighttul  gods, 
However  these  disturbers  of  our  peace 
Buzz  in  the  people's  ears,  there  nought  hatfapafli^ 
But  even  with  law,  against  the  wilful  sons 
Of  old  Andronicus.     And  what  an  if 
His  sorrows  have  so  overwhelm'd  hu  witi, 
Shall  we  be  thus  afflicted  in  his  wreaks, 
His  fits,  his  freazy,  and  his  bitterness  ? 
And  now  he  writes  to  heaven  for  his  redren: 
Sec,  here's  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercuiy ; 
This  to  Apollo ;  this  to  the  god  of  war : 
Sweet  scrolls  to  fl^  about  tlM  streets  of  Rome! 
What's  this,  but  libelling  against  the  senate. 
And  blazoning  our  injustice  eveiy  where? 
A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  lords  ? 
As  who  would  say,  in  Rome  no  justice  were. 
But,  if  I  live,  his  feigned  ecstasies 
Shall  be  no  shelter  to  these  outrages : 
But  he  and  his  shall  know,  that  justice  lives 
In  Satuminus'  health ;  whom,  if  she  sleep. 
He'll  9o  awake,  as  she  in  fuiy  shall 
Cut  off  the  proud'st  conspirator  that  lives. 

Tarn.  My  gracious  k)rd,  my  lovely  SatoniiK^ 
Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  my  thoiq;li(t, 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus*  agSi 
The  effecU  of  sorrow  for  his  valknt  acxH, 

(5)  The  clown  means  to  aaj  pUbemn  InhMi 
i.  e.  tribune  of  the  people. 

(6)  Equal. 
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Whose  loss  bath  pierc*d  biro  deep,  and  scarr'd  his 

heart; 
And  rather  comfort  bis  distressed  plig^ht. 
Than  prosecute  the  meanest,  or  the  best, 
For  these  contempts. — Why,  thus  it  shall  become 
High-witted  Tamora  to  gloze^  with  all :      [Aside. 
But,  Titus,  I  have  touched  thee  to  the  quick, 
Thjr  life-blood  out :  if  Aaron  now  be  wise, 
Then  is  all  safe,  the  anchor's  in  the  port — 

Enter  Clown. 

*How  now,  good  fellow  ?  would'st  thou  speak  with  us  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  forsooth,  an  your  mistership  be  im- 
perial. 

Tarn.  Empress  I  am,  but  yonder  sits  the  emperor. 

Ofo.  *Ti8  ne. — God,  and  saint  Stephen,  give  you 
good  den  : — 1  have  brought  you  a  letter,  and  a  couple 
of  pigeons  here.  fSatuminus  reads  the  Utter. 

Sat.  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  presently. 

Clo.  How  much  money  must  I  have .' 

Tarn.  Come,  sirrah,  you  must  be  hang*d. 

Clo.  Hanf  M !  Bv*r  lady,  then  I  have  brought  up 
a  neck  to  a  (air  end.  [Exit^  gvardea. 

Sat.  Despiteful  and  intolerable  wrongs! 
Shall  I  endure  this  monstrous  villany  ? 
I  know  from  whence  this  same  device  proceeds ; 
May  this  be  borne .' — as  if  his  traitorous  sons, 
That  died  by  law  for  murder  of  our  brother. 
Have  by  my  means  been  butcher*d  wrongfully. — 
Go,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair ; 
Nor  age,  nor  honour,  shall  shape  privilege : — 
For  this  proud  mock,  I'll  be  thy  slau^ter-man ; 
Sly  frantic  wretch,  that  holp*st  to  make  me  great, 
Iq  hope  thyself  should  govern  Rome  and  me. 

Enter  iEmilius. 

What  news  with  thee,  .£milius .' 
^mil.  Arm,  arm,  my  lords ;  Rome  never  had 
more  cause ! 

The  Goths  have  gather'd  head ;  and,  with  a  power 
Of  high-resolved  men,  bent  to  the  spoil, 
They  hither  march  amain,  under  conduct 
Of  Lucius,  son  to  old  Andronicus ; 
Who  threats,  in  course  of  this  revenge,  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 

Sat.  Is  warlike  Lucius  general  of  the  Goths  ? 
These  tidings  nip  me ;  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flowers  with  frost,  or  grass  beat  down  with 

storms. 
At,  now  begin  our  sorrows  to  approach  : 
'Tis  he  the  common  people  love  so  much ; 
Mvself  hath  often  overheard  them  say 
(\Vhen  I  have  walked  like  a  private  man,) 
That  Lucius'  banishment  was  wrongfully. 
And  they  have  wishM  that  Lucius  were  their  em- 
peror. 
Tarn.  Why  should  you  fear.'  is  not  your  city 

strong  ^ 
Sat.  Ay,  but  the  citizens  favour  Lucius ; 
And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  succour  him. 

7'am.  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious,^  like  thy 
name. 
Is  the  sun  dimm'd,  that  ^ats  do  fly  in  it  ? 
The  eagle  suffers  little  birds  to  sing. 
And  is  not  careful  what  thev  mean  thereby ; 
Knowing  that  with  the  shadow  of  his  wings. 
He  can  at  pleasure  stint'  their  melody  : 
Even  so  may'st  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome. 
Then  cheer  thy  spirit :  for  know,  thou  emperor, 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andronicus, 
With  words  more  sweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous. 
Than  baiti  to  fish,  or  honey -stalks  to  sheep ; 

(1)  Flatter.    (2)  Imperial.    (3)  Stop.     (4)  Harm. 

▼OL  II. 


When  as  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait, 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  feed. . 

Sat.  But  he  will  not  entreat  his  son  for  as. 

Tarn.  If  Tamora  entreat  him,  then  he  will : 
For  I  can  smooth,  and  fill  his  aged  ear 
With  golden  promises ;  that,  were  his  heart 
Almost  impregnable,  his  old  ears  deaf. 
Yet  should  both  ear  and  heart  obey  my  tongue. — 
Go  thou  before,  be  our  embassador;  \To  iEnuliua. 
Say,  that  the  emperor  requests  a  parley 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meeting. 
Even  at  his  father's  house,  the  old  Andronicus. 

Sat.  ^milius,  do  this  message  honourably  : 
And  if  he  stand  on  hostage  for  his  safigty. 
Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  will  please  him  best 

^miL  Your  bidding  shall  I  do  eflectually. 

[Exit  ^milius. 

Tarn.  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicus ; 
And  temper  him,  with  all  the  art  I  have. 
To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  waHike  Goths. 
Ana  now,  sweet  emperor,  be  blithe  again. 
And  bury  all  thy  fear  in  mv  devices. 

Sat.  Then  go  successfully,  and  plead  to  him. 

[Exeuni 


ACT  V. 

SCRXE  l— Plains  near  Rome.    Enter  Lucius, 
and  Goths,  unth  drum  and  colours. 

Luc.  Approved  warriors,  and  my  faithful  friends, 
I  have  received  letters  from  great  Rome, 
Which  signify,  what  hate  they  bear  their  emperor, 
And  how  desirous  of  our  sight  they  are. 
Therefore,  great  lords,  be,  as  your  titles  witness. 
Imperious,  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs ; 
And,  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  scath,^ 
Let  him  make  treble  satisfaction. 

1  Goth.  Brave  slip,  sprung  from  the  great  An- 

dronicus, 
Whose  name  was  once  our  terror,  now  our  ccmifort ; 
Whose  high  exploits,  and  honourable  deeds, 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  contempt. 
Be  bold  in  us :  we'll  follow  where  thou  lead'st, — 
Like  stinging  bees  in  hottest  summer's  day. 
Led  by  their  master  to  the  flower'd  fields, — 
And  be  aveng'd  on  cursed  Tamora. 

Goths.  And,  as  he  saith,  so  say  we  all  with  him. 

Laic.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  all 
But  who  comes  here,  led  by  a  lusty  Goth  } 

Enter  a  Goth,  leading  Aaron,  voith  his  child  in 
his  arms. 

2  Goth.  Renowned  Lucius,  from  our  troops  I 

stray'd. 
To  ffaie  upon  a  ruinous  monastery ; 
Ana  as  I  earnestly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  wasted  building,  suddenly 
I  neard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall : 
I  made  unto  the  noise ;  when  soon  I  heard 
The  cr^'ing  babe  controll'd  with  this  discourse  : 
Peace^  tawny  slave ;  half  me,  and  half  thy  dam . 
Did  not  thy  hue  bewray  whose  brat  thou  art. 
Had  nature  lent  thee  but  thy  nu>ther*s  look^ 
Villain,  thou  mighVst  have  been  an  emperor : 
But  where  the  bull  and  cow  are  both  milk-white. 
They  never  do  beget  a  coal-black  ca{f. 
Peace,  villain,  peace! — even  thus  be  rates  the 

babe, — 
For  I  mttst  bear  thee  to  a  trusty  Goth  ; 
f  f'^Ao,  wfun  he  knows  thou  art  the  empress*  biU>e, 
Wm  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  mother^s  sake. 
With  this  my  weapon  drawn,  I  rush'd  upoo  him. 
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SorpruM  him  Middeol  J ;  and  brought  htm  hitber, 
To  oMi  as  yoQ  think  needful  of  the  maxL 

Luc  OworthrGoth!  this  u  the  incarnate  deWl, 
Tliat  robb'd  Anaronicns  of  his  good  hand : 
This  is  the  pearl  that  pkas*d  ^oar  empress*  eje  ;> 
And  faere*s  the  base  fruit  of  his  bumine  lust — 
Saj,  wall-e7*d  slave,  whither  would*st  Diou  convey 
Tms  gromng  image  of  thv  fiend-like  face  ? 
Why  dost  not  sprak?  What!  deaf?  No;  not  a 

word? 
A  halter,  soldiers ;  hang  him  on  this  tree, 
And  bj  bis  side  his  fruit  of  bastardy. 

Aar.  Touch  not  the  boy,  be  u  of  royal  blood. 

Zmc  Too  like  the  sire  for  ever  hein^  good. — 
FixBt,  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  see  it  sprawl ; 
A  sight  to  rex  the  Other's  soul  withaL 
Get  me  a  ladder. 

[i^  ladder  hroughi,  which  Aaron  if  obUgtd  to 


Aar,  Lucius,  save  the  child ; 

And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  empress.' 
If  thou  do  this,  Pll  show  thee  wondrous  things, 
That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear : 
If  thou  wilt  not,  befall  what  may  befell, 
rU  speak  no  more ;  But  venceance  rot  you  all ! 

Luc  Say  on ;  and,  if  it  ^ease  me  which  thou 
speakX 
Thy  chfld  shall  live,  and  I  will  see  it  nourish'd. 

Aar,  An  if  it  please  thee  ?  why,  assure  thee, 
Jjucius, 
*Twill  vex  thv  soul  to  hear  what  I  shall  speak : 
For  I  must  talk  of  murdera,  rapes,  and  massacres. 
Acts  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds, 
Complots  of  mischief,  treason ;  villanies 
Ruthful  to  hear,  vet  piteoody  perfoim'd ; 
And  this  shall  all  be  ouried  by  my  death. 
Unless  thou  swear  to  me,  my  child  shall  live. 

Luc  Tell  on  thy  mind ;  I  say,  thy  child  shall  live. 

Aar.  Swear,  that  he  shall,  and  then  I  will  begin. 

Lue.  Who  should  I  swear  hj  ?  thou  believ*st 
noeod; 
Tnat  granted,  how  canst  ihou  believe  an  oath  ? 

Aar,  What  if  I  do  not?  as,  indeed,  I  do  not : 
Yet^ibr  I  know  thou  art  religious. 
And  hast  a  thing  within  thee,  called  conscience ; 
With  twenty  popish  tricks  and  ceremonies. 
Which  I  have  seen  thee  careful  to  observe, — 
Therefore  I  urge  thy  oath ;— For  that,  I  know, 
An  idiot  holds  nis  bauble  for  a  god. 
And  keeps  the  oath,  which  by  tlut  god  he  swears; 
To  that  1*11  urge  him :— Therefore,  thou  shalt  vow 
Bt  that  same  god,  what  god  soe*er  it  be, 
Tliat  thou  ador*st  and  hast  in  reverence, — 
To  save  my  boy,  to  nourish,  and  bring  him  up ; 
Or  else  I  will  discover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc  Even  by  my  god,  Iswear  to  thee,  I  will. 

Aar,  First,  Jinow  tnou,  I  begot  him  on  the  em- 
pres£ 

Luc  O  most  insatiate,  luxurious  woman ! 

Aar.  Tut,  Lucius !  this  was  but  a  deed  of  charity, 
To  that  which  thou  shalt  hear  of  me  anon. 
*Twas  her  two  sons  that  murder*d  Bassianus  : 
They  cut  thy  sister's  tongue,  and  ravish*d  her, 
Aaa  cut  her  hands ;  ud  tnmm*d  her  as  thou 
saw*st 

Luc  O,  detestable  yillain!  call'st  thou  that  trim- 
ming? 

Aar.  Why,  she  waswash*d,  andcot,  and  trimm*d; 
and*twas 
Trim  sport  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of  it 

Luc  O,  barbarous,  beastly  villains,  like  thyself 

(1)  Alluding  to  the  proverb,  *  A  black  man  is  a 
pearl  m  a  &ir  woman*s  eye.* 


Aar.  Indeed,  I  was  dteur  tutor  to  instruct  them. 
That  codding  spirit  bad  they  from  their  mother. 
As  sure  a  card  as  ever  won  the  set : 
That  bloody  mind,  I  think,  they  leam*d  of  me. 
As  true  a  dog  as  ever  foojg;ht  at  head. — 
Well,  let  my  deeds  be  witoess  of  my  worth. 
I  train'd  thy  brethren  to  that  guileful  hole. 
Where  the  dead  corpse  of  Bassianus  lay : 
I  wrote  the  letter  that  thy  father  found. 
And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mention*d. 
Confederate  with  the  queen,  and  her  two  sons ;      • 
And  what  not  done,  that  thou  hast  cause  to  me. 
Wherein  I  had  no  stroke  of  mischief  in  it? 
I  play*d  the  cheater  for  thy  fother*s  hand; 
And,  when  I  had  it,  drew  myself  apart. 
And  abnoet  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  laqghler. 
I  pry*d  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall. 
When,  for  bis  hand,  he  had  his  two  sons'  heads; 
Beheld  his  tears,  and  laugh*d  so  heartily. 
That  both  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his ; 
And  when  I  told  the  empress  of  this  sport. 
She  swonnded  ahnost  at  my  pleasing'tale. 
And,  for  my  tidings,  gave  me  twenty  kisses 

CMh,  What !  canst  thou  say  all  this,  and  never 
blush? 

Aar,  Ay,  like  a  black  dog,  as  die  saying  is. 

Luc  Art  thou  not  Sony  for  these  heinous  deeds? 

Aar.  Ay,  that  I  bad  not  done  a  thousand  moceb 
Even  now  I  curse  the  day  (and  yet,  I  think. 
Few  come  within  the  compass  of  mv  cunej 
Wherein  I  did  not  some  notorious  ill : 
As  kill  a  man,  or  else  devise  his  death; 
Ravish  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it ; 
Accuse  some  innocent,  and  forswear  myidf : 
Set  deadly  enmi^  between  two  friends ; 
Make  poor  men*s  cattle  break  their  necks ; 
Set  fire  on  bams  and  hay-stacks  in  die  night. 
And  bid  the  owners  ouench  them  with  their  teaiiL 
Oft  have  I  digg*d  up  dead  men  from  their  paves 
And  set  them  nprigtit  at  their  dear  friends*  doQf% 
Even  when  their  sorrows  almost  were  foigot ; 
And  on  their  skins,  as  on  the  bark  of  treM, 
Have  with  my  knife  carved  in  Roman  letters, 
Let  not  your  sorrow  die,  Owugh  1  am  dead* 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thousand  dreadful  things, 
As  willin|;ly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly ; 
And  nothing  grieves  me  heartily  indeed. 
But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thousand  more. 

Lue.  Bring  down  the  devil;  for  he  most  not  di« 
So  sweet  a  death,  as  hanging  presently. 

Aar.  If  there  be  devils,  *would  I  were  a  devil. 
To  live  and  bum  in  everlasting  fire ; 
So  I  might  have  your  company  in  hell. 
But  to  torment  you  with  mv  utter  ton^ ! 

Luc  Sirs,  stop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  speak  BO 


JSnIeraGoth. 

Chtih,  My  lord,  there  is  a  messenger  from  Room, 
Desires  to  be  admitted  to  your  presence. 
Luc  Let  him  come  near. — 

JQnIn*  JEmiliusL 

Welcome,  i£milius,  what's  the  news  from  Rome  f 

,XmiL   Lord  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the 
Godis, 
The  Roman  emperor  greets  you  all  by  me : 
And,  for  he  unoerstands  you  are  in  arms, 
He  craves  a  parley  at  your  &ther*s  house ; 
Willing  you  to  demand  your  hosta^^es, 
And  iSey  shall  be  immediately  deliver'd. 

1  Goih.  What  says  our  general? 

Luc  £milius,  let  the  emperor  give  his  pledge 
Unto  my  father  and  my  uncle  Marcus, 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


SeemU. 


TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 


333 


And  we  will  come. — March  awaj.  t         [Elxami. 

SCEJ^E  II.  -Rome.  B^ort  Titus^s  house.  En- 
ter Tamora,  ChiroOi  and  Demetrius,  disgniaed. 

Tarn.  Thus,  in  this  strange  and  sad  habiliment, 
I  will  encounter  with  Andronicus ; 
And  say,  I  am  Revenue,  sent  from  below. 
To  join  with  him,  ana  right  his  heinous  wrongs. 
Knock  at  his  studj,  where,  they  say,  he  keeps, 
To  ruminate  strange  plots  of  dire  revenge ; 
Tell  him,  Reven|[e .income  to  join  with  niin. 
And  work  confusion  on  his  enemies.  [I^uy  knock. 

Enter  Titus,  above, 

TSL  Who  doth  molest  my  contemplation  ? 
Is  it  your  trick,  to  make  me  ope  the  aoor ; 
That  so  mj  sad  decrees  may  fly  away, 
And  all  my  study  be  to  no  effect  ? 
You  are  deceived :  for  what  I  mean  to  do. 
See  here,  in  bloody  lines  I  have  set  down ; 
And  what  is  written  shall  be  executed. 

Tom.  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 

TiL  No ;  not  a  word  :  How  can  I  gracemy  talk, 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  action  ? 
Thou  hast  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more. 

Tarn,  U  thou  didst  know  me,  thou  would*st  talk 
with  me. 

TSL  I  am  not  mad ;  I  know  thee  well  enough : 
WitnMS  this  wretched  stump,  these  crimson  lines ; 
Witness  these  trenches,  made  by  grief  and  care ; 
Witness  the  tiring  day,  and  heavy  night ; 
Witness  all  sorrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 
For  our  proud  empress,  mighty  Tamora : 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  hand  ? 

Tkun.  Know  uiou,  sad  man,  I  am  not  Tamora; 
She  is  thy  enemy,  and  I  thy  friend : 
I  am  Revenge ;  sent  from  the  infernal  kii^om. 
To  ease  the  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind. 
By  working  wreakful  vengeance  on^y  foes. 
Come  down,  and  welcome  me  to  this  world's  light : 
Confer  with  me  of  murder  and  of  death : 
There^s  not  a  liolbw  cave,  or  lurking-place, 
No  vast  obscurity,  or  misty  vale. 
Where  bloody  murder,  or  detested  rape, 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out ; 
And  in  thdr  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  name. 
Revenge,  which  makes  the  foul  offender  quake. 

Tii.  Art  thou  Revenged  and  art  thou  sent  to  me. 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies  ? 

Tarn,  I  am ;  therefore  come  down,  and  welcomie 
me. 

Tit.  Do  me  some  service,  ere  I  c«rne  to  thee. 
Lo,  by  thy  side  where  Rape,  and  Murder,  stand ; 
Now  give  some  'surance  tnat  thou  art  Revenge, 
Steb  Uiem,  or  tear  them  on  thy  chariot  wheels ; 
And  then  Til  come,  and  be  thy  waggoner. 
And  whiri  along  with  thee  about  the  globes. 
Provide  thee  proper  palfries,  black  as  jet. 
To  halo  thy  vengeful  waggon  swiA  away, 
And  find  out  murderers  in  their  guilty  caves : 
And,  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads, 
I  will  dismount,  and  by  the  waggon  wheel 
Trot,  like  a  servile  footman,  all  day  long; 
Even  from  Hyperion*s  rising  in  the  east. 
Until  his  very  downfall  in  ute  sea. 
And  day  by  day  Til  do  this  heavy  task. 
So  thou  destroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there. 

TVim.  These  are  my  ministers,  and  come  with  me. 

Tit.  Are  they  thy  ministers?  what  are  they  call'd? 

Tarn.  Rapine,  and  Murder ;  ther^ore  called  so, 
*Caiise  they  take  vengeance  of  such  Kind  of  men. 

(1)  Perhaps  this  is  a  stage-direction,  crept  into 
the  text 


Tit.  Good  lord,  how  lik«  the  empreii*  tout  tlMy 
are! 
And  you,  the  empress !    Bat  we  worldly  men 
Have  miserable,  mad,  mistaking  eyes. 

0  sweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  conie  to  thee : 

And,  if  one  arm's  embracement  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by. 
[ExU  Titus, /rom  above. 

Tarn.  This  closing  witn  him  fits  his  lunacy ; 
Whatever  I  foige,  to  feed  his  brain-sick  fits, 
Do  you  uphold  and  maintain  in  your  speeches. 
For  now  he  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge ; 
And,  being  credulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
I'll  make  him  send  for  Lucius,  his  son ; 
And,  whilst  I  at  a  banquet  bold  him  sure, 
I'll  find  some  cunning  practice  out  of  hand. 
To  scatter  and  disperse  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or,  at  the  least,  make  them  his  enemies. 
See,  here  he  comes,  and  I  must  ply  my  thane. 

Enter  TitoB. 

Tit.  Lonf  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee : 
Welcome,  dread  fury,  lo  my  woful  house ; — 
Rapine,  and  Murder,  you  are  welcome  too  .* — 
How  like  the  empress  and  her  sons  yon  are ! 
Well  arc  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor : — 
Could  not  all  hell  aiSbrd  you  such  a  devil? — 
For,  well  I  wot,  the  empress  never  wags. 
But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Moor ; 
And,  would  you  represent  our  queen  aright. 
It  were  convenient  you  had  such  a  devil : 
But  welcome,  as  you  are.    What  shall  we  do  ? 

Tarn.  What  would'st  thou  have  us  do,  Androni- 
cus? 

Dem.  Show  me  a  murderer,  I'll  deal  with  him. 

CM.  Show  me  a  villain,  that  hath  done  a  rape, 
And  I  am  sent  to  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Ta$n.  Show  me  a  thousand,  that  hath  done  thee 
wrong. 
And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  all. 

Tit.  Look  round  about  the  wicked  streets  of 
Rome; 

And  when  thou  find'st  a  man  that's  like  thyself, 
Good  Murder,  stab  him ;  he's  a  murderer.— 
Go  thou  with  him  :  and  when  it  is  thy  hap, 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee, 
Good  Rapine,  stab  him ;  he  is  a  ravisber. — 
Go  thou  with  them ;  and  in  the  emperor's  court 
There  is  a  queen,  attended  by  a  Moor; 
Well  may'st  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportioo. 
For  up  and  down  she  '^oth  resemble  thee ; 
I  pray  thee,  do  on  them  some  violent  death, 
Tney  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 

Tarn.  Well  hast  thou  lesson'd  us ;  this  shall  we  da 
But  would  it  please  thee,  good  Andronicus, 
To  send  for  Lucius,  thy  thrice  valiant  son. 
Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  band  of  wariike  GoCfaa, 
And  bid  him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  house : 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  solemn  feast, 
I  will  bring  in  the  empress,  and  her  sons. 
The  emperor  himself,  and  all  thy  foes ; 
And  at  Uiy  mercy  shall  they  stoop  and  kneel. 
And  on  them  shalt  thou  ease  thy  angry  heart 
What  says  Andronicus  to  this  device  ? 

7^.  Marcus,  my  brother !— 'tis  nd  Titus  calls. 

£hier  Marcos. 

Go,  gentle  Marcus,  to  thy  nephew  Ludus ; 
Thou  shalt  inquire  him  out  among  the  Gotht : 
Bid  him  repair  to  me,  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefest  princes  of  the  Goths ; 
Bid  him  encamp  his  soldiera  where  they  are : 
Tell  him,  the  emperor  and  the  empress  too 
I  Feast  at  my  house :  and  he  shall  foait  with  thew- 
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This  ck>  dioa  for  mj  lore ;  and  so  let  him. 
As  he  reeards  his  aged  father*s  life. 
Mar.  This  vrill  I  do,  and  soon  return  again. 

[Exit. 
Tarn.  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  business. 
And  take  my  ministers  along  with  me. 

Tii.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  .Murder  stay  with  me; 
Or  else  I'll  call  my  brother  back  again. 
And  cleave  to  no  revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tarn.  What  say  you,  boys  i  will  you  abide  with 
him. 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  lord  the  emperor, 
How  I  have  govem'd  our  determined  iest .' 
Yield  to  his  humour,  smooth  and  speak  him  fair, 

[Asidt. 
And  tarry  with  him,  till  I  come  again. 

Tit.  I  know  them  all,  though  Uiey  suppose  me 
mad; 
And  will  o'er-reach  them  in  their  own  devices, 
A  pair  of  cursed  hell-bounds,  and  their  dam. 

[Aside. 

Dem.  Madam,  depart  at  pleasure,  leave  us  here. 

Tarn.  Farewell,  Andronicus  :  Ret-enge  no*v  goe!- 

To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes.    [  Exit  Tarn. 

Tii.  1  know,  thou  dost;  and,  sweet  Revenge, 

farewell. 
Chi.  Tell  us,  old  roan,  how  shall  we  be  employed  ? 
Tit.  Tut,  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do. — 
Publius,  come  hither,  Caius,  and  Valentine ! 

Enter  Publius,  and  others. 

Pub.  What's  your  will? 
TiL  Know  you  these  two  ? 

Pub.  Th*  empress*  sons, 

I  take  them,  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

TiL  Fie,  Publius,  fie !  thou  art  too  much  dc- 
ceivM ; 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  name  : 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius : 
Caius,  and  Valentine,  lay  hands  on  them  : 
QO  have  you  heard  me  wish  for  such  an  hour, 
And  now  I  find  it ;  therefore  bind  them  sure ; 
And  stop  their  mouths,  if  they  begin  to  cry. 

[Exit  Titus. — Publius,  Sfc.  lay  hold  on  Chiron 
and  Demetrius. 
Chi.  Villains,  forbear ;  we  are  the  empress'  sons 
Pub.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  com- 
manded.— 
Stop  close  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  a  word 
Is  he  sure  bound  ^  look,  that  you  bind  them  fast. 

Re-enter  Titus  Andronicus,  urith  Lavinia ;  sfie  bear- 
ing a  bason,  and  he  a  kn\fe. 

Tit.  Come,  come,  Lavinia;  look,  thy  foes  are 

bound ; — 
Sirs,  stop  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  to  me 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  words  I  utter. — 
O  villains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius  ! 
Here  stands  the  spring  whom  you  have  stain'd  with 

mud; 
This  goodly  summer  with  your  winter  raix'd. 
You  kilPd  her  husband  ;  and,  for  that  vile  fault. 
Two  of  her  brothers  were  condemned  to  death : 
My  hand  cut  off,  and  made  a  meriy  jest  : 
Both  her  sweet  hands,  her  tongue,  and  that,  more 

dear 
Than  hands  or  tongue,  her  spotless  chastity. 
Inhuman  traitors,  you  const rain'd  and  forc'd. 
What  would  you  say,  if  I  should  let  you  speak  ^ 
Villains,  for  shame  you  could  not  beg  for  grace. 
Hark,  wretches,  how  I  mean  to  martyr  you. 
This  Goe  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats ; 

(1)  Crust  of  a  raised  pje. 


Whilst  that  Lavinia  *tween  her  stmnps  doth  bobi 
The  bason,  that  receives  your  guiltr  blood. 
You  know,  your  nnother  means  to  feast  with  me. 
And  calls  herself.  Revenge,  and  thinks  roe  mad,— 
Hark,  villains ;  I  will  grind  your  bones  to  dost. 
And  with  your  blood  and  it,  Pll  make  a  paste. 
And  of  the  paste  a  coffin'  I  will  rear, 
.And  make  two  pasties  of  your  shameful  heads; 
And  bid  that  strumpet,  your  unhallow'd  dam. 
Like  to  the  earth,  swallow  her  own  increase. 
This  is  the  feast  that  I  have  bid  her  to, 
.And  this  the  banquet  she  shall  surfeit  on ; 
For  worse  than  Philomel  you  us'd  my  dauehler. 
And  worse  than  Prt«;ne  I  will  be  reveng'd : 
And  now  prepare  vour  throats. — ^Lavinia,  come, 

[He  cuU  their  tkrtmb. 
Receive  the  blood  :  and,  when  that  they  are  dead, 
\jt\  me  go  grind  their  bones  to  powder  smaH, 
.\nd  with  this  hateful  liquor  temper  it; 
And  in  that  paste  let  their  vile  heads  be  bak'd. 
Come,  come,  be  every  one  officious 
To  make  this  banquet ;  which  I  wish  may  nova 
More  stem  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs*  feast 
So,  now  bring  them  in,  for  I  will  play  the  cook. 
And  see  them  ready  *gainst  their  mother  comes. 
[Exetm/,  bearing  the  dead  bodks. 

SCEJVE  III— The  same.    A  paviUom^  wiA  la- 

bleSf  Jfc.     Enter  Lucius,  Maurcus,  asid  Golki, 

tcith  Aaron,  prisoner. 

Luc.  Uncle  Marcus,  since  *tis  my  fisthei'i  nJod, 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content 

1  Goth.  And  ours,  with  thine,  be£iU  what  ioh 
tune  will. 

Luc.  Good  uncle,  take  you  in  this  barfaaroni 
Moor, 
This  ravenous  tiger,  this  accursed  dcnl ; 
I^t  him  receit-e  no  sustenance,  letter  him. 
Till  he  be  bright  unto  the  empress*  face. 
For  testimony  of  her  foul  proceedings : 
And  see  the  ambush  of  our  friends  be  strof^: 
I  fear,  the  emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

Aar.  Some  devil  whisper  curses  in  mine  ear. 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  tongue  may  utter  ktk 
The  venomous  malice  of  my  swelling  heart ! 

Luc.  Away,  inhuman  dog !  unhallow'd  slab's  !— 
Sirs,  help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in. — 

[Exetmt  Goths,  with  Aaron.     Fla/ruk 
The  trumpets  show,  the  emperor  is  at  hand. 

Enter  Satuminus  and  Tamora,  vjith  Tnbaaes, 
Senators,  and  others. 

Sat.  What,  hath  the  firmament  more  suns  thai 

one."* 
Luc.  What  boots?  it  thee,  to  call  thyself  a  m* 
Mar.  Rome's  emperor,  and  ne[^w,  break*  the 
parle; 
These  quarrels  must  be  quietly  debated. 
The  feast  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordain*d  to  an  honourable  end. 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to  Ra«: 
Please  you,  therefore,  draw  nigh,  and  take  jiff 
places. 
Sat.  Marcus,  we  will. 
[Hautboys  sound.     The  company  sit  dam  •^ 
table. 

Enter  Titus,  dressed  like  a  cook,  Lavinia,  viH'^ 
young  Lucius,  and  others.  Titus  pUott  ^ 
dishes  on  the  table. 

Tit.  Wefcome,  my  gracious  lord:  welcoi*» 
dread  queen ; 

(2)  Advantage,  benefit    (3)  i.  e.  Begin  the  ptf^ 
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Welcome,  je  warlike  Goth? ;  welcome,  Lucius; 
And  welcome,  all ;  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
*Twill  fill  your  stomachs  ;  please  you  eat  of  it. 
Sat.  Why  art  tliou  thus  attirM,  Andronicus  ? 
Tit.  Becauite  I  would  be  sure  to  have  all  well. 
To  entertain  your  highness,  and  your  empress. 
Tarn.  We  are  beholden  to  you,  good  Andronicus. 
TU.  An  if  your  highness  knew  my  heart,  you 
were. 
Mv  lord  the  emperor,  resolve  me  this ; 
W^as  it  well  done  of  rash  Virginius, 
To  sVay  his  daughter  with  his  own  right  hand, 
Because  she  was  enforced,  stainM,  and  deflourM  ? 
Sat.  It  was,  Andronicus. 
Tit.  Your  reason,  mighty  lord  ? 
Sat.   Because  the  girl  should  not  survive  her 
shame, 
And  by  her  presence  still  renew  his  sorrows. 

Tit.  A  reason  mighty,  strong,  and  effectual ; 
A  pattern,  precedent,  and  lively  warrant. 
For  me,  most  wretched,  to  perform  the  like  : — 
Die,  die,  L'avinia,  and  thy  shame  with  thee ; 

[He  kills  Lavinia. 
And,  with  thy  shame,  thy  father^s  sorrow  die  ! 
Sai.  What  hast  thou  don^  unnatural,  and  unkind.' 
Tit.  KilPd  her,  for  whom  my  tears  have  made 
me  blind. 
I  am  as  woful  as  Virginius  was : 
And  have  a  thousand  times  more  cause  than  he 
To  do  this  outrage ; — and  it  is  now  done. 
Sai.  What,  was  she  ravish'd .'  tell,  who  did  the 

deed. 
TO.  Will't  please  you  eat ;  will't  please  your 

highness  feed  ."* 
Tarn.  Why  hast  thou  slain  thine  only  daughter 

thus.? 
Tit.  Not  I ;  'twas  Chiron,  and  Demetrius : 
They  ravish'd  her,  and  cut  away  her  tongue. 
And  they,  'twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong. 
Sat.  uo,  fetch  them  hither  to  us  presently. 
TU.  Why,  there  they  are  both,  baked  in  that 
pye; 
Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed. 
Eating  the  flesh  that  she  herself  hath  bred. 
•Tis  true,  'tis  true ;  witness  my  knife's  sharp  point. 
[  Killing  Tamora. 
Sat.  Die,  frantic  wretch,  for  this  accursed  deed. 
[Killing  Titus. 
Luc.  Can  the  son's  eye  behold  his  father  bleed  ? 
There's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  deadly  deed. 
[Kills  Satuminus.    A  great  tumult.    The  people 
in  confusion  disperse.     Marcus,  Lucius, 
and  their  partisans,  ascend  the  steps  he- 
fore  Titus's  house. 
Mar.  You  sad-fac'd  men,  people  and  sons  of 
Rome, 
By  uproar  sever'd,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Sratter'd  by  winds  and  high  tempestuous  gusts, 
O,  let  me  teach  you  how  to  knit  again 
This  scatter'd  com  into  one  mutual  sheaf. 
These  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body. 

Sen.  Lest  Rome  herself  be  bane  unto  herself; 
And  she,  whom  mighty  kingdoms  court'sy  to, 
Like  a  forlorn  and  desperate  cast-away. 
Do  shameful  execution  on  herself. 
But  if  my  frosty  signs  and  chaps  of  age. 
Grave  witnesses  of  true  experience, 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, — 
Speak,  Rome's  dear  friend;  [To  Lucius.]  as  erst 

our  ancestor, 
When  with  his  solemn  tongue  he  did  discourse, 
To  love-sick  Dido's  sad  attending  ear. 
The  storj-  of  that  baleful  burning  night. 
When  subtle  Greeks  surpris'd  king  Priam's  Troy; 


Tell  us,  what  Sinon  hath  bewitch'd  our  ears, 

Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in. 

That  gives  our  Troy,  our  Rome,  the  civil  wound.— 

My  heart  is  not  compact  of  flint,  nor  steel ; 

Nor  can  I  utter  all  our  bitter  grief, 

But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratory, 

And  break  my  very  utterance ;  even  i'the  time 

When  it  should  move  you  to  attend  me  most. 

Lending  your  kind  commiseration : 

Here  is  a  captain,  let  him  tell  the  tale  ; 

Your  hearts  will  throb  And  weep  to  hear  him  speak. 

Luc.  Then,  noble  auditory,  oe  it  known  to  you, 
That  cursed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 
Were  they  that  murdered  our  emperor's  brother; 
And  they  it  were  that  ravished  our  sister : 
For  their  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded ; 
Our  father's  tears  despis'd  ;  and  basely  cozen'd 
Of  that  true  hand,  that  fought  Rome's  quarrel  out. 
And  sent  her  enemies  unto  the  grave. 
Lastly,  myself  unkindly  banish^. 
The  gates  shut  on  me,  and  turn'd  weeping  out. 
To  bee  relief  among  Rome's  enemies ; 
Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears, 
And  op'd  their  arms  to  embrace  me  as  a  friend  : 
And  I  am  the  tum'd-forth,  be  it  known  to  you. 
That  have  preserv'd  her  welfare  in  my  blood  ; 
And  from  her  bosom  took  the  enemy's  point. 
Sheathing  the  steel  in  my  advent'rous  body. 
Alas  !  you  know,  I  am  no  vaunter,  I ; 
My  scars  can  witness,  dumb  although  they  are, 
That  mv  report  is  just,  and  full  of  truth. 
But,  soft ;  methinks,  I  do  digress  too  much. 
Citing  my  worthless  praise  :  0,  pardon  me  ; 
For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praise  themselves. 

J^r.  Now  is  my  turn  to  speak;  Behold  this 
child, 

[Pointing  to  the  child  tn  the  arms  of  an 
Attendant. 
Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered ; 
The  issue  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 
Chief  architect  and  plotter  of  these  woes ; 
The  villain  is  alive  in  Titus'  house, 
Damn'd  as  he  is,  to  witness  this  is  true. 
Now  judge,  what  cause  had  Titus  to  revenge 
These  wrongs,  unspeakable,  past  patience, 
Or  more  than  any  living  man  could  bear. 
Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  say  you,  Ro- 
mans ? 
Have  we  done  aught  amiss  ?  Shew  us  wherein. 
And,  from  the  place  where  vou  behold  us  now, 
The  poor  remainder  of  Anaronici 
Will,  hand  in  hand,  all  headlong  cast  us  down. 
And  on  the  ragged  stones  beat  forth  our  brains, 
.And  make  a  mutual  closure  of  our  house. 
Speak,  Romans,  speak;  and,  if  you  say,  we  shall, 
L^,  hand  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 

l^mil.  Come,  come,  thou  reverend  man  of  Rome, 
And  bring  our  emperor  gently  in  thy  hand, 
Lucius  our  emperor ;  for,  well  I  know. 
The  common  voice  do  cry,  it  shall  be  so. 

Rom.  [Several  speak. ^  Lucius,  all  hail ;  Rome's 
royal  emperor  I 

Lucius,  8fc.  descend. 

Mar.  Go,  go  into  old  Titus'  sorrowful  house ; 
[To  an  Attendant 
And  hither  hale  that  misbelieving  Moor, 
To  be  adjudg'd  some  direful  slaughtering  death, 
As  punishment  for  his  most  wicked  life. 

Rom.  [Several  speak.]  Lucius,  all  hail ;  Rome's 
gracious  governor ! 

Luc.  Thanks,  gentle  Romans ;  May  I  g  vero  so, 
To  heal  Rome's  harms,  and  wipe  away  her  wo! 
But,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  awhile, — 
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For  nature  pata  me  to  a  beaTj  taik ; — 
Stand  all  aloof: — ^but,  uncle,  draw  jou  near, 
To  ihed  obsequious  tears  upon  this  trunk : — 
O,  take  this  warm  kiss  on  thy  pale  cold  lips, 

[Kiatea  Titus. 
These  sorrowful  drops  upon  thvblooa-stainM  face, 
The  last  true  duties  of  thy  noble  son ! 

JUar.  Tear  for  tear,  and  lovior  kiss  for  kiss, 
Tbj  brother  Marcus  tenders  on  my  lips  : 
O,  were  the  sum  of  these  that  I  sliould  pay 
Countless  and  infinite,  yet  would  1  pay  them ! 

Luc.  Come  hither,  twy ;  come,  come,  and  leani 
of  us 
To  melt  m  showers :  Thy  grandsire  lor'd  thee  well : 
Many  a  time  ho  danc*d  thee  on  his  knee. 
Sung  thee  asleep,  his  loving  breast  thy  pillow ; 
Many  a  matter  nath  he  told  to  thee. 
Meet,  and  agreeing  with  thine  infamy ; 
In  that  respect  then,  like  a  loving  child. 
Shed  yet  some  small  drops  from  thj  t«ider  spring, 
Because  kind  nature  doth  require  it  so : 
Friends  should  associate  friends  in  rrief  and  wo: 
Bid  him  farewell ;  commit  him  to  the  grave; 
Do  him  that  kincbess,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Boy,  O  grandsire,  grandsire !  even  with  all  my 
heart 
Would  I  were  dead,  so  you  did  live  again ! — 
O  lord,  I  cannot  speak  to  him  for  weeping; 
My  tears  will  choke  me,  if  I  ope  mj  mouth. 

E/dtr  Attendants,  vaith  Aaron. 

1  Rom.  Tou  sad  Andronici,  have  done  with  woes ; 
Give  sentence  on  this  execrable  wretch. 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  these  dire  events. 

Lmc  Set  him  breast-deep  in  earth,  and  famish 
him; 


There  let  hnn  stand,  and  rave  and  ciy  kft  food : 
If  anv  one  relieves  or  pities  him, 
For  the  offence  he  dies.    This  is  our  doom : 
Some  stav,  to  see  him  fasten*d  in  the  earth. 
Aar,  0,  why  should  wrath  be  mute,  and  farj 

dumb? 
I  am  no  baby,  I,  that,  with  base  prayers, 
I  should  repent  the  evils  I  have  aooe ; 
Ten  thousand,  worse  than  ever  yet  I  did. 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will ; 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  my  life  I  didi, 
I  do  repent  it  from  my  very  souL 
Luc.  Some  loving  friends  ooovey  the  < 

hence. 

And  give  him  burial  in  hb  fathei^s  grave : 
My  father,  and  Lavinia,  shall  forthwith 
Be  closed  in  our  household's  monument 
As  for  that  heinous  tiger,  Tamora, 
No  funeral  rite,  nor  man  in  mooroful  weeds. 
No  mournful  bell  shall  ring  her  burial ; 
But  throw  her  forth  to  beasts,  and  birds  of  prey: 
Her  life  was  beast-like,  and  devoid  of  pity ; 
And,  being  so,  shall  have  like  want  of  pity. 
See  justice  done  to  Aaron,  that  damn'd  Moor, 
By  whom  our  heavy  hafis  had  their  beginning : 
Tiien,  afterwards,  to  order  well  the  state ; 
That  like  events  may  ne*er  it  ruinate.      [JScnoif 


All  the  editors  and  critics  agree  in  supposing 
this  play  spurious.  I  see  no  reason  ier  ainierin|^ 
from  them ;  for  the  colour  of  the  style  »  wholly 
different  from  that  of  the  other  plays/' 

*    JOHNSON. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Antiochus,  king  of  Antioch. 
Pericles,  prince  of  Tyre. 

Simonides,  ifciii^  of  Peniapolis. 

Cleon,  governor  of  Tharsus. 

Lysimachus,  governor  of  Mitylene. 

CerimoQ,  a  Un-d  of  Eyhesus. 

Thaliard,  a  lord  qf  Antioch. 

Philemon,  servant  to  Cerimon, 

Leonine,  servant  to  Dionyza.    MarshaL 

A  Pandar^  and  his  Wife.     Boult,  Iheir  servant. 

Ciowcr,  as  chorus. 

The  Daughter  of  Antiochus. 
Dionyza,  vnfe  to  Geon. 
Thaisa,  daughter  to  Simonides. 


Marina,  daughter  to  Pericles  and  Thaisa, 

Lychorida,  nurse  to  Marina. 

Diana. 

Lords,  LadieSf  Knights,  Gentlemen,  Sailors,  Pi 
rates.  Fishermen,  and  Messengers,  4'C. 

Scene,  dispersedly  in  various  couTitries.^ 

(1)  That  the  reader  may  know  through  hovr 
many  regions  the  scene  of  this  drama  is  dispersed, 
it  is  necessary  to  observe,  that  Antioch  was  the 
metropolis  of  Syria ;  Tyre  a  city  of  Phoenicia,  in 
Asia ;  Tarsus,  the  metropolis  of  Cilicia,  a  country 
of  Asia  Minor ;  Mitylene,  the  capitol  of  Lesbot, 
an  island  in  the  JEgean  sea;  and  Ephesus,  the 
capital  of  Ionia,  a  country  of  the  Lesser  Asia. 


ACT  L 

Enter  Gower.^    Before  the  pahce  qf  \ntloch. 

X  O  sing  a  song  of  old^  was  sung. 
From  ashes  ancient  Gower  is  come ; 
Assuming  man*8  in6rmities, 
To  glad  your  ear,  and  please  your  eyet. 
It  hath  been  sung  at  festivals. 
On  ember-eves,  and  holy  ales;' 
And  lords  and  ladies  of  their  lives 
Have  read  it  for  restoratives : 
*Purpoee  to  make  men  glorious ; 
Et  giM  aniiquius,  eo  melius. 
If  you,  bom  in  these  latter  times, 
Wnen  wit^s  more  ripe,  accept  my  riiymes, 
And  that  to  hear  an  old  man  sing. 
May  to  your  wishes  pleasure  bring, 
I  liie  would  wish,  and  that  I  might 
Waste  it  for  you,  like  taper-light — 
This  city  then,  Antioch  the  great 
Built  up  for  his  chiefest  seat ; 
The  fiurest  in  all  Syria ; 
(I  tell  ^ou  what  mine  authors  say :) 
This  kmg  unto  him  took  a  pheere,^ 
Who  died  and  left  a  female  heir, 
So  buxom,  blithe,  and  full  of  face, 
As  heaven  had  lent  her  all  his  grace; 
With  whom  the  father  liking  took. 
And  her  to  incest  did  provoke  : 
Bad  father !  to  entice  his  own 
To  evil,  should  be  done  by  none. 
By  custom,  what  they  did  begin, 
Was,  with  long  use,  account^  no  sin. 

(1)  Chorus,  in  the  character  of  Gower,  an  an- 
cient English  poet,  who  has  related  the  story  of 
this  play  in  his  Confessio  Amantis. 

(2)  I.  e.  That  of  old.         (3)  Whitsun-ales,  &c. 
(4)  Wife,  the  word  signifies  a  mate  or  companion. 


The  beauty  of  this  sinful  dame 
Made  many  princes  thither  frame, 
To  seek  her  as  a  bed-fellow, 
In  marriage-pleasures  play-fellow  : 
Which  to  prevent,  he  made  a  law 
(To  keep  her  still,  and  men  in  awe,) 
That  whoso  askM  her  for  his  wife, 
His  riddle  told  not,  lost  his  life  : 
So  for  her  many  a  wight  did  die. 
As  yon  grim  looks  do  testify.0 
What  now  ensues,  to  the  judgment  of  your  eye 
I  give,  my  cause  who  best  can  justify.      [Exit 

SCEJSTE  /.—Antioch.    A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Antiochus,  Pericles,  and  Attendants. 

AnL  Youn^  prince  of  Tyre,  you  have  at  large 
received 
The  danger  of  the  task  you  undertake. 

Per.  I  have,  Antiochus,  and  with  a  soul 
EmboldenM  with  the  fflory  of  her  praise. 
Think  death  no  hazara,  in  this  enterprise.  [Music. 

Ant.  Bring  in  our  daughter,  clothed  like  a  bride. 
For  the  embracements  even  of  Jove  himself; 
At  whose  conception  (till  Lucina  reign*d,) 
Nature  this  dowry  gave,  to  glad  her  presence. 
The  senate-house  of  planets  all  did  sit, 
To  knit  in  her  their  best  perfections. 

Enter  the  Daughter  qf  Antiochus. 

Per.  See,  where  she  comes,  apparelPd  like  the 
sprinij, 
Graces  her  subjects,  and  her  thoughts  the  king 
Of  every  virtue  gives  renown  to  men ! 
Her  face,  the  bcok  of  praises,  vnhere  is  read 
Nothing  but  curious  pleasures,  as  from  thence 

(5)  Accounted. 

(6)  Pointing  to  the  scene  of  the  palu'*!  (jate  at 
Antioch,  on  which  the  heads  ot  those  unfortunate 
wights  were  fixed. 
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Sorrow  were  ever  ni9*d,  and  testj  wrath 

Could  never  be  her  mild  companioD. 

Yc  f;od»  that  made  me  man,  and  swaj  in  love, 

That  have  inflamed  desire  in  m^  breast. 

To  taste  the  fruit  of  yon  celestial  tree. 

Or  die  in  the  adventure,  be  my  helps, 

As  I  am  son  and  servant  to  your  will. 

To  compaaa  such  a  boundless  bappineii ! 

Ant,  Prince  Pericles, 

Per.  That  would  be  son  to  great  Antiodnifl. 

AnL  &fore  thee  stands  this  fair  Hesperidea, 
With  golaen  fruit,  but  dangerous  to  be  touched ; 
For  d^th-like  dragons  here  affright  thee  hard : 
Her  fa(^  like  heaven,  enticeth  ihte  to  view 
A  countless  glory,  which  desert  must  ^ain : 
And  which,  without  desert,  because  tune  eye 
Presumes  to  reach,  all  th^  whole  heap  must  die. 
Yon  sometime  famous  pnnces,  like  thyself 
Drawn  by  report,  adventurous  by  desire, 
Tell  thee  with  speechless  topgues,  and  semblance 

That,  witnout  covering,  save  yon  6eld  of  stars, 
They  here  stand  martyrs,  slain  in  Cupid^s  wars ; 
And  with  dead  cheeks  advise  thee  to  desist, 
For  going  on  death^s  act,  whom  none  resist 

Per.  Antiochus,  I  thank  thee,  who  hath  taught 
My  frail  mortality  to  know  itself 
And  by  those  fearful  objects  to  prepare 
This  lx)dv,  like  to  them,  to  what  I  must : 
For  death  remembered,  should  be  like  a  miiror. 
Who  tells  us,  Iife*8  but  breath;  to  trust  it,  error, 
ril  make  my  will  then ;  'ttbd  as  sick  men  do. 
Who  know  the  worid,  see  heaven,  but  feeling  wo, 
Gripe  not  at  earthly  joys,  as  erst  they  did ; 
So  1  bequeath  a  happy  peace  to  you. 
And  all  good  men,  as  every  prince  should  do ; 
My  riches  to  the  earth,  from  whence  they  came ; 
But  my  unspotted  6re  of  lo\'e  to  you. 

[To  the  Daughter  qf  Antiochus. 
Thus  ready  for  the  way  of  life  or  death, 
I  wait  the  sharpest  blow,  Antiochus, 
Scorning  advice. 

Ant.  Read  the  conclnsioa  then ; 

Wliich  read  and  not  expounded,  *tis  decreed. 
As  these  before  thee  thou  thyself  shalt  bleed. 

Daugfu  In  all,  save  that,  may*st  thou  prove  pros- 
perous ! 
In  all,  save  that,  I  wish  thee  happiness !  . 

Per.  Like  a  bold  champion,  I  assume  the  lists, 
Nor  ask  advice  of  any  other  thought 
But  faithfulness,  and  courage. 

[He  reads  the  riddle.] 

I  am  no  viper  j  yet  I  feed 

On  mother*s  Jleshf  which  did  me  breed: 

I  sought  a  husband,  in  tohich  labour, 

I  found  that  kindness  in  a  Jather. 

lte*s  father,  son,  and  husband  mUd, 

I  mother,  wife,  and  yet  his  child. 

How  they  may  l}e,  and  yet  in  two. 

As  you  toill  lire,  resolve  it  you. 
Sharp  physic  is  the  last :  but  O  you  powers ! 
That  jTive  heaven  countless  eyes  to  >*iew  men's  acts. 
Why  cloud  they  not  their  sights  perpetually, 
If  tfiis  be  true,  which  makes  ine  pale  to  read  it  ? 
Fair  glass  of  litrht,  I  lov'd  you,  and  could  still, 

[  Takes  hold  of  the  hand  of  the  princess. 
Were  not  tliis  glorious  casket  storM  with  ill : 
But  I  must  tell  you, — now,  my  thoughts  revolt ; 
For  he's  no  man  on  whom  ))crfcctions  wait, 
That  knowing  sin  within,  will  touch  the  gate. 
You're  a  fair  viol,  and  your  sense  tlie  strings : 


(I)  Rising  to  a  top  or  head.     (2)  Flatter,  insinuate.    (3)  To  the  destnictioa  of  your  Ule.     (4)WImi«M 


Who,  finger*d  to  make  man  his  lawlul  luai. 
Would  draw  heaven  down,  and  all  the  gooi  to 

hearicen; 
But,  being  play'd  upon  before  your  tune,  .  >  ^ 

Hell  only  danceth  at  so  harsh  a  chime :  ^ 

Good  sooth,  I  care  not  for  you. 

AnL  Prince  Pericles,  touch  not,  upoa  tfaj  USt^ 
For  that's  an  article  within  our  law, 
As  dangerous  as  the  rest    Your  time's  cspM; 
Either  expound  now,  or  receive  jour  lenteiioa 

Per.  Great  king. 
Few  love  to  hear  the  sins  thij  lore  to  act; 
'Twould  'braid  yourself  too  neajr  for  me  to  lei  IL 
Who  has  a  book  of  all  that  roooarchs  do, 
He's  noore  secure  to  keep  it  shut,  than  ihoini; 
For  vice  repeated,  is  like  the  vrand'riog  wind, 
Blows  dust  m  others*  e3res,  to  spread  itself; 
And  vet  the  end  of  all  is  bought  thus  deer. 
The  breath  is  gone,  and  the  sore  eyes  see  deer. 
To  stop  the  air  would  hurt  them.    The  biind  nafe 

casts 
Copp'd^  hills  towards  heaven,  to  tell,  the  eaith  ■ 

wrong'd 
By  man's  oppressioo;  and  the  poor  worn  dotfidb 

for^t 
Kinn  are  earth's  gods :  in  vice  their  law's  tbeirwiU ; 
Ana  if  Jove  stray,  who  dares  sey,  Jove  ddh  iU.' 
It  is  enou^  you  Icnow ;  and  it  is  fit, 
What  being  more  known  pows  worse,  to  modisr  rt. 
All  love  the  womb  that  their  fint  beings  bred. 
Then  give  my  tongue  like  leave  to  love  iny  head. 
Ant.  Heaven,  that  I  had  thy  bead !  he  has  foond 

the  meaning ; — 
But  I  will  glouP  with  him.  [Atide.]  Young  prieos 

of  Tyre, 
Though  by  the  tenw  of  our  strict  edict. 
Your  exposition  misinterpreting. 
We  mignt  proceed  to  cancel  w  your  days^ 
Vet  hope,  succeeding  from  so  hit  a  tree 
As  your  fair  self,  doUi  tune  us  otherwise :  * 

Forty  days  longer  we  do  respite  you ; 
If  by  which  time  our  secret  be  undone, 
This  mercy  shows,  we'll  joy  in  such  a  too ; 
And  until  then,  your  entertain  shall  be. 
As  doth  befit  our  honour,  and  your  worth. 
\  Exeunt  Antiechus,  his  Daughter,  emdAUmL 
Per.  How  courtesy  would  seem  tocorerflB.' 
When  what  is  done  is  like  a  hrpocrite. 
The.  which  is  good  in  nothing  but  in  8^;lit 
If  it  be  true  that  I  interpret  nise. 
Then  were  it  certain,  you  were  not  so  bed, 
As  with  foul  incest  to  abuse  your  soul; 
Where^  now  you're  both  a  father  and  a  son, 
By  your  untimely  claspings  with  your  chUd 
(Which  pleasure  fits  a  husband,  not  a  fodwrO 
And  she  nn  eater  of  her  mother's  fledi, 
By  the  defiling  of  her  parent's  bed ; 
And  both  like  serpents  are,  who  thoogfa  dwj  fad 
On  sweetest  flowers,  yet  they  poison  breed. 
Antioch,  farewell .'  for  wisdom  sees,  those  men 
Blush  not  in  actions  blacker  than  the  night, 
Will  shun  no  course  to  keep  them  from  the  GghL 
One  sill,  I  know,  another  doth  provoke ; 
Murder's  as  near  to  lust,  as  flame  to  smoke. 
PoiKHi  and  treason  are  the  hands  of  sin. 
Ay,  and  the  targets,  to  put  off  the  siuime : 
Then,  lest  rav  life  be  cropp'd  to  keep  you  clear. 
By  flight  I'U  shun  the  danger  which  I  fear.  [EjrL 

Re-enter  Antiochus. 

Ant.  He  hath  found  the  meaning,  for  the  which 
we  mean 
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To  have  his  head. 

He  must  not  live  to  trumpet  forth  mj  in&my. 

Nor  tell  the  world,  AntiochuB  doth  sin 

In  such  a  loathed  manner : 

And  therefore  instantlj  thia  prince  must  die ; 

For  by  his  fail  my  honour  must  keep  high. 

Who  attends  on  us  there? 

Elder  Thaliard. 

ThaL  Doth  jour  highness  call  ? 

AnL  Thaliard,  you^re  of  our  chamber,  and  our 
mind 
Partakes  her  private  actions  to  your  secresy ; 
And  for  your  faithfulness  we  will  advance  you. 
Thaliard,  behold,  here's  poison,  and  here's  gold ; 
We  hate  the  prince  of  Tyre,  and  thou  must  kul  him ; 
It  fits  thee  not  to  ask  the  reason  why. 
Because  we  bid  it    Say,  is  it  done  i 

Thai  My  lord, 

•Tis  done. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Ant.  Enough; 
Lest  your  breath  cool  yourself,  telling  your  haste. 
JIfess.  My  lord,  prince  Pericles  is  fled. 


Ani. 


[Exit  M< 


lessenger. 
As  thou 


Wilt  live,  fly  after :  and,  as  an  arrow,  shot 
From  a  well-experiencM  archer,  hits  the  marie 
His  eye  doth  level  at,  so  ne'er  return. 
Unless  thou  say,  prince  Pericles  is  dead. 

Thai.  My  lorcf,  If  I 
Can  get  him  once  within  my  pistol's  length, 
ril  make  him  sure :  so  farewell  to  your  highness. 

[Exit. 

Ani.  Thaliard,  adieu !  till  Pericles  be  dead. 
My  heart  can  lend  no  succour  to  my  head.  [Exit. 

SCE^TE  //.—Tyre.    A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Pericles,  Helicanus,  and  other  Lords. 

Per.  Let  none  disturb  us :  Why  this  chaige  of 

thoughts  f 
The  sad  companion,  dull-ey'd  melancholy. 
By  me  so  us'a  a  ^est  is,  not  an  hour, . 
In  the  day's  glorious  wsdk,  or  peaceful  night 
(The  tomb  where  grief  shoula  sleep,)  can  breed 

me  quiet ! 
Here  pleasures  court  mine  eyes,  and  mine  eyes 

shun  them. 
And  danger,  which  I  feared,  is  at  Antioch, 
Whose  arm  seems  far  too  short  to  hit  me  here : 
Yet  neither  pleasure's  art  can  joy  my  spirits. 
Nor  yet  the  other's  distance  comfort  me. 
Then  it  is  thus:  the  passions  of  the  mind. 
That  have  their  first  conception  by  mis-dread, 
Have  aAer-nouriahment  and  life  by  care ; 
And  what  was  first  but  fear  what  might  be  done. 
Grows  elder  now,  and  cares  it  be  not  done. 
And  so  with  me ; — the  great  Antiochus 
r'Gainst  whom  1  am  too  little  to  contend, 
^^ince  he's  so  great,  can  make  his  will  his  act,) 
Will  think  me  speaking,  though  I  swear  to  silence ; 
Nor  boots  it  me  to  say,  I  honour  him. 
If  he  suspect  I  may  dishonour  him  : 
And  what  may  make  him  blush  in  being  known, 
He'll  stop  the  course  by  \vhich  it  might  be  kno'.vn  ; 
With  hostile  forces  he'll  o'erspread  the  land. 
And  with  the  ostent  of  war  will  look  so  huge. 
Amazement  shall  drive  coura^  from  the  state ; 
Our  men  be  vanquish'd,  ere  they  do  resist, 
And  subjects  punish'd,  that  ne'er  thought  oflence : 
Which  care  of  them,  not  pity  of  myself 
(Who  am  no  more  but  as  the  tops  of  trees, 
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Which  fence  the  roots  they  grow  by,  and  defend 

them,) 
Makes  both  my  body  pine,  and  soul  to  lan^ish, 
And  punish  that  before,  that  he  would  punish. 

1  l^d.  Joy  and  all  coinfort  in  your  sacred  breast ! 

2  Lord.  And  keep  your  mind,  till  you  return  to  us. 
Peaceful  and  comfortable ! 

Hel.  Peace,  peace,  my  lords,  and  give  experience 
tongue. 
They  do  abuse  the  king,  that  flatter  him : 
For  flatteiy  is  the  bellows  bloifS  up  sin  ^ 
The  thing  the  which  is  flattec'd,  but  a  spark. 
To  which  that  breath  gives  heit  and  strong^  glow- 
ing; 
Whereas  reproof,  obedient,  and  in  order. 
Fits  kin^,  as  they  are  men,  for  they  may  err. 
When  signior  Sooth  here  does  proclaim  a  peace, 
He  flatters  you,  makes  war  upon  your  life  : 
Prince,  pardon  me,  or  strike  me,  if  you  please; 
I  cannot  be  much  lower  than  my  knees. 

Per.  All  leave  us  else ;  but  let  your  cares  o'erlodc 
What  shipping,  and  what  lading's  in  our  haven. 
And  then  return  to  us.  [Elxeuni  Lords.]  Helicanus, 

thou 
Hast  moved  us :  idiat  see'st  thou  in  our  looks? 

Hel.  An  angir  bcow,  dread  lord. 

Per.  If  there  be  sofik  a  dart  in  princes'  frowns. 
How  durst  thy  tongue'ahove  anger  to  our  &ce .' 

HeL  How  dare  the  pkptMpok  up  to  heaven,  (rt* 
whence  %»/  ^. 

They  have  their  ooaxwtiM^mf       ^    .. 

Per,  iWkixilRi^ll^Te  pcmer 

To  take  thy  life.  W  V^. 

Hel.  [An^e/tn^.l  I  havegroundtlw  axe  myself; 
Do  you  but  strike  the  bloff» 

Per.  mse,  pr'ythee,  rise ; 

Sit  down,  sit  down ;  thou  art  no  flatterer : 
I  thank  thee  for  it ;  and  high  heaven  forbid. 
That  kings  should  let  their  ears  hear  their  faints  Eid ! 
Fit  counsellor,  and  servant  for  a  prince,  • 
Who  by  thy  wisdom  mak'st  a  pnqce  thy  servant. 
What  would'st  thou  have  me  oo  } 

HeL  With  patience  bear 

Such  griefs  as  you  do  lay  upon  yourself. 

Per.  Thou  speak'st  like  a  physician,  Helicanus ; 
Who  minister'st  a  potion  unto  me. 
That  thou  would'st  tremble  to  receive  thyself. 
Attend  me  then :  I  went  to  Antioch, 
Where,  as  thou  know'st,  against  the  face  of  death, 
I  sotight  the  purchase  of  a  glorious  beauty. 
From  whence  an  issue  I  might  propagate. 
Bring  arms  to  princes,  and  to  subjects  joys. 
Mer  face  was  to  mine  eye  beyond  all  wonder ; 
The  rest  (hark  in  thine  ear,)  as  black  as  incest ; 
Which  by  my  knowledge  found,  the  sinful  father 
Seem'd  not  to  strike,  but  smooth :  but  thou  know'st 

this, 
'Tis  time  to  fear,  when  tyrants  seem  to  kiss. 
Which  fear  so  grew  in  me,  I  hither  fled ; 
Under  the  covering  of  a  carefu^  night. 
Who  seem'd  my  good  protector ;  and  being  here. 
Bethought  me  what  was  past,  what  might  succeed. 
I  knew  him  tyrannous ;  and  tyrants'  fears 
Decrease  not,  but  grow  faster  than  their  years  * 
And  should  he  doubt  it  (as  no  doubt  he  aoth,) 
That  I  should  open  to  the  listening  air, 
How  many  worthy  princes'  bloods  were  shed. 
To  keep  his  bed  of  blackness  unlaid  ope, — 
To  lop  that  doubt,  he'll  fill  this  land  \vith  arms. 
And  make  pretence  of  wrong  that  I  have  done  hun , 
When  all,  for  mine,  if  I  may  call't  offence. 
Must  feel  war's  blow,  who  spares  not  innocence : 
Which  love  to  all  (of  which  thyself  art  one. 
Who  now  reprov'st  me  for  it) 
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Hd.  Alas,  sir ! 

Per,  Drew  sleep  out  of  mine  eyes,  blood  from  my 
cheeks, 
Musings  into  my  mind,  a  thousand  doubts 
How  I  might  stop  this  tempest,  ere  it  came ; 
And  6nding  little  comfort  to  relieve  them, 
I  thought  it  princely  charity  to  grieve  them. 

Hd.  Well,  my  lora,  since  you  have  given  me  leave 
to  speak, 
Frfcl^  ril  speak.     Antiochus  you  fear, 
And  justly  too,  I  think,  you  fear  the  tyrant, 
Who  either  by  public  war,  or  private  treasca, 
Will  take  away  your  life. 
Therefore,  my  lord,  go  travel  for  a  while, 
Till  that  his  rage  and  anger  be  forgot. 
Or  destinies  do  cut  his  thread  of  lite. 
Your  rule  direct  to  any  ;  if  to  me. 
Day  serves  not  light  more  faithful  than  Pll  be. 

Ftr.  I  do  not  doubt  thy  fnith ; 
But  should  he  wrong  my  liberties  in  absence — 

Hd.  WeMI  mingle  bloods  together  in  the  earth. 
From  whence  we  had  our  being  and  our  birth. 

Per.  Tyre,  I  now  look  from  thee  then,  and  to 
Tharsus 
Intend  my  travel,  where  Pll  hear  from  thee ; 
And  by  whose  letters  Pll  dispose  myself. 
The  care  I  had  and  have  of  subjects'  good. 
On  thee  I  lay,  whose  wisdom's  strength  can  bear  it. 
Pll  take  thy  word  for  faith,  not  ask  thine  oath ; 
Who  shuns  not  to  break  one,  will  sure  crack  both : 
But  in  our  orbs^  we'll  live  so  round  and  safe, 
That  time  of  both  this  truth  shall  ne'er  convince,^ 
Thou  show'dst  a  subject's  shine,  I  a  true  prince. 

\Extuni. 

SCEJ^E  ///.—Tyre.    An  ante-chamber  in  ihe 
palace.     Enter  Thaliard. 

7^/.  So,  this  is  Tv're,  and  this  is  the  court. 
Here  must  I  kill  kin?  Pericles ;  and,  if  I  do  not,  I 
am  sure  to  be  hang'd  at  home :  'tis  dangerous. — 
Well,  I  perceive  he  was  a  wise  fellow,  and  had 
good  discretion,  that  being  bid  to  ask  what  he  would 
of  the  kin^,  desired  he  might  know  none  of  his 
secrets.  Now  do  I  see  he  had  scmie  reason  for  it : 
for  if  a  king  bid  a  man  be  a  villain,  he  is  bound  by 
the  indenture  of  his  oath  to  be  one. — Hush,  here 
come  the  lords  of  Tyre. 

Enter  Helicanus,  Escanes,  ami  other  Lords. 

Hel.  You  shall  not  need,  mv  fellow  peers  of  Tyre, 
Further  to  question  of  your  king's  departure. 
His  seai'd  commission,  letl  in  trust  with  me. 
Doth  speak  sufficiently,  he's  gone  to  travel. 

Thttl.  How  I  the  king  gone  !  [Aside. 

HeL  l(  further  yet  you  will  be  satisfied, 
Why,  as  it  were  unlioens'd  of  your  loves. 
He  would  depart,  Pll  give  some  light  unto  you. 
Being  at  Antioch 

Thai  What  from  Antioch  .M^ttVfc. 

Hd.  Royal  Antiochus  (on  what  cause  I  know 
not,) 
Took  some  displeasure  at  him;  at  least  he  judg'd  so: 
And  doubting  lest  that  he  had  err'd  or  sinn'd. 
To  show  his  sorrow,  would  correct  himself; 
So  puts  himnclf  unto  the  shipman's  toil. 
With  whom  each  minute  threatens  life  or  death. 

Thai.  Well,  i  perceive  [Aside. 

I  shall  not  be  hang'd  now,  although  I  would ; 
But  since  he's  gone,  the  kine  it  sure  must  please, 
He  scap'd  the  land,  to  perish  on  the  seas. — 
But  Pll  present  me.     Peace  to  the  lords  of  Tyre  ! 

(1)  In  our  different  spheres.      (2)  Overcome. 
(3)  T(  /et  is  to  strut,  to  walk  proudly. 


HeL  Lord  Thaliard  from  Antiocfaos  is  wel< 

Thai.  From  him  I  come 
With  message  unto  princely  Pericles ; 
But,  since  my  landing,  as  I  have  understood 
Your  lord  has  took  himself  to  unknown  traTeb, 
My  measa^  must  return  from  whence  it  came. 

HeL  W  e  have  no  reason  to  desire  it,  since 
Commended  to  our  master,  not  to  us : 
Yet,  ere  you  shall  depart,  diis  we  desire, — 
As  friends  to  Antioch,  we  may  feast  ia  Tttb. 

[k, 

SCEJ^TE  /r.— Tharsus.    A  room  in  the  Gem- 

emor's  house.    Enter  Cleon,  Dionjxa,  and  AU 

tendants. 

CU,  My  Dionyia,  shall  we  rest  us  here, 
And  by  relating  tales  of  others'  griefs. 
See  if  'twill  teach  us  to  forget  our  own  f 

Dio.  That  were  to  blow  at  fire,  in  hope  ti 
quench  it ; 
For  who  aigs  hills  because  they  do  aspire. 
Throws  down  one  mountain,  to  cast  up  a  higfao'. 
O  my  distressed  lord,  even  such  our  griefr ; 
Here  they're  but  felt,  and  seen  with  miftful  eyes, 
But  like  to  groves,  being  topp'd,  they  higher  rise. 

Cle.  O  Dionyia, 
W1k>  wanteth  food,  and  will  not  say  he  wants  it, 
Or  can  conceal  his  hunger,  till  he  famish  ? 
Our  tongues  and  sorrows  do  sound  deep  our  wosi 
Into  the  air :  our  eyes  do  weep,  till  lui^ 
Fetch  breath  that  may  proclaim  them  louder;  ifast, 
If  heaven  slumber,  while  their  creatures  want, 
They  may  awake  their  helps  to  comfort  them. 
Pll  then  Discourse  our  woes,  felt  several  yean, 
And  wanting  breath  to  speak,  help  me  with  tean. 

Dio.  Pll  do  my  best,  sir. 

Cle.  This  Tharsus,  o'er  which  I  have  e 
(A  city,  on  whom  plenty  held  full  hand^) 
For  riches,  strew'a  herself  even  in  the  str 
Whose  towers  bore  heads  so  high,  they  kias'd  dis 

clouds. 
And  strangers  ne'er  beheld,  but  wonder'd  at; 
Whose  men  and  dames  so  jetted'  and  adoro*d. 
Like  one  another's  glass  to  trim^  them  by  : 
Their  tables  were  stor'd  full,  to  glad  the  sight. 
And  not  so  much  to  feed  on,  as  delight; 
All  poverty  was  scom'd,  and  pride  so  great. 
The  name  of  help  grew  odious  to  repeat 

Dio.  O,  'tis  too  true. 

Cle.  But  see  what  heaven  can  do !   By  this  our 
change. 
These  mouths,  whom  but  of  late,  earth,  sea, and  sir, 
Were  all  too  little  to  content  and  please. 
Although  they  gave  their  creatures  in  abundance, 
As  houses  are  defil'd  for  want  of  use. 
They  are  now  starv'd  for  want  of  exercise : 
Those  palates,  who,  not  yet  two  summers  }'oai^i 
Must  have  inventions  to  delight  the  taste. 
Would  now  be  gjad  of  bread,  and  beg  ft>r  it ; 
Those  mothers  who,  to  nousle*  up  their  babes, 
ThDughl  nought  too  curious,  are  ready  now, 
To  eat  those  Tittle  darlings  whom  they  lov'd. 
So  sharp  are  hunger's  teeth,  that  man  and  wfe 
Draw  lots,  who  first  shall  die  to  lengthen  life: 
Here  stands  a  lord,  and  there  a  lady  weeping ; 
Here  many  sink,  yet  those  which  see  them  fall. 
Have  scarce  strength  left  to  give  them  burial 
Is  not  this  true  ? 

Dio.  Our  cheeks  and  hollow  eyes  do  witness  it 

Cle.  O,  let  those  cities,  that  of  Plenty's  cup 
A  nd  her  prosperities  so  laigely  taste. 
With  their  superfluous  riots,  hear  these  tears ! 

(4)  To  dress  them  by.  (5)  Nurse  findlj. 
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The  misery  of  ThanuB  may  be  theirs. 
Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord,  Wbere*8  the  lord  governor.' 

Cle.  Here, 
Speak  out  ihy  sorrows  which  thou  bring^st,  in  haste, 
For  comfort  is  too  far  for  us  to  expect 

Ijord.  We  have  descried;  upon  our  neighbouring 
shore, 
A  portly  sail  of  ships  make  hitherward. 

Cle.  I  thought  as  much. 
One  sorrow  never  comes,  but  brings  an  heir. 
That  may  succeed  as  his  inheritor; 
And  so  in  ours :  some  neighbouring  nation, 
Taking  advantage  of  our  misery. 
Hath  stufT'd  these  hollow  vessels  with  their  power,' 
To  beat  us  down,  the  which  are  down  already ; 
And  make  a  conquest  of  unhappy  me, 
Whereas  no  gloir's  got  to  overcome. 

Lord.  That*s  the  least  fear :  for,  by  the  semblance 
Of  their  white  flags  displayed,  they  bring  us  peace. 
And  come  to  us  as  favourers,  not  as  foes. 

CU.  Thou  speak*st  like  him  *s  untutored  to  repeat, 
Who  makes  the  fairest  show,  means  most  deceit. 
But  bring  they  what  they  will,  what  need  we  feari* 
The  eround's  the  lowest,  and  we  are  half  way  there. 
Go  tell  their  general,  we  attend  htm  here. 
To  know  for  what  he  comes,  and  whence  he  comes. 
And  what  he  craves. 

Lord.  I  go,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Cle.  Welcome  is  peace,  if  he  on  peace  consist  '^ 
If  wars,  we  are  unable  to  resist 

Enter  Pericles,  with  Aitendanls. 

Per.  Lord  ^vemor,  for  so  we  hear  you  are, 
Let  not  our  ships  and  number  of  our  men. 
Be,  like  a  beacon  firM,  to  amaze  your  eyes. 
We  have  heard  your  miseries  as  far  as  Tyre, 
And  seen  the  delation  of  your  streets : 
Nor  come  we  to  add  sorrow  to  your  tears. 
But  to  relieve  them  of  their  heavy  load ; 
And  these  our  ship  you  happily'  may  think 
Are,  like  the  Trojan  horse,  war-stuffM  within. 
With  bloody  views,  expecting  overthrow, 
Are  storM  with  com,  to  make  vour  needy  bread. 
And  give  them  life,  who  are  hunger-starvM,  half 
dead. 

AIL  The  gods  of  Greece  protect  you  ! 
And  we'll  pray  for  you. 

Per.  Rise,  I  pray  you,  ri.se ; 

We  do  not  look  for  reverence,  but  for  love. 
And  harbourage  for  ourself,  our  ships,  and  men. 

C&.  The  which  when  any  shall  not  gratify. 
Or  pay  you  with  unthan|^fulness  in  thought, 
Be  It  our  wives,  our  children,  or  ouraelve-s 
The  curse  of  Heaven  and  men  succeed  their  evils ! 
Till  when  (the  which,  I  hope,  shall  ne'er  be  seen,) 
Vour  grace  is  welcome  to  our  town  and  us. 

Per.  Which  welcome  we'll  accept ;  feast  here 
a  while, 
Until  our  stars  that  frown,  lend  us  a  smile.    [Exe. 


ACT  11. 

EiUer  Gower. 

Gow.  Here  hare  you  seen  a  mighty  king 
His  child,  I  wis,^  to  incest  bring ; 
A  better  prince,  and  benign  lord, 

(1)  Forf-es        (2)  If  he  stands  on  pence. 
(3)  Perhtt|)«.  ;V  Know 
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Prove  awful  both  in  deed  and  word. 
Be  quiet  then,  as  men  should  be. 
Till  he  hath  pass'd  necessity, 
ril  show  you  those  in  trouble's  reign. 
Losing  a  mite,  a  mountain  gain. 
The  good  in  conversation^ 
(To  whom  I  give  my  benizon,>) 
Is  f  till  at  Tharsus,  where  each  man 
Thinks  all  is  writ  he  spoken  can : 
'  And,  to  remember  what  he  does. 
Gild  his  statue  glorious : 
But  tidings  to  the  contraiy 
Are  brought  your  eyes ;  what  need  speak  I  ^ 

Dumb  show.  Enter  at  one  door  Pericles,  talking 
with  Cleon ;  all  the  train  with  them.  Enter  at 
another  door,  a  Gentleman  with  a  Utter  to  Per- 
icles; Pericles  shows  the  letter  to  Cleon;  then 
gives  the  Messenger  a  reward,  and  knights  him. 
Exeunt  Pericles,  Cleon,  ^c.  severally. 

Goto.  Good  Helicane  hath  staid  at  home, 
Not  to  eat  honey,  like  a  drone. 
From  others'  labours ;  forth  he  strive 
To  killen  bad,  keep  good  alive ; 
And,  to  fulfil  his  prince'  desire, 
Sends  word  of  all  that  haps  in  Tyre : 
How  Thaliard  came  full  bent  with  sin, 
And  hid  intent,  to  murder  him ; 
And  that  in  Tharsus  was  not  best 
Longer  for  him  to  make  his  rest : 
He  knowing  so,  put  forth  to  seas. 
Where  when  men  been,  there's  seldom  ease ;    s 
For  now  the  wind  be^ns  to  blow ; 
Thunder  above,  and  deeps  below. 
Make  such  unquiet,  that  the  ship 
Should  house  him  safe,  is  wreck'd  and  split ; 
And  he,  good  prince,  having  all  lost, 
By  waves  from  coast  to  coast  is  tost : 
All  pcrishen  of  man,  of  pelf, 
Ne  aught  escapen  but  himself; 
Till  fortune,  tir'd  with  doing  bad. 
Threw  him  ashore,  to  give  him  glad : 
And  here  he  comes  :  what  shall  be  next. 
Pardon  old  Gower :  this  long's  the  text  [iEr.. 

SCENE  /.— Pentapolis.    An  open  place  hy  the 
sea-side.     Enter  Pericles,  wet. 
Per.  Yet  cease  vour  ire,  ye  angiy  stars  of  heaven! 
Wind,  rain,  and  thunder,  remember,  earthly  maa 
Is  but  a  substance  that  must  yield  to  you ; 
And  i,  as  fits  my  nature,  do  obey  you  ; 
Alas,  the  sea  hath  cast  me  on  the  rocks, 
Wash'd  me  from  shore  to  shore,  and  lefl  roe  breatli 
.Nothing  (o  think  on,  but  ensuing  death  : 
Let  it  suffice  the  greatness  of  your  powers. 
To  have  bereft  a  prince  of  all  his  fortunes ; 
And  having  thrown  him  from  youi  wat'ry  grBve> 
Here  to  have  death  in  peace,  is  all  he'll  crave. 

Enter  three  Fishermen. 

1  Fish.  What,  ho,  Pilche ! 

2  Fish.  Ho !  come,  and.  bring  away  the  nets. 
1  FUh.  What,  Patch-breech,  I  say  I 

3  Fish.  What  say  vou,  master  ? 

1  Fish.  Look  how  thou  stirrest now!  come  away, 
or  I'll  fetch  thee  with  a  wannion. 

3  Fish.  'Faith,  master,  I  am  thinking  of  the  poor 
men  that  were  cast  away  before  us,  even  now. 

1  Fish,  Alas,  poor  souls,  it  griev'd  my  heart  to 
hear  what  pitiful  cries  they  made  to  us,  to  helf 
them,  when,  well-a-day,  we  could  scarce  help  out 
selves. 

(o)  I.  e.  Conduct,  bcliaviour.       (6)  Blessing. 
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3  Fish.  Naj,  master,  said  not  I  as  much,  when 
I  saw  the  uorpu9,  how  he  bounced  and  tumbled? 
they  say,  tney  are  half  fish,  half  flesh;  a  plague  on 
them,  they  ne*cr  come,  but  I  look  to  be  washM. 
Master,  I  marvel  how  the  fishes  live  in  the  sea. 

1  Fish.  Why,  as  men  do  a-land ;  the  great  ones 
eat  up  the  little  ones :  I  can  compare  our  rich  mi- 
sers to  nothing  so  fitly  as  to  a  whale  ;  *a  plays  and 
tumbles,  driving  the  poor  fry  before  him,  and  at 
last  devours  them  all  at  a  mouthful.  Such  whales 
have  I  heard  on  a^lhe  land,  who  never  leave  gaping, 
till  they've  swalloivM  the  whole  parish,  church, 
steeple,  bells  and  all. 

Per.  A  pretty  moral. 

3  Fish.  But,  master,  if  I  had  been  the  sexton,  I 
would  have  been  that  day  in  the  belfry. 

^Fish.  Why,  man. > 

3  Fish.  Because  he  should  have  swallowM  me 
too :  and  when  I  had  been  in  his  belly,  1  would 
have  kept  such  a  jangling  of  the  bells,  that  he 
should   never  have  let't,  till  he  cast  bells,  steeple. 


church,  and  parish,  up  again.     But  if  the  good 
*  ing  Simonides  were  of 
Per.  Simonides ! 


3  Fish.  We  would  purge  the  land  of  these  drones, 
that  rob  the  bee  of  her  honey. 

Per.  How  from  the  finny  subject  of  the  sea 
These  fishers  tell  the  infirmities  of  men  ; 
And  from  their  wat'ry  empire  recollect 
All  that  may  men  approve,  or  men  detect ! 
Peace  be  at  your  labour,  honest  fishermen. 

2  Fish.  Honest!  good  fellow,  what's  that?  if  it 
be  a  day  fits  ^ou,  scratch  it  out  of  the  calendar, 
and  nobody  will  look  after  it. 

Per.  Nay,  see,  the  sea  hath  cast  upon  your  coast — 

2  Fish.  What  a  drunken  knave  was  the  sea,  to 
cast  thee  in  our  way ! 

Per.  A  man  whom  both  the  waters  and  the  wind, 
In  that  vast  tennis-court,  hath  made  the  ball 
For  them  to  play  upon,  entreats  you  pity  him ; 
He  asks  of  you,  that  never  usM  to  beg. 

1  Fish.  No,  friend,  cannot  you  beg  ?  here's  them 
in  our  country  of  Greece,  ^ets  more  with  begging, 
.ihan  we  can  do  with  working. 

2  Fish.  Canst  thou  catch  any  fishes  then.^ 
Per.  I  never  practised  it. 

i  Fish.  Nay,  then  thou  wilt  star^'e  sure;  for 
'here's  nothing  to  be  got  now  a-days,  unless  thou 
canst  fish  for't. 

Per.  What  I  have  been,  I  have  forgot  to  know ; 
But  what  I  am,  want  teaches  me  to  think  on ; 
A  man  shrunk  up  with  cold  :  my  veins  are  chill, 
And  have  no  more  of  life,  than  may  suffice 
To  give  my  tong^ue  that  heat,  to  ask  your  help ; 
Which  if  you  shall  refuse,  \vhen  I  am  dead, 
For  I  am  a  man,  pray  see  me  buried. 

1  Fish.  Die,  quoth-a  ?  Now  gods  forbid  !  I  have 
a  gown  here;  come,  put  it  on;  keep  thee  wann. 
Now,  afore  me,  a  handsome  fellow !  Come,  thou 
shalt  go  home,  and  we'll  have  flesh  for  holidays, 
fish  for  fasting-days,  and  moreo'er  puddings  and 
flap-jacks,*  and  thou  shalt  be  welcome. 

Per.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

2  Fish.  Hark  you,  my  friend,  you  said  you  could 
not  beg. 

Per.  I  did  but  crave. 

2  Fish.  But  crave  .^  Then  I'll  turn  craver  too, 
and  so  I  shall  'scape  whipping. 

Per.  Why,  are  all  your  beggars  whipp'd  then  ? 

2  Fish.  O,  not  all,  my  friend,  not  all ;  for  if  all 
your  beggars  were  whipp'd,  I  would  tvish  no  bet- 
ter office,  than  to  be  beadle.     But,  master,  I'll  go 


(1)  Pancakes. 


(2)  To  tilt,  mock-fight 


draw  up  the  net.     \Exami  two  of  the  Fisibemwii. 

Per.  How  well  this  hcmeat  mirth  becomes  their 
labour ! 

1  Fish.  Hark  you,  ur ;  do  you  know  where  jroq 
are? 

Per.  Not  well. 

1  Fish.  Why,  I'll  teU  you :  this  is  called  Ptotapo- 
lis,  and  our  king,  the  good  Simonides. 

Per.  The  good  king  Simonides,  do  you  call  him? 

1  Fish,  Ay,  sir ;  and  he  deserves  to  be  so  called, 
for  hiri  peaceable  reign,  and  good  govemnnent 

Per.  He  is  a  happy  king,  since  (rom  his  subjects 
He  gains  the  name  of  good,  by  his  goveminent 
How  far  is  his  court  distant  from  this  shore  ? 

1  Fish.  Marry,  sir,  half  a  day's  journey ;  and  Pll 
tell  you,  he  hath  a  fair  daughter,  and  to-morrow  is 
her  birth-day ;  and  there  are  princes  and  kn^ti 
come  from  all  parts  of  the  world,  to  just  and  tooiw 
ney2  fot  her  love. 

Per.  Did  but  my  fortunes  equal  my  desires, 
I'd  wish  to  make  one  there. 

1  Fish.  O,  sir,  things  must  be  as  they  may ;  and 
what  a  man  cannot  get,  he  may  lawfully  deal  bt— 
his  wife's  soul. 

Re-enter  the  tufo  Fbhennen,  drawings  up  a  nd, 

2  Fish.  Help,  master,  help ;  here's  a  fish  hancs 
in  the  net,  like  a  poor  man's  right  in  the  law ;  'twul 
hardly  come  out.  Ha !  bots  on't,  'tis  come  at  last,' 
and  'tis  tum'd  to  a  rusty  annour. 

Per.  An  armour,  friends !  I  pray  you,  let  me 
see  it. 
Thanks,  fortune,  yet,  that  after  all  my  crosses, 
Thou  giv'st  me  somewhat  to  repair  myself; 
And,  though  it  was  mine  own,  part  of  mine  herita^ 
W'hich  my  dead  father  did  bequeath  to  me. 
With  this  strict  charge  (even  as  he  left  his  life,) 
Keep  it^  my  Pericles,  it  hath  been  a  shield 
^Twixt  me  and  death  (and  ^inted  to  this  brace .-') 
For  that  it  sav^d  me,  keep  it ;  in  like  necessity, 
IVhich  gods  protect  thee  from  !  it  may  defend  theL 
It  kept  where  I  kept,  I  so  dearly  lov'd  it ; 
Till  the  rough  seas,  that  spare  not  any  man. 
Took  it  in  rage,  though,  calm'd,  they  give't  agsiu: 
I  thank  thee  for't ;  my  shipwreck's  now  no  ill, 
Since  I  have  here  my  father's  gift  by  will. 

1  Fish.  What  mean  you,  sir  ? 

Per.  To  be^  of  you,  kind  friends,  this  coat  of 
worth. 
For  it  was  sometime  target  to  a  king ; 
I  know  it  by  this  mark.     He  lov'd  me  dearly, 
And  for  his  sake,  I  wish  the  having  of  it; 
And  that  ^ou'd  guide  me  to  your  sovereign's  court. 
Where  with't  I  may  appear  a  gentleman ; 
And  if  that  ever  m^'  low  fortunes  better, 
I'll  pay  your  bounties ;  till  then,  rest  your  debtor. 

1  Fish.  WTiy,  wilt  thou  tourney  for  the  lady  ? 

Per,  I'll  show  the  virtue  I  have  borne  in  arms. 

1  Fish.  Why,  do  ye  take  it,  and  the  gods  give 
Ihcc  good  on't ! 

2  Fish.  Ay,  but  hark  you,  my  friend  ;  'twas  we 
that  made  up  this  garment  through  the  rough  seana 
of  the  waters  :  there  are  certain  condolements,  err 
tain  vails.  1  hope,  sir,  if  you  thrive,  you'll  i 
ber  from  whence  you  had  it. 

Per.  Believe't,  I  will. 
Now,  by  your  furtherance,  I  am  cloth'd  in  stec 
And  spite  of  all  the  rupture  of  the  sea. 
This  jewel  holds  his  bidding^  on  my  ann ; 
Unto  thy  value  will  I  mount  myself 
Upon  a  courser,  whose  delightful  steps 
Shall  make  the  gazer  joy  to  see  him  tt«ad. — 


(3)  Armour  for  the  arm. 


(4)  Keepu^. 
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Only,  m^  friend,  I  yet  am  unprovided 
Of  a  pair  of  bases.' 

2  J'ish.  We'll  sure  provide  :  thou  Aalt  have  my 
best  gown  to  make  thee  a  pair;  and  Pll  bring  thee 
to  the  court  myself 

Per.  Then  honour  be  but  a  gaol  to  my  will ; 
This  day  Til  rise,  or  else  add  ill  to  ill.      [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  II— The  same.  A  public  ujay,  or  plat- 
Jormj  leading  to  the  lists.  A  pavilion  by  the 
side  of  it y  for  the  reception  of  the  King^  Prin- 
cess^ Lords,  S(C.  Enter  Simonides,  Thaisa, 
Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Sim.  Are  the  knights  ready  to  begin  the  triumph  ^ 

1  Lord.  They  are,  my  liege  ; 
And  stay  your  coming  to  present  themselves. 

Sim.   Itetum  Ihem,^  we  are   ready;    and  our 
daughter, 
In  honour  of  whose  birth  these  triumphs  are. 
Sits  here,  like  beauty's  child,  whom  nature  gat 
For  men  to  see,  and  seeing  wonder  at. 

[Exit  a  Lord. 

7^1.  It  pleaseth  you,  my  father,  to  express 
My  commendations  great,  whose  merit's  less. 

Sim.  'Tis  fit  it  should  be  so ;  for  princes  are 
A  model,  which  heaven  makes  like  to  itself: 
As  jewels  lose  their  glory,  if  neglected. 
So  princes  their  renown,  if  not  ^spccted. 
'Tis  now  your  honour,  (laughter,  to  explain 
The  labour  of  each  knight,  in  his  device.' 

Thai.  Which,  to  preserve  mine  honour,  I'll  per- 
form. 

Enter  a  Knight ;  he  passes  over  the  stagey  and  his 
Squire  presents  his  shield  to  the  Princess. 

Sim.  Who  is  the  first  that  doth  prefcH  himself.' 
Thai.  A  knight  of  Sparta,  my  renowned  father; 
And  the  device  he  bears  upon  hh  shield 
Is  a  black  £thiop,  reaching  at  the  sun ; 
The  word,*  Lux  tua  vita  mihi. 

Sim.  He  loves  you  well,  that  holds  his  life  of  you. 
[The  second  Knight  passes. 
Who  is  the  second,  that  presents  himself.' 

Thai.  A  prince  of  Macedon,  my  roval  father; 
And  the  device  he  bears  upon  his  shield 
Is  an  arm'd  knight,  that's  conquer'd  by  a  lady  : 
The  motto  thu%  in  Spanish,  Piu  perdulcura  que 
perfuerqa.^    [  7 'he  third  Knight  passes. 
5im.  And  what's  the  third  ? 
Thai.  The  third,  of  Antioch ; 

And  hi*  device,  a  wreath  of  chivalry  : 
The  word.  Me  pompceprovexit  apex. 

[The  fourth  Knight  passes. 
Sim.  What  is  the  fourth  ? 
Thai.  A  burning  torch,  that's  turned  upside  dotvn : 
TTie  word,  Quod  me  dlit,  me  extinguit. 

Sim.  Which  shows  that  beauty  hath  his  power 
and  will, 
'Which  can  as  well  inflame,  as  it  can  kill. 

[The  fifth  Knight  passes. 
T%ii.  The  fifth,  a  hand  environed  with  clouds ; 
Holding  out  gold,  that's  by  the  touchstone  tried ; 
The  motto  thus.  Sic  spectanda  fides. 

[The  sixth  Knight  passes. 
Sim.  And  what's  the  sixth  and  last,  which  the 
knight  himself 
With  such  a  graceful  courtesy  deliver'd  ? 

Thai.  He  seems  a  stranger ;  but  his  present  is 
A  withered  branch,  that's  only  green  at  top ; 

(1)  A  kind  of  loose  breeches. 

(2)  t.  e.  Return  them  notice. 

(3)  Emblem  on  a  shield.        (4)  Offer. 
rS)  The  motta 


The  nrK>tto,  In  hae  spe  vtvo. 

Sim.  A  pretty  moral ; 
From  the  dejected  state  wherein  he  is. 
He  hopes  by  you  his  fortunes  yet  may  flourish. 

1  Lord.  He  had  need  noean  better  than  bis  out- 

ward show 
Can  any  way  speak  in  his  just  ccxnmend : 
For,  by  his  rusty  outside,  He  appears 
To  have  practis'd  more  the  whipstock,?  than  the 

lance. 

2  Lord.  He  well  may  be  a  stranger,  for  he  comet 
To  an  honour'd  triumph,  strangely  furnished. 

3  Lord.  And  on  set  purp>ose  let  his  armour  ruft. 
Until  this  day,  to  scour  it  in  the  dust. 

Sim.  Opinion's  but  a  fool,  that  makes  us  scan 
The  outward  habit  by  the  inward  man. 
But  stay,  the  knights  are  coming ;  we'll  withdravt 
Into  the  gallery.  [Exeunt 

[Great  shouts,  and  all  cry.  The  mean  knight ' 

SCEJSTE  III— The  same.  Ahallqf  state.— A 
banquet  prepared.  Enter  Simooides,  Thai«^ 
Lords,  Knights,  and  Attendants. 

Sim.  Knights, 
To  say  you  are  welcome,  were  superfluous. 
To  place  upon  the  volume  of  your  deeds, 
As  m  a  title-page,  your  worth  in  arms. 
Were  more  tnan  you  expect,  or  more  than*8  fit. 
Since  eveiy  worth  in  show  commends  itself. 
Prepare  for  mirth,  for  mirth  becomes  a  feast : 
You  are  my  guests. 

Thai.  But  you,  my  knight  and  guest ; 

To  whom  this  wreath  of  victory  I  give. 
And  crown  you  king  of  this  day's  happineM. 

Per.  'Tis  more  by  fortune,  lady,  than  by  merit 

Sim.  Call  it  by  what  you  will,  the    day  is 
yours; 
And  here,  I  hope,  is  none  that  envies  it 
In  framing  artists,  art  hath  thus  decreed. 
To  make  some  good,  but  others  to  exceed ; 
And  you're  her  labour'd  scholar.     Come,  queen 

o'the  feast 
(For,  daughter,  so  you  are,)  here  take  your  place: 
Marshal  the  rest,  as  they  deserve  their  grace. 

Knights.  We  are  honour'd  much  by  good  Simoo- 
ides. 

Sim.  Your  presence  glads  our  days ;  honour  we 
love. 
For  who  hates  honour,  hates  the  gods  above. 

Marsh.  Sir,  yond's  your  place. 

Per.  Some  other  is  more  fit 

1  Knight.  Contend  not,  sir ;  for  we  are  gentle- 
men. 
That  neither  in  our  hearts,  nor  outward  eyes, 
Envy  the  great,  nor  do  the  low  despise. 

Per.  You  are  right  courteous  knights. 

Sim.  Sit,  sit,  sir ;  tit 

Per.  By  Jove,  I  wonder,  that  is  king  of  thought^ 
These  cates  resist  me,8  she  not  thought  upon. 

Thai.  By  Juno,  that  is  queen 
Of  marriage,  all  the  viands  that  I  eat 
Do  seem  unsavoury,  wishing  him  my  meat ; 
Sure  he's  a  gallant  gentleman. 

Sim.  He's  but 

A  country  gentleman ; 

He  has  done  no  more  than  other  knights  have  done , 
Broken  a  stafl*,  or  so ;  so  let  it  pass. 

Thai.  To  me  he  seems  like  diamond  to  glass. 

Per.  Yon  king's  to  me,  like  to  my  fisither't  pic- 
ture, 

(6)  t.  e.  More  by  sweetness  than  by  force. 

(7)  Handle  of  a  whip. 

(8)  t.  c  These  delicacies  go  ■gainst  my  ttomach. 
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Which  tells  me,  in  that  glonr  once  he  was ; 
Had  princes  sit,  like  stars,  about  his  throne, 
Aud  ne  the  sun,  for  them  to  reverence. 
None  that  beheld  him,  but,  like  lestier  lights, 
Did  vail'  their  crowns  to  his  supremacy ; 
Where  now  his  son*s  a  elow>wonn  in  the  nifi;ht, 
The  which  hath  fire  in  darkness,  none  in  light ; 
Whereby  I  see  that  timers  the  king  of  men. 
For  he's  their  parent,  and  he  is  their  grave. 
And  gives  them  what  he  will,  not  what  they  crave. 

Shn.  What,  are  you  meny,  knights.' 

1  Kmghi.  Who  can  be  other,  in  this  royal  pre- 
sence? 
'   Sim.  Here,  with  a  cup  that's  stor'd  unto  the  brim 
(As  you  do  love,  fill  to  your  mistres^  lips,) 
We  drink  this  health  to  you. 

Knights.  We  thank  your  grace. 

Sim.  Yet  pause  a  while ; 
Yon  knight,  methinks,  doth  sit  too  melancholy. 
As  if  the  entertainment  in  our  court 
Had  not  a  show  might  countervail  his  worth. 
Note  it  not  you,  Thaisa  ? 

Thai.  What  is  it 

To  me,  my  father  f 

Sim.  O,  attend,  my  daughter ; 

Princes,  in  this,  should  live  like  gods  above. 
Who  freely  give  to  eveiy  one  that  comes 
To  honour  mem :  and  princes,  not  doing  so. 
Are  like  to  gnats,  which  make  a  sound,  but  kill'd 
Are  wonderd  at 

Therefore  to  make's  entrance  more  sweet,  here  say, 
W^c  drink  this  standing  bowl  of  wine  to  him. 

Thai.  Alas,  my  fiftther,  it  befits  not  me. 
Unto  a  stranger  knight  to  be  so  bold ; 
He  may  my  proffer  take  for  an  offence. 
Since  men  take  women's  gifts  for  impudence. 

Sim.  How! 
Do  as  I  bid  you,  or  you'll  move  me  else. 

Thai.  Now,  by  the  gods,  he  could  not  please 
me  better.  [Aside. 

Sim.  And  further  tell  him,  we  desiro  to  know, 
•  Of  whence  he  is,  his  name  and  parentage. 

l^hai.  The  kin^  my  father,  sir,  has  drunk  to  you. 

Per,  I  thank  him. 

Thai  Wishing  it  so  much  blood  unto  your  life. 

Per.  I  thank  bDth  him  and  you,  and  pledge  him 
freely. 

T*hai.  And  further  he  desires  to  know  of  you. 
Of  whence  you  are,  your  name  and  parentage. 

Per.  A  gentleman  of  Tyre — (my  name,  Pericles ; 
Mv  education  being  in  arts  and  arms ;) — 
Who,  looking  for  adventures  in  the  world, 
Wa4  by  the  rough  seas  reft  of  ships  and  men. 
And,  after  shipwreck,  driven  upon  this  shore. 

Thai.  He  thanks  your  grace ;  nam^  himself 
Pericles, 
A  gentleman  of  Tyre,  who  only  by 
Misfortune  of  the  seas  has  been  bereft 
Of  ships  and  men,  and  cast  upon  this  shore. 

Sim.  Now  by  the  gods,  I  pity  his  noisfortune. 
And  will  awake  him  from  his  melancholy. 
Come,  gentlemen,  we  sit  too  long  on  trifles. 
And  waste  the  time,  which  looks  for  other  revels. 
Even  in  your  armours,  as  you  are  addre8s'd,2 
Will  very  well  become  a  soldier's  dance. 
I  will  not  have  excuse,  with  Haying,  this 
Loud  music  is  too  harsh  for  laaies'  heads ; 
Since  they  love  men  in  arms,  as  well  as  beds. 

[The  Knights  donee. 
So,  this  was  well  ask'd,  'twas  so  well  perfonn'd. 
Come,  sir ; 


(1)  Lower. 

(2)  Prepared  for  combat 


(3)  Dancet. 


Here  is  a  lady  that  wants  breathing  too : 
And  I  have  oAen  heard,  vou  knig^U  of  Tyre 
Are  excellent  in  making  ladies  trip; 
And  that  their  measured  are  as  excellent 

Per.  in  those  that  practise  them,  they  are,  niy 
lord. 

Sim.  O,  that's  as  much,  as  yon  would  be  deny'd 
[The  Knights  and  Ladies  dants. 
Of  your  fair  courte^T^. — Unclasp,  unclasp ; 
Thanks,  gentlemen,  to  all ;  all  onve  done  well. 
But  you  Uie  best  [To  Pericles.]  Pkges  and  Ugiiti, 

conduct 
These  kni^ts  unto  their  several  lodgings:  Tom, 

sir. 
We  have  given  orders  to  be  next  oar  own. 

Per.  I  am  at  your  grace's  pleasure. 

Sim.  Princes,  it  is  too  late  to  talk  of  kwe. 
For  that's  the  marie  I  know  you  level  at : 
Therefore  each  one  betake  him  to  his  rest ; 
To>morrow,  all  for  speeding  do  their  beat    [Ext. 

SCEJ^^E  /r.— Tyre.  A  room  m  the  Gaoenta^i 
house.    Enter  Helicanus  and  Escanes. 

Hel  No,  no,  my  Escanes ;  know  this  of  me,— 
Antiochus  from  incest  liv'd  not  free; 
For  which,  the  most  high  gods  not  minding  kxiger 
To  withhold  the  vengeance  that  they  bad  in  stOK^ 
Duo  to  this  heinous  capital  office. 
Even  in  the  height  and  pride  of  all  his  gloiy,  ^ 
When  he  was  seated,  and  his  daughter  with  him. 
Ill  a  chariot  of  inestimable  value, 
A  lire  from  heaven  came,  and  shrivelPd  np 
Their  bodies,  even  to  loathing;  for  they  so  stank. 
That  all  those  eyes  ador'd  tbem,^  ere  their  &1I, 
Scorn  now  their  hand  should  give  them  boriaL 

Esca.  'Twas  very  strange. 

Hel.  And  yet  but  just ;  for  thoo^ 

This  king  were  great,  his  greatness  was  no  guard 
To  bar  heaven's  shaft,  but  sin  had  his  rewara. 

Esca.  'Tis  very  true. 

Enter  three  Lords. 

1  lAtrd.  See,  not  a  man  in  private  conference, 
Or  council,  has  respect  with  him  but  he. 

2  Lord.  It  shall  no  longer  grieve  without  reproof 

3  l.,ord  Follow  me  then :  Lord  Heticane,  a  word 
JieL  With  me.'  and  welcome:  Happy  day, nif 

lords. 
1  Lord.  Know  that  our  griefs  are  risen  to  the  top, 
And  now  at  length  they  overflow  their  banks. 
Hel  Your  griefs,  for  what?  wrong  not  the  prince 

you  love. 

1  Lord.  Wrong  not  yourself  then,  noble  Helkaoe; 
But  if  the  prince  do  live,  let  us  salute  him. 

Or  know  what  ground's  made  happy  by  his  breath. 
If  in  the  world  he  live,  we'll  seek  him  out; 
If  in  his  grave  he  rest,  we'll  find  him  there; 
And  be  n^solv'd,*  he  lives  to  govern  us. 
Or  dead,  gives  cause  to  mourn  his  funeral. 
And  leaves  us  to  our  free  election. 

2  I^rd.  Who«e  death's,  indeed,  the  stroogest  is 

our  censure  fi 
And  k-nowing  (tu*  kingdom,  if  without  a  head 
(Like  goodly  buildini^  left  without  a  roof,) 
Will  soon  to  ruin  fall,  your  noble  setf^ 
That  best  know'st  bow  to  rule,  and  bow  torrigOi 
We  thus  submit  unto,— our  so\'ere^. 

All.  Live,  noble  Helicane ! 

Hel.  Try  honour's  cause,  forbear  yoar  mffngn 
If  that  you  love  prince  Pericles,  forbear. 
Take  I  your  wish,  I  leap  into  the  seas. 


(4)  Which  adored  them. 
(6)  Judgment,  opinion. 


(5)Satiified 
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Wbere'a  hourly  trouble  for  a  minute's  ease. 
A  twelvemonth  long^er,  let  me  then  entreat  yoa 
To  forbear  choice  i'the  absence  of  jour  king ; 
If  in  which  time  expir'd,  he  not  return, 
I  shall  with  aged  patience  bear  your  yoke. 
But  if  I  cannot  wui  you  to  this  love ; 
Go  search  like  noblemen,  like  noble  subjects, 
And  in  your  search  spend  ^our  adventurous  worth 
Whom  if  you  find,  and  wm  unto  return, 
You  shall  like  diamonds  sit  about  his  crown. 

1  Lord.  To  wisdom  he's  a  fool  that  will  not  yield ; 
And,  since  lord  Helicane  enjoineth  us, 
We  with  our  travels  will  endeavour  it 

HeL  Then  vou  love  us,  we  you,  and  we'll  clasp 
hands; 
When  peers  thus  knit,  a  kingdom  ever  stands. 

[Exeunt. 

SCE^E  F".— Pentapolis.  A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Simonides,  reading  a  Utter,  the  Knights 
meet  him, 

1  Knight.  Good  morrow  to  the  good  Simonides. 
Sim.  Knights,  from  my  daughter  this  I  let  you 

know, 
That  for  this  twelvemonth,  she'll  not  undertake 
A  married  life. 

Her  reason  to  herself  is  only  known. 
Which  from  herself  by  no  means  can  I  get 

2  Knight.  May  we  not  get  access  to  her,  my  lord? 
Sim.  'Faith,  by  no  means ;  she  hath  so  strictly 

tied  her 
To  her  chamber,  that  it  is  impossible. 
One  twelve  nooons  more  she'll  wear  Diana's  livery ; 
This  by  the  eye  of  Cynthia  hath  she  vow'd. 
And  on  her  virgin  honour  will  not  break  it 

3  Kiiight.  Though  loath  to  bid  farewell,  we  take 

our  leaves.  [Exeunt. 

Sim.  So 
They're  well  despatch'd ;  now  to  my  daughter's 

letter : 
She  tells  me  here,  she'll  wed  the  stranger  knight. 
Or  never  more  to  view  nor  day  nor  light. 
Miifitress,  'tis  well,  your  choice  agrees  with  mine; 
I  like  that  well :— nay,  how  absolute  she's  in't. 
Not  minding  whether  I  dislike  or  no ! 
Well,  I  commend  her  choice ; 
And  will  no  longer  have  it  be  delay'd. 
Soft,  here  he  comes : — I  must  dissemble  it 

Enter  Pericles. 

Per.  All  fortune  to  the  good  Simonides ! 

Sim.  To  you  as  much,  sir !  I  am  beholden  to  you, 
For  your  sweet  music  this  last  night :  my  ears, 
I  do  protest,  were  never  better  fed 
With  such  delightful  pleasing  harmony. 

Per.  It  is  your  grace's  pleasure  to  commend; 
Not  my  desert 

Sim,  Sir,  you  arc  music's  master. 

Per.  The  worst  of  all  her  scholars,  my  good  lord. 

Sim.  Let  me  ask  one  thing   What  do  you  think, 
sir,  of 
Mr  daughter  f 

Per.  As  of  a  most  virtuous  princess. 

Sim.  And  she  is  fair  too,  is  she  not  ? 

Per.  As  a  fair  day  in  summer;  wond'rous  fair. 

:sim.  Mv  daughter,  sir,  thinks  very  well  of  you ; 
Ay,  so  well,  sir,  that  you  must'be  her  master. 
And  rfie'll  your  scholar  be ;  therefore,  look  to  it 

Per.  Unworthy  I  to  be  her  schoolmaster. 

Sim.  She  thinks  not  so ;  peruse  this  writing  eke. 

Per.  What's  here! 
A  letter,  that  she  loves  the  knight  of  Tyre  f 

(1)  Quenched. 
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[Aside, 


'Tis  the  king's  subtilty,  to  have  my  life. 

O,  seek  not  to  intrap,  my  gracious  lord, 

A  stranger  and  distressed  gentleman. 

That  never  aim'd  so  high,  to  love  your  daughter. 

But  bent  all  ofiices  to  honour  her. 

Sim,  Thou  hast  bewitch*d  my  daughter,  and  thoa 
art 
A  villain. 

Per.        By  the  gods,  I  have  not,  sir. 
Never  did  thought  of  mine  levy  offence ; 
Nor  never  did  m^  actions  yet  commence 
A  deed  might  gam  her  love,  or  your  displeasure. 

Sim.  Traitor,  thou  Uest 

Per,  Traitor ! 

Sim,  Ay,  traitor,  sir. 

Per.  Even  m  his  throat  (unless  it  be  the  king,) 
That  calls  me  traitor,  I  return  the  lie. 

Sim.  Now,  by  the  gods,  I  do  applaud  his  cou- 
rage. [Aside, 

Per.  My  actions  are  as  noble  as  my  thoughts. 
That  never  relish'd  of  a  base  descent 
I  came  unto  your  court,  for  honour's  cause, 
And  not  to  be  a  rebel  to  her  state ; 
And  he  that  otherwise  accounts  <^  me. 
This  sMTord  shall  prove  he's  honour's  enemy. 

Sim.  No!— 
Here  comes  my  daughter,  she  can  witness  it 

Enter  Thaisa. 

Per.  Then,  as  you  are  as  virtuous  as  fair, 
Resolve  your  angiy  father,  if  my  tongue 
Did  e'er  solicit,  or  my  hand  sulMcribe 
To  any  syllable  that  made  love  to  you  f 

Thai.  Why,  sir,  say  if  you  had. 
Who  takes  offence  at  that  would  make  me  glad  ? 

iStm.  Yea,  mistress,  are  vou  so  peremptory  ? — 
I  am  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart  [Aside^  I'll  tame 

you; 
I'll  bring  you  in  subjection. — 
Will  you,  not  having  my  consent,  bestow 
Your  love  and  your  affections  on  a  stranger.^ 
(Who,  for  aught  I  know  to  the  contranr. 
Or  think,  may  be  as  great  in  blood  as  H     [Aside, 
Hear,  therefore,  mistress;  frame  your  will  to  mine,— 
And  you,  sir,  hear  you.— Either  be  rul'd  by  me, 
Or  I  will  make  you — man  and  wife. — 
Nay,  come ;  your  hands  and  lips  must  seal  it  toa — 
And  being  Join'd,  I'll  thusvour  hopes  destroy ; — 
And  for  a  further  grief,— God  give  you  joy  ! 
What,  are  you  both  pleas'd .' 

T^t.  Yes,  if  vou  lore  nue,  sir. 

Per.  Even  as  my  life,  my  blooa  that  fosters  it 

Sim.  What,  are  you  both  agreed  ? 

Both.  Yes,  'please  your  majesty. 

>tm.  It  pleaseth  me  so  well,  I'll  see  you  wed ; 
Tnen,  with  what  haste  you  can,  get  you  to  bed. 

[ElxeufU, 


ACT  Iff. 

£nter  Gower. 

Oow.  Now  sleep  yslakedi  hath  the  rout ; 
No  din  but  snores,  the  house  about. 
Made  louder  by  the  o'er-fed  breast 
Of  this  most  pompous  marriage-feast 
The  cat,  with  eyne  of  burning  coal. 
Now  couches  'fore  the  mouse's  hole ; 
And  crickets  sing  at  th'  oven's  mouth, 
As  the  blither  for  their  drouth. 
Hymen  hath  brought  the  bride  to  bed, 
Where,  by  the  loss  of  maidenhead, 
A  babe  is  nooulded ;— Be  attent. 
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And  time  that  is  so  briefly  spent, 
With  your  fine  fancies  aua4ntly  eche ;' 
Whales  dumb  in  show.  Til  plain  with  speech. 

Dumb  show. 

Enter  Pericles  and  Simonides  at  one  door,  vfith 
Attendants ;  a  Messenger  meets  him,  kneels^and 
givej  Pericles  a  letter.  Pericles  shows  it  to  Siinon- 
ides;  the  Lords  kneel  to  the  former.  Then  enter 
Thaisa  toith  child,  and  Lychorida.  Simonidej« 
shows  his  daughter  the  Utter ;  she  rejoices:  she 
and  Pericles  take  leave  qf  her  father,  and  de- 
part.    Then  Simonides,  ^c.  retire. 


Ad  lit 


Having  caird  them  from  the  deep!  O  fini  thy 

deafning, 
Thv  dreadful  thunders ;  gently  quench  thy  nunbk. 
Sulphureous  flashes  I— O  how,  Lychonda, 
How  does  my  queen  ?— Thoo  storm,  tbou !  Teoan- 

ous'ly'O 
Wilt  thou  spit  all  thyself  ?— The  seaman's  wbistfe 
h  as  a  whisper  in  the  ears  of  death, 
Unheard.— Lychorida  !— Lucina,"  O 
Divinest  patroness,  and  midwife,  gentle 
To  those  that  cry  by  night,  convey  thv  deity 
Aboard  our  dancing  boat;  make  swift  the  puigi 
Of  my  queen^s  travails  1— Now,  Lychorida 


Gow.  By  many  a  deam^  and  painful  perch,> 
Of  Pericles  the  careful  search. 
By  the  four  opposing  coignes,^ 
Which  the  world  together  joins, 
Is  made,  with  all  due  diligence. 
That  horse,  and  sail,  and  high  expense. 
Can  stead  the  quest'.     At  last  from  Tyre 
(Fame  answering  the  most  strong  inquire,) 
To  the  court  of  king  Simonides 
Arc  letters  brought ;  the  tenor  these  : 
Antiochus  and  his  daughter's  dead; 
The  men  of  Tyrus,  on  the  head 
Of  Helicanus  would  set  on 
The  crown  of  Tyre,  but  he  will  none : 
The  mutiny  there  he  hastes  t'appease  : 
Says  to  them,  if  king  Pericles 
Come  not,  in  twice  six  nwons,  home, 
He  obedient  to  their  doom. 
Will  take  the  crown.     The  sum  of  this, 
Brought  hither  to  Pentapolis, 
Y-ravished  the  regions  round. 
And  eveiy  one  with  claps  'ga°  wuno* 
Our  heir  apparent  is  a  king :  ... 

fVho  dream' d,  u)ho  thought  qf  such  a  thtng! 
Brief,  he  must  hence  depart  to  Tyre : 
His  queen,  with  child,  makes  her  desire 
(Which  who  shall  cross?)  along  to  go; 
(Omit  we  all  their  dole  and  wo;) 
Lychorida,  her  nurse,  she  takes. 
And  so  to  sea.     Their  vessel  shakes 
On  Neptune's  b  How ;  half  the  flood 
Hath  their  keel  cut ;  but  fortune's  naood* 
Varies  again ;  the  grizzled  north 
Disgorges  such  a  tempest  forth, 
That,  as  a  duck  for  life  that  dives. 
So  up  and  down  the  poor  ship  drives. 
The  lady  shrieks,  and,  well-a-near  !7 
Doth  fall  in  travail  with  her  fear : 
And  what  ensues  iu  this  fell  storm, 
Shall,  for  itself,  itself  perform. 
I  nill8  f«late ;  action  may 
Conveniently  the  rest  convey : 
Which  might  not  what  by  me  is  told. 
In  your  imagination  hold 
This  stage,  the  ship,  upon  whose  deck 
The  sea-tost  prince  appears  to  speak.        [Exit. 

SCEJ^E  /.--Enter  Pericles,  on  a  ship  at  sea. 

Per.  Thou  God  of  this  great  vast,^  rebuke  these 

surges, 
W  hich  wash  both  heaven  and  hell ;  and  thou,  that 

hast 
Up>xi  the  winds  command,  bind  them  in  brass, 

(1)  Eke  out.       (2)  Lonely.         (3)  A  measure. 
(4)  Comers.  (5)  Help,  or  assist  the  search. 

(6)  Disposition. 

(7)  An  exclamation  equivalent  to  well-a-day. 

(8)  I  shall  not         (9)  This  wide  expanse. 
(10)  Maliciously. 


Enter  Lychorida,  with' an  infant 

Lye.  Here  is  a  thing  .,  .  «    . 

Too  young  for  such  a  place,  who  if  it  had 
Conceil'2  would  die  as  I  am  like  to  do. 
Take  in  your  arms  this  piece  of  your  dead 
Per.  fiow  !  how,  Lychorida ! 
Lye.  Patience,  good'  sir ;  do  not  assist  the  stocnt 
Here's  all  that  is  left  living  of  your  queen,— 
A  little  daughter ;  for  the  sake  of  it. 
Be  manly,  and  take  comfort 

Per.  O  you  gods ! 

Why  do  you  make  us  love  your  goodly  gifts, 
And  snatch  them  straight  away  ?  We,  here  befcw, 
Kecall  not  what  we  give,  and  therein  may 
Vie  hcMiour"  with  yourselves. 

Lye.  Patience,  good  w. 

Even  for  this  charge.  .      .     ,.^i 

Pfr.  Now,  mild  may  be  thy  Mb  : 

F()c  a  more  blust'rous  birth  had  never  babe : 
Quiet  and  gentle  thy  conditions ! 
For  thou'rt  the  rudeliest  welcom'd  to  this  world. 
That  e'er  was  prince's  child.    Happy  what  follows 
Thou  hast  as  chiding*^  a  nativity. 
As  fire,  air,  water,  earth,  and  heaven  can  make. 
To  herald  thee  from  the  womb  :  even  at  the  fint, 
Thv  loss  is  more  than  can  thy  portage  quit,»* 
Wi'th  all  thou  canst  find  here.— Now  the  good  godi 
Throw  their  best  eyes  upon  it ! 

Enter  two  Sailors. 


1  Sai7.  What  courage,  sir.^  God  savevoa. 

Per.  Courage  enough  :  I  do  not  fear  the  flaw  ;* 
It  hath  done  to  me  the  worst.     Yet,  for  the  tore 
Of  this  poor  infant,  this  fresh-new  sea-farer, 
1  would,  it  would  be  quiet 

1  Sail.  Slack  the  bolins"  there ;  thou  wilt  no*, 
wilt  thou  .'  Blow,  and  split  thyself. 

2  Sail.  But  sea-room,  an  the  brine  and  cloody 
billow  kiss  the  moon,  I  care  not 

1  Sail.  Sir,  your  queen  must  overboard;  the  sea 
works  high,  the  wind  is  loud,  and  will  not  lie,  till 
iho  ship  be  cleared  of  the  dead. 

Per.  That's  your  superstition. 

1  Sail.  Pardon  us,  sir ;  with  us  at  sea  it  still  hati 
been  observed;  and  we  are  strong  in  eamc^ 
Therefore  briefly  yield  her ;  for  she  must  overboare 
sti-aight. 

Per.  Be  it  as  you  think  nK>et— Most  wrelcnea 
queen ! 

Lye.  Here  she  lies,  sir. 

Per.  A  terrible  child-bed  hast  thou  bad,  my  dear 
No  light,  no  fire  :  the  unfriendly  elements 
For«^ot  thee  utterly ;  nor  have  I  time 
To  give  thee  hallow'd  to  thy  grave,  but  straight 

fll)  The  goddess  of  child-bearinr. 

(12)  Thought     (13)  Contend  with  you  in  hoowr 

(14)  As  noisy  a  one. 

'15)  Than  thy  entrance  into  life  can  reqjuife. 

(IG)  Blast  (17)  Bowlines,  ropes  of  the  sails 
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Must  cast  thee,  scarcely  coffin'd,  in  (he  ooie; 

Where,  for  a  monument  upon  thv  bones, 

And  aye-remaining>  lamps,  the  belching  whale, 

And  humming  water  must  overwhelm  thy  corpse, 

Lyin^  with  simple  shells.     Lychorida, 

Bid  Nestor  bring  me  spices,  ink,  and  paper; 

My  casket,  and  my  jewels ;  and  bid  Nicander 

Bring  me  the  satin  coffer :  lay  the  babe 

Upon  the  pillow ;  hie  thee,  whiles  I  say 

A  priestly  farewell  to  her ;  suddenU',  woman. 

[Exit  Lychorida. 

2  Sail.  Sir,  we  have  a  chest  beneath  the  hatches, 
caulkM  and  bitumM  read^. 

Per.  I  thank  thee.    Mariner,  say,  what  coast  is 
this.' 

2Sai7.  We  are  near  Tharsus. 

Per.  Thither,  gentle  mariner, 
A 1  ter  th^  course  for  Tyre.  When  canst  thou  reach  i  t .' 

2  Sail.  By  break  of  day,  if  the  wind  cease. 

Per.  O  make  for  Tharsus. 
There  will  I  visit  Cleon,  for  the  babe 
Cannot  hold  out  to  Tyrus ;  there  I'll  leave  it 
At  careful  nursing.     Go  thv  ways,  good  mariner ; 
ril  bring  the  boc^^  presently.  [Exeunt. 

SCKXE  //.— Ephesus.  A  room  in  CerimonS 
Aotue.  Enter  Cerimon,  a  Servant,  and  some 
Persons  who  have  been  shipwrecked, 

Cer.  Philemon,  ho ! 

Enter  Philemco. 

Pha.  Doth  my  ford  call } 
Cer.  Get  fire  and  meat  for  these  poor  men  ; 
It  has  been  a  turbulent  and  stormy  night. 
Serv.  I  have  been  in  many  ;  but  such  a  night  as 
this. 
Till  now  I  ne'er  endur'd. 

Cer.  Your  master  will  be  dead  ere  you  return  ; 

There's  nothing  can  be  minister'd  to  nature, 

That  can  recover  him.    Give  this  to  the  'pothecar}'. 

And  tell  me  how  it  works.  [To  Philemon. 

[Exeunt  Philennon,  Servant,  and  those  who 

had  been  shipwrecked. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent.  Good-morrow,  sir. 

2  Gent.  Good-morrow  to  your  lordship. 

Cer.  Gentlemen, 

Whv  do  you  stir  so  early .' 

I'Gent.  Sir, 
Our  lodgings,  standing  bleak  upon  the  sea, 
Shook,  as  £e  earth  did  quake ; 
The  very  principals^  did  seem  to  rend, 
And  all  to  topple;'  pure  surprise  and  fear 
Made  me  to  ouit  the  house. 

2  Gent.   That  is  the  cause  we  trouble  you  so 
early; 
'Tis  not  our  husbandry .< 

Cer.  O,  vou  say  well. 

1  GenL  But  I  much  marvel  that  your  lordship, 
having 
Rich  tire^  about  vou,  should  at  these  early  hours 
Shake  off*  the  golden  slumber  of  repose. 
It  is  most  strange, 

Nature  should  be  so  conversant  with  pain. 
Being  thereto  not  compell'd. 

Cer,  I  held  it  ever. 

Virtue  and  cunning^  were  endowments  greater 
Than  nobleness  and  riches  :  careless  heirs 
May  the  two  latter  darken  and  expend ; 

(1)  Ever-burning. 

(2)  The  principals  are  the  strongest  rafters  in 
the  roof  of  a  building. 


But  immortality  attends  the  former. 
Making  a  man  a  god.     'Tis  known,  I  ever 
Have  studied  physic,  through  which  secret  art, 
Bv  turning  o'er  authorities,  I  have 
(Together  with  my  practice,)  made  familiar 
To  me  and  to  my  aid,  the  blest  infusions 
That  dwell  in  vegetives,  in  metals,  stones; 
And  I  can  speak  of  the  disturbances 
That  Nature  works,  and  of  her  cures;  which  giv« 

me 
A  more  content  in  course  of  true  delight 
TTian  to  be  thirsty  after  tottering  honour, 
Or  tie  my  treasure  up  in  silken  bags, 
To  please  the  fool  and  death. 
2  Gent.  Your  honour  has  through  Ephesus  pour'd 

forth 
Your  charity,  and  hundreds  call  themselves 
Your  creatures,  who  bv  you  have  been  restored : 
And  not  your  knowleclge,  personal  pain,  but  even 
Your  purse,  still  open,  hath  built  lord  CeriniOQ 
Such  strong  renown  as  time  shall  never 

Enter  two  Servants  with  a  chest, 

Serv.  So ;  lift  there. 

Cer.  What  is  that  .> 

Serv.  Sir,  even  dow 

Did  the  sea  toss  upon  our  shore  this  chest ; 
'Tis  of  some  wreck. 

Cer.  Set 't  down,  let's  look  od  it 

2  Gent.  'Tis  like  a  coffin,  sir. 

Cer.  WTiate'er  it  be, 

'Tis  wondrous  heavy.     Wrench  it  open  straight ; 
If  the  sea's  stomach  be  o'ercharg'd  with  gold. 
It  is  a  good  constraint  of  fortune,  that 
It  belches  upon  us. 

2  Gent.  'Tis  so,  my  lord. 

Cer.  How  close  'tis  caulk'd  and  bitum'd ! — 
Did  the  sea  cast  it  up  ? 

Serv.  I  never  saw  so  huge  a  billow,  sir, 
As  toss'd  it  upKXi  shore. 

Cer.  Come,  wrench  it  open ; 

Soft,  soft ! — it  smells  most  sweetly  in  my  sense. 

2  Gent.  A  delicate  odour. 

Cer.  As  ever  hit  my  nostril ;  so, — up  with  it 
O  you  most  potent  god !  what's  here  ?  a  corse ! 

1  Gent.  Most  strange ! 

Cer.  Shrouded  in  cloth  of  state;  balm'dandeo- 
treasur'd 
With  bags  of  spices  full !  A  passport  too ! 
Apollo,  perfect  me  i'the  characters ! 

[Unfolds  a  scroti 

Here  T  give  to  tmderstandj  [Reads. 

(If  e'er  this  coffin  drive  a-land^) 

/,  king  Pericles^  have  lost 

This  queen^  worth  all  our  man/dan^  cost 

Who  finds  her^  give  her  burying. 

She  toas  the  daughter  of  a  ktng : 

Besides  this  treasure  fiar  a  fee. 

The  gods  requite  his  charity! 

If  thou  liv'st,  Pericles,  thou  hast  a  heart 

That  even  cracks  for  wo ! — This  chanc'd  to*nigfat 

2  Gent.  Most  likely,  sir. 

Cer.  Nay,  certainly  to-night; 

For  look,  how  fresh  she  looks ! — They  were  too 

rough. 
That  threw  her  in  the  sea.    Make  fire  within ; 
Fetch  hither  all  the  boxes  in  my  closet 
Death  may  usurp  on  nature  many  hours, 
And  yet  the  fire  of  life  kindle  again 

(3)  Tumble. 

(4)  t.  e.  Economical  prudence,  early  risuig. 

(5)  Attire.      (6)  Knowledge.      (7)  Woridly. 
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The  overpressed  spirits.    I  have  heard 
Of  an  Egyptian,  had  nine  hours  Hen  dead, 
By  good  appliance  was  recovered. 

Enter  a  Servant,  xoith  boxes,  napkins^  andjire. 

Well  said,  well  said;  the  fire  and  the  cloths. — 
The  rough  and  woful  music  that  we  have, 
Cause  it  to  sound,  ^beseech  you. 
The  vial    once  more;— How  thou  stirr'st,  thou 

block  !— 
The  music  there. — I  pray  you,  give  her  air : — 
(ientlemen. 

This  queen  will  live  :  nature  awakes ;  a  warmth 
Breathes  out  of  her ;  she  hath  not  been  entiencM 
Above  five  hours.    See,  bow  she  'gins  to  blow 
Into  life's  flower  again  ! 

1  Gent  The  heavens,  sir. 
Through  you,  increase  our  wonder,  and  set  up 
Your  tame  for  ever. 

Ctr.  She  is  alive ;  behold, 

Her  eyelids,  cases  to  those  heavenly  jewels 
Which  Pericles  hath  lo«t, 
B^n  to  part  their  fringes  of  bright  gold ; 
The  diamonds  of  a  must  praised  water 
Appear,  to  make  the  world  twice  rich.     O  live. 
And  make  us  weep  to  hear  your  fate,  fair  creature, 
Rare  as  you  seem  to  be  !  [Sfie  moves. 

Thau  O  dear  Diana, 

Where  am  I  ?  Where's  my  lord  ?  What  world  is  this? 

2  Gent.  Is  not  this  strange  f 

•      1  Gent  Most  rare. 

Cer.  Hush,  gentle  neighbours ; 

Lend  me  your  hands :  to  the  next  chamber  bear  her. 
(let  linen ;  now  this  matter  must  be  look'd  to. 
For  her  relapse  is  mortal.    Come,  come,  come ; 
And  ^sculapius  guide  us ! 

[Exeunt,  carrying  Thaisa  away. 

yCEATE  ///.— Tharsus.  A  room  in  Cleon's 
house.  Enter  Pericles,  Cleon,  Dionyza,  Lycho- 
rida,  and  Marina. 

Per.  Mosthonour'd  Cleon,  I  must  needs  be  gone ; 
My  twelve  months  are  expir'd,  and  Tyrus  stands 
In  a  litigious  peace.     You,  and  vour  lady, 
Take  from  my  heart  all  thankfulness !  The  gods 
Make  up  the  rest  upon  you ! 

Cle.  lour  shafts  of  fortune,  though  they  hurt 
you  mortally. 
Yet  glance  full  wand'ringly  on  ns. 

Dton.  O  vour  sweet  queen  ! 

That  the  strict  fates  had  pleas'd  you  had  brought 

her  hither, 
To  have  bless'd  mine  eyes  ! 

Per.  We  cannot  but  obey 

The  powers  above  us.     Could  I  rage  and  roar 
As  doth  the  sea  she  lies  in,  vet  the  end 
Must  be  as  'tis.     My  babe  Marina  (whom, 
For  she  was  bom  at  sea,  I  have  nara'd  so,)  here 
I  charge  your  charity  withal,  and  leave  her 
The  infant  of  your  care  ;  beseeching  you 
To  give  her  princely  training,  that  she  may  be 
Manner'd  as  she  is  bom. 

Cle.  Fear  not,  my  lord : 

Your  grace,'  that  fed  my  country  with  your  com 
(For  which  the  people's  prayers  still  fall  upon  yon,) 
Must  in  your  child  be  thought  on.     If  ne^^iection 
Should  therein  make  me  vile,  the  common  body ,2 
By  you  reliev'd,  would  force  me  to  my  duty : 
But  if  to  that  my  nature  need  a  spur, 
The  gods  revenge  it  upon  me  ana  mine. 
To  the  end  of  generation  I 

(1)  Favour.         (2)  The  commwi  people. 
C3)  Appear  wilful,  perverse  by  such  conduct 


Per.  I  believe  yoa; 

Your  honour  and  yourgoodoefls  teach  me  credit. 
Without  your  vows.   Till  she  be  married,  madaia 
By  bright  Diana,  whom  we  honour  all, 
Unscissar'd  shall  this  hair  of  mine  remain, 
Though  I  show  wilP  in't.     So  I  take  my  leave 
Good  madam,  make  me  blessed  in  your  care 
In  bringing  up  my  child. 

Dion.  I  have  one  myself. 

Who  shall  not  be  more  dear  to  my  respect. 
Than  yours,  my  lord. 

Per.  Madam,  my  thanks  and  prayert 

Cle.  We'll  bring  your  grace  even  to  the  edge 
o'the  shore ; 
Then  give  you  up  to  the  roask'd  Neptune,^  and 
The  gentlest  winds  of  heaven. 

Per.  I  will  embrace 

Your  offer.    Come,  dear'st  madam. — O,  no  tean, 
Lychorida,  no  tears : 

Look  to  your  little  mistress,  on  whose  grace 
You  may  depend  hereafter. — Come,  my  lord. 

[ExtwU. 

SCEJ^E  /F".— Ephesus.    A  roam  in  Cerinioo's 
house.     Enter  Cerimon  and  Thaisa. 

Cer.  Madam,  this  letter,  and  some  certain  jewda, 
Lay  with  you  in  your  coffer :  which  are  now 
At  your  command.     Know  you  the  character? 

Thai.  It  is  my  lord's. 
That  I  was  shipp'd  at  sea,  I  well  remember, 
Kven  on  my  yearning*  time ;  but  whether  there 
Delivered  or  no,  by  the  holy  gods, 
1  cannot  rightly  say  :  But  since  king  Pericles, 
My  weddecl  lord,  I  ne'er  shall  see  again, 
A  vestal  liveiy  will  I  take  me  to, 
And  never  more  have  joy. 

Cer.  Madam,  if  this  you  purpose  as  you  speak, 
Diana's  temple  is  not  distant  far, 
Where  you  may  'bide  until  your  date  expire. 
Moreover,  if  you  please,  a  niece  of  mine 
Shall  there  attend  you. 

IViai.  My  recompense  is  thanks,  that's  all ; 
Yet  my  good  will  is  great,  though  the  gift  small. 

[Exeunt 


ACT  IV. 

Enter  Gower. 

Gow.  Imagine  Pericles  at  Tyre, 
W'elcom'd  to  his  own  desire. 
His  woful  queen  leave  at  Epbess, 
To  Dian  there  a  votaress. 
Now  to  Marina  bend  your  mind. 
Whom  our  fast  Growing  scene  must  find 
At  Tharsus,  ana  by  Cleon  train'd 
In  music,  letters  ;  who  hath  gain'd 
Of  education  all  the  grace. 
Which  makes  her  both  the  heart  and  place 
Of  general  wonder.     But  alack  I 
That  monster  envy,  oft  the  wrack 
Of  earned  praise,  Marina's  life 
Seeks  to  take  off  by  treason's  knife. 
And  in  this  kind  hath  our  Cleon 
One  daughter,  and  a  wench  full  grown. 
Even  ripe  for  marriage  fight ;  this  maid 
Hight^  Philoten :  ana  it  is  said 
For  certain  in  our  story,  she 
Would  ever  with  Marina  be  : 
Be't  when  she  weav'd  the  sleided?  silk 

(4)  Insidious  waves  (hat  wear  a  treacherous  sraSa 

(5)  Groaning.      (6)  Called.     (7)  Untwisted. 
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AVith  fingers  long,  small,  white  as  milk ; 

Or  when  she  would  with  sharp  neeld'  wound 

The  cambric,  which  she  made  more  sound 

By  hurting  it ;  or  when  to  the  lute 

She  sun"^,  and  made  the  night-bird  mute, 

That  still  records^  with  moan  ;  or  when 

She  would  with  rich  and  constant  pen 

Vail  to  her  mistress  Dian ;  still 

This  Philoten  contends  in  skill 

With  absolute^  Marina  :  so 

With  the  dove  of  Paphos  might  the  crow 

Vie  feathers  white.     Marina  gets 

All  praises,  which  are  paid  as  debts, 

And  not  as  given.     This  so  darks 

In  Philoten  all  graceful  marks. 

That  Cleon's  wife,  with  envy  rare, 

A  present  murderer  does  prepare 

For  good  Marina,  that  her  daughter 

Might  stand  peerless  by  this  slaughter. 

The  sooner  her  vile  thoughts  to  stead  *, 

Lychorida,  our  nurse,  is  dead ; 

And  cursed  Dionyza  hath 

The  pregnant^  instrument  of  wrath 

Prest*  for  this  blow.     The  unborn  event 

1  do  commend  to  your  content : 

Only  I  carry  winged  time 

Post  on  the  lame  feet  of  my  rhyme  ; 

Which  never  could  I  so  convey, 

Unless  your  thoughts  went  on  my  way. — 

Dionyza  does  appear, 

With  Leonine,  a  murderer.  [Exit. 

SCEJVE  /.— Tharsus.     An  open  place  near  the 
sea-shore.    Enter  Dionyza  and  Leonine. 

Dion.  Thy  oath  remember ;  thou  hast  sworn  to 
do  it : 
Tis  but  a  blow,  which  never  shall  be  known. 
Thou  canst  not  do  a  thing  i'the  world  so  soon, 
To  yield  thee  so  much  profit.  Let  not  conscience, 
W^hich  is  but  cold,  inflame  love  in  thy  bosom, 
Inflame  too  nicely  ;  nor  let  pity,  which 
Even  women  have  cast  off,  melt  thee,  but  be 
A  soldier  to  thy  purpose. 

L0eon.  I'll  do*t ;  but  yet  she  is  a  goodly  creature. 

Dion.  The  fitter  then  the  gods  snoula  have  her. 
Here 
Weeping  she  comes  for  her  old  nurse's  death. 
Thou  art  resolv'd  ? 

Ijcon,  I  ara  resolvM. 

Enter  Marina,  with  a  basket  of  flowers. 

Mar.  No,  no,  I  will  rob  Tellus^  of  her  weed. 
To  strew  thy  green  with  flowers :  the  yellows,  blues. 
The  purple  violets,  and  marigolds. 
Shall,  as  a  chaplet,  hang  upon  thy  grave. 
While  summer  days  do  last     Ah  me !  poor  maid, 
Born  in  a  tempest,  when  my  mother  died, 
This  world  to  me  is  like  a  lasting  storm. 
Whirring  me  from  my  friends. 

Dion.  How  now,  Marina !  why  do  yoa  keep 
alone  .^ 
How  chance  mv  daughter  is  not  with  you  ^  Do  not 
Consume  Vour  blood  with  sorrowing  :  you  have 
A  nurse  of  me.  Lord  !  how  your  favour's^  chaug'd 
With  this  unprofitable  wo  !  Come,  come ; 
Give  me  your  wreath  of  flowers.  Ere  the  sea  mar  it. 
Walk  forth  with  Leonine  -^  the  air  is  quick  there. 
Piercing,  and  sharpens  well  the  stomach.  Come ; — 
Leoniue,  take  her  by  the  arm,  walk  with  her. 

(!)  Needle.        (2)  Sings. 

(3)  Accomplished,  perfect         (4)  Prepared. 

(5)  Ready. 

(6)  The  earth.        (7)  Countenance,  look. 


Mar.  No,  I  pray  you  ; 
ril  not  bereave  you  of  your  servant 

Dion.  Come,  come . 

1  love  the  king  your  father,  and  yourself. 
With  more  than  foreign  heart.     We  every  day 
Expect  him  here  :  when  he  shall  come,  and  find 
Our  paragon  to  all  reports,  thus  blasted. 
He  will  repent  the  breadth  of  his  great  voyage ; 
Blame  botn  my  lord  and  me,  that  we  have  ta'en 
No  care  to  your  best  courses.    Go,  I  pray  you, 
Walk,  and  be  cheerful  once  again  ;  reserve 
That  excellent  complexion,  which  did  steal 
The  eyes  of  young  and  old.    Care  not  for  me ; 
I  can  go  home  alone. 

Mar.  Well,  I  will  go; 

But  yet  I  have  no  desire  to  it. 

Dion.  Come,  come,  I  know  *tis  good  for  you. 
Walk  half  an  hour.  Leonine,  at  the  least ; 
Remember  what  I  have  said. 

L^n.  I  warrant  you,  madam. 

Dion.  Pll  leave  vou,  my  sweet  lady,  for  a  while; 
Pray  you  walk  softly,  do  not  heat  your  blood  : 
What !  I  must  have  a  care  of  you. 

Mar.  Thanks,  sweet  madam. — 

\Exit  Dionyza 
Is  this  wind  westerly  that  blows  } 

Leon.  South-west. 

Mar.  When  I  was  bom,  the  wind  was  north. 

Leon,  Was't  so? 

Mar.  My  father,  as  nurse  said,  did  never  fear, 
But  cry*d,  eood  seamen .'  to  the  sailors,  galling 
His  kingly  hands  with  hauling  of  the  ropes ; 
And,  claspino^  to  the  mast,  endur'd  a  sea 
That  ahnost  burst  the  deck,  and  from  the  ladder- 
tackle 
Wash'd  off  a  canvas-climber  :9  Ha  !  says  one, 
Wilt  out  ?  and,  with  a  dropping  industry. 
They  skip  from  stem  to  stem  :  the  boatswain  whis- 
tles. 
The  master  calls,  and  trebles  their  coufusi(»L 

Leon.  And  when  was  this .' 

Mar.  It  was  when  I  was  bom : 

Never  was  waves  nor  wind  more  violent. 

Leon.  Come,  say  your  prayers  speedily. 

Mar.  What  mean  you  \ 

Leon.  If  you  require  a  little  space  for  prayer, 
I  gp^nt  it :  Pray  ;  but  be  not  teaious. 
For  the  gods  are  quick  of  ear,  and  I  am  sworn 
To  do  my  work  with  haste. 

Mar.  Why,  will  you  kill  me? 

Leon.  To  satisfy  my  lady. 

Mar.  Why  would  she  have  me  kill'd  ? 
Now,  as  I  can  remember,  by  my  troth, 
I  never  did  her  hurt  in  all  my  life  *, 
I  never  spake  bad  word,  nor  did  ill  tum 
To  any  living  creature  :  believe  me,  la, 
I  never  killM  a  mouse,  nor  hurt  a  fly  : 
I  trod  upon  a  worm  against  my  wilt. 
But  I  wept  for  it.     How  have  I  offended, 
Wherem  my  death  might  yield  her  profit,  or 
My  life  imply  her  danger? 

Leon.  My  commissicn 

Is  not  to  reas«n  of  the  deed,  but  do  it. 

Mar.  Vou  will  not  do*t  for  all  the  world,  I  hope 
You  are  well-fa vour'd,  and  your  looks  foreshow 
You  have  a  gentle  heart.     I  saw  you  lately, 
When  you  caught  hurt  in  parting  two  that  fought 
Good  sooth,  it  showed  well  in  you ;  do  so  now : 
Your  lady  seeks  my  life ;  come  you  between, 
And  save  poor  me,  the  weaker. 

(8)  t.  e.  Ere  the  sea^  by  the  coming  in  of  the  tide 
mar  your  walk. 

(9)  A  ship-boy. 
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li 


Leon. 
And  will  despatch. 

EnUr  Pirates,  tohilsl  Marina  %»  struggling, 

1  Pirate.  Hold,  villain  !     [Leonine  runs  away. 

2  Pirate.  A  prize  !  a  prize ! 

3  Pirate.   Half-part,  mates,  half-part     Come, 
let^a  have  her  aboard  suddenly. 

[Exeunt  Pirates  with  Marina. 

SCEJVE  II.— The  same.    Re-enter  Leonine. 


Z^eon.  These  roving  thieves  serve  the  g^reat  pi- 
rate Valdes ; 
And  they  have  seized  Marina.     Let  her  go : 
Tbere*8 no  hope sbeMl  return.   Pll  swear  sWs  dead, 
And  thrown  into  the  sea. — But  IMl  see  further ; 
Perhaps  they  will  but  please  themselves  upon  her, 
Not  carry  her  aboard.     If  she  remain, 
'Whom  they  have  ravished,  must  by  me  be  slain. 

[Exit. 

SCEJ^E  ///.— Mitylene.    A  room  in  a  brothel. 
Enter  Pander,  Bawd,  and  Boult 

Pand.  Boult 

BouU.  Sir. 

Pand.  Search  the  market  narrowly;  Mitylcne 
18  full  of  gallants.  We  lost  too  much  money  this 
mart,  by  being  too  wenchless. 

Bawd.  We  were  never  so  much  oat  of  creatures. 
We  have  but  poor  three,  and  they  can  do  no  more 
than  they  can  do  ;  and  with  continual  action  are 
even  as  good  as  rotten. 

EaruL  Therefore  let's  have  fresh  ones,  whatever 
we  pay  for  them.  If  there  be  not  a  conscience  to 
be  us*d  in  every  trade,  we  shall  never  prosper. 

Baufd.  Thou  sav'st  true :  *tis  not  the  bringing 
up  of  poor  bastards,  as  I  think  I  have  brought  up 
some  eleven 

Boult.  Ay,  to  eleven,  and  brought  them  down 
again.     But  shall  I  search  the  market  ? 

Bawd.  What  else,  man  ?  The  stuff  we  have,  a 
strong  wind  will  blow  it  to  pieces,  they  are  so  piti- 
fully sodden. 

Pand.  Thou  say*st  true ;  they  are  too  unwhole 
some  o'conscience.  The  poor  Transilvanian  is  dead, 
that  lay  with  the  little  baggage. 

Boult.  Ay,  she  quickly  poop*d  him ;  she  made 
him  roast  meat  for  worms : — but  IMl  go  search  (he 
market.  [Exit  Boult 

Pand.  Three  or  four'thousand  chequins  were  as 
pretty  a  proportion  to  live  quietly,  and  so  give  over. 

Bawd.  Why,  to  give  over,  I  pray  you .'  is  it  a 
shame  to  get  when  we  are  old  ? 

Pand.  0,  our  credit  comes  not  in  like  the  com- 
modity; nor  the  commodity  wa^es  not  with  the 
danger ;  therefore,  if  in  our  youths  we  could  pick 
up  some  pretty  estate,  *twere  not  amiss  to  keep  our 
door  hatched.!  Besides,  the  sore  terms  we  stand 
upon  with  the  gods,  will  be  strong  with  us  forgiving 
over. 

Bawd,  Come,  other  sorts  offend  as  well  as  we. 

Pand.  As  well  as  we  !  ay,  and  better  too ;  we 
oflend  worse.  Neither  is  our  profession  any  trade ; 
it's  no  calling : — but  here  comes  Boult 

Enter  the  Pirates,  afuf  Boult,  dragging  in  Marina. 

Boult.   Come  your  ways.  [To  Marina.] — My 
ma«>ters,  you  say  she's  a  virgin  ? 
1  Pirate.  O,  sir,  we  doubt  it  not. 
Boult.  Master,  I  have  gone  thorough^  for  this 

E'ece,  you  see:  if  you  like  her,  so;  if  not,  I  have 
St  my  earnest 

(1)  t.  e.  Half-open.     (2)  Bid  a  high  price  for  her. 


Bawd.  Boult,  has  she  any  qualities.' 

Boult.  She  has  a  good  face,  spesks  well,  and 
has  excellent  good  clothes ;  there^s  no  further  ne- 
cessity of  qualities  can  make  her  be  refused. 

Bawd.  What's  her  price,  Boult  * 

Boult.  I  cannot  be  Dated  one  doit  of  a  thomand 
pieces. 

Pand  Well,  follow  me,  my  masters ;  you  shall 
have  your  money  presently. '  Wife,  take  her  in ; 
instruct  her  what  sne  has  to  do,  that  she  may  not 
be  raw  in  her  entertainment. 

[Exeunt  Pander  and  Pirates. 

Bawd.  BouU,  take  you  the  marks  of  her ;  the 
colour  of  her  hair,  complexion,  height,  age,  with 
warrant  of  her  virginity ;  and  cry.  He  that  unit 
give  most  shall  have  herjirst.  Such  a  maidenhead 
were  no  cheap  thing,  if  men  were  as  they  have  been. 
Get  this  done  as  I  command  you. 

Boult.  Performance  shall  follow.    [Exit  Boult 

Mar.  Alack,  that  Leonine  was  so  slack,  so  slow  ! 
(He  should  have  struck,  not  spoke ;)  or  that  these 

pirates 
f  Not  enough  barbarous,)  had  not  overboard 
Thrown  me,  to  seek  my  mother ! 

Bawd.  Why  lament  you,  pretty  one  ? 

Mar.  That  I  am  pretty. 

Bawd.  Come,  the  gods  have  done  their  part  in 
you. 

Mar.  I  accuse  them  not 

Bawd.  You  are  Ut  into  my  hands,  where  you  aie 
like  to  live. 

Mar.  The  more  my  fault. 
To  'scape  his  hands,  where  I  was  like  to  die. 

Batoa.  Ay,  and  you  shall  live  in  pleasure. 

Mar.  No. 

Bawd.  Yes,  indeed,  shall  vou,  and  taste  gentle- 
men of  all  fashions.  You  shall  fare  well ;  you  shall 
have  the  difference  of  all  complexions.  What!  do 
you  stop  your  ears.^ 

Mar.  Are  you  a  woman  ? 

Bawd.  What  would  you  have  roe  be,  an  I  be 
not  a  woman  f 

Mar.  An  honest  woman,  or  not  a  woman. 

Bawd.  Marry,  whip  thee,  gosling.:  I  think  I  shall 
have  something  to  do  with  you.  Come,  you  are  a 
young  foolish  sapling,  and  must  be  bowed  as  I  would 
have  you. 

Mar.  The  gods  defend  me  ! 

Bawd.  If  it  please  the  gods  to  defend  yon  by 
men,  then  men  must  comfort  you,  men  must  feed 
you,  men  must  stir  you  up. — Boult's  returned. 

Enter  Boult 

Now,  sir,  hast  thou  cried  her  through  the  market  ? 

Boult.  I  have  cried  her  almost  to  the  number  of 
her  hairs;  I  have  drawn  her  picture  with  my  voice. 

Bawd.  And  I  pr'ythee  tell  me,  how  dost  thou 
find  the  inclination  of  the  people,  especially  of  the 
younger  sort  ? 

Boult.  'Faith,  they  listened  to  me,  as  they  would 
have  hearkened  to  their  father's  testament  'HM're 
was  a  Spaniard's  mouth  so  watered,  that  be  went 
to  bed  to  her  very  description. 

Baufd.  We  shall  have  him  here  to-rooirow  with 
his  best  ruff  on. 

Boult.  To-night,  to-night.  But,  mistress,  do  jaa 
know  the  French  knight  that  cowers*  i'the  hams  * 

Baufd.  Who  f  monsieur  Veroles  ? 

Boult.  Ay ;  he  offered  to  cut  a  caper  at  the  pro- 
clamation ;  but  he  made  a  groan  at  it,  and  swore 
he  wou^d  see  her  to-morrow. 

Bat^d.  Well,  well ;  as  for  him,  he  brought  his  di». 

(3^  Bends. 
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ease  hither:  here  he  does  but  repair  it.  I  knoWf 
he  will  come  in  our  shadow,  to  scatter  his  crowns 
ifi  the  »un. 

Bouit.  Well,  if  we,  had  of  every  nation  a  traveller, 
we  should  lodge  them  with  this  si^. 

Bawd.  Pray  you,  come  hither  a  while.  You  have 
fortunes  coming  upon  you.  Mark  me;  you  muijit 
seem  to  do  that  fearfully,  which  you  commit  wil- 
lingly ;  to  despise  pro6t,  where  you  have  most  gain. 
To  weep  that  you  live  as  you  do,  makes  pity  in  your 
lovers :  Seldom,  but  that  pity  begets  you  a  good 
opinion,  and  that  opinion  a  mere'  profit 

Mar.  1  imderstand  you  not 

Boult.  O,  take  her  home,  mistress,  take  her 
borne  :  these  blushes  of  hers  must  be  quenched  with 
some  present  practice. 

BaiDd.  Thou  say'st  true,  iYaith,  so  they  must 
for  your  bride  goes  to  that  with  shame,  which  is 
her  way  to  go  with  warrant 

BouU.  'Faith  some  do,  and  s<Mne  do  not  But, 
mistress,  if  I  have  bai^ained  for  the  joint, 

Bawd,  Thou  may*st  cut  a  morsel  off  the  spit. 

Boult.  I  may  so. 

Bawd.  Who  should  deny  it }  Come,  young  one, 
I  like  the  manner  of  vour  garments  well. 

Boult.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  they  shall  not  be  changed 
jet 

Bawd.  Boult,  spend  thou  that  in  the  town  :  re- 
port what  a  sojourner  we  have  ;  you'll  lose  nothing 
by  custom.  VVhen  nature  framed  this  piece,  she 
meant  thee  a  good  turn  ;  therefore  say  what  a  para- 
gon she  is,  and  thou  hast  the  harvest  out  of  thine 
own  report. 

Bouit.  I  warrant  you,  mistress,  thunder  shall  not 
■o  awake  the  beds  of  eels,  as  my  giving  out  her 
beauty  stir  up  the  lewdly  inclined.  Pll  bring  home 
aome  to-night. 

Bawd.  Come  your  ways ;  follow  me. 

Mar.  If  fires  be  hot,  knives  sharp, or  waters  deep. 
Untied  I  still  my  virgin  knot  will  keep. 
Diana,  aid  my  purpose  ! 

Bawd.  What  have  we  to  do  with  Diana .'  Pray 
you,  will  you  go  with  us?  [Exeunt. 

SCKXE    /r.— Tharsus.     A  room  in  Cleon's 
house.     Enter  Clean  and  Dionyza. 

Dion.  Why,  are  you  foolish?  Can  it  be  undone.^ 

Cle.  O  Dionyza,  such  a  piece  of  slaughter 
The  sun  and  moon  ne'er  look'd  upon  ! 

Dion.  I  think 

You'll  turn  a  child  again. 

Cle.  Were  I  chief  lord  of  all  the  spacious  world, 
I'd  give  it  to  undo  the  deed.     O  lady. 
Much  less  in  blood  than  virtue,  yet  a  princess 
To  equal  any  single  crown  o'thc  earth, 
I'thc  justice  of  compare !  O  villain  Leonine, 
"Whom  thou  hast  poison'd  too ! 
If  thou  had'st  drunk  to  him,  it  had  been  a  kindness 
Becoming  well  thy  feat:^  what  canst  thou  say. 
When  noble  Pericles  shall  demand  his  child  .' 

Dion.  That  she  is  dead.  Nurses  are  not  the  fates, 
To  foster  it,  nor  ever  to  preserve. 
She  died  by  night ;  Pll  say  so.   Who  can  cross  it  ? 
Unless  you  play  the  impious  innocent,' 
And  for  an  honest  attribute,  ciy  out, 
She  died  by  foul  play. 

Cle.  0,goto.     Well,  well, 

Of  all  the  faults  beneath  the  heavens,  the  gods 
Do  like  this  worst 

(1)  An  absolute,  a  certain  profit 

(2)  •'.  e.  Of  a  piece  with  the  rest  of  thy  exploit. 

(3)  An  innocent  was  formerly  a  common  appel- 
lation for  an  idiot 


Dion.  Be  one  of  those,  that  think 

The  petty  wrens  of  Thanuit  will  lly  hence, 
And  open  this  to  Pericles.     I  do  shame 
To  think  of  what  a  noble  strain  you  are, 
And  of  how  cow'd  a  spirit 

Cle.  To  such  proceeding 

Wbo  ever  but  his  approbation  added. 
Though  not  his  pre-consent,  he  did  not  flow 
From  honourable  courses. 

Dion.  Be  it  so  then : 

Yet  none  does  know,  but  you,  how  she  came  dead , 
Nor  none  can  know.  Leonine  being  gone. 
She  did  disdain  my  child,  and  stood  between 
Her  and  her  fortunes :  None  would  look  on  her. 
But  cast  their  gazes  on  Marina's  face ; 
Whilst  ours  was  blurted  at,  and  held  a  malkin,^ 
Not  worth  the  time  of  day.  It  pierc'd  me  thorough ; 
And  though  you  call  my  course  unnatural. 
You  not  your  child  well  loving,  yet  I  find, 
It  greets  me,  as  an  enterprise  of  kindness, 
Perform'd  to  your  sole*  (laughter. 

Cle.  Heavens  forgive  it ! 

Dion.  And  as  for  Pericles, 
What  should  he  say  ?  We  wept  after  her  hearse, 
And  even  yet  we  mourn:  her  monument 
Is  almost  finish'd,  and  her  epitaphs 
In  glittering  golden  characters  express 
A  general  praise  to  her,  and  care  in  us 
At  whose  expense  'tis  done. 

Cle.  Thou  art  like  the  harpy, 

Which,  to  betray,  doth  wear  an  angel's  face. 
Seize  with  an  eagle's  talons. 

Dion.  You  are  like  one,  that  superstitiously 
Doth  swear  to  the  gods,  that  winter  kills  the  flies ; 
But  yet  I  know  you'll  do  as  I  advis-e.        [Exeunt. 

Enter  Gower,  b^ore  the  monument  of  Marina  at 
Tharsus. 

Gow.  Thus  time  we  waste,  and  longest  leagues 

make  short ; 
Sail  seas  in  cockles,  have,  and  wish  but  for't ; 
Making^  (to  take  your  imagination,) 
From  bourn  to  bourn,'  region  to  rc^on. 
By  you  being  pardon'd,  we  commit  no  crime 
To  use  one  language  in  each  several  clime. 
Where  our  scenes  seem  to  live.    I  do  beseech  you. 
To  learn  of  me,  who  stand  i'the  gap  to  teach  you 
The  stages  of  our  story.     Pericles 
Is  now  again  thwarting  the  wayward  seas 
(Attended  on  by  many  a  lord  aitd  knight,) 
To  see  his  daughter,  all  his  life's  delight 
Old  Escanes,  whcwn  Helicanus  late 
Advanc'd  in  time  to  great  and  high  estate, 
Is  leA  to  govern.     Bear  you  it  in  mind, 
Old  Helicanus  goes  along  behind. 
Well-sailing    ships,  and    bounteous  winds,  have 

brought 
This  king  to  Tharsus,  (think  his  pilot  thought ; 
So  with  his  steerage  shall  your  thoughts  grow  on,) 
To  fetch  his  daughter  home,  who  first  is  gone. 
Like  motes  and  shadows  see  them  move  a  while ; 
Your  ears  unto  your  eyes  I'll  reconcile. 

Dumb  shmo.  Enter  at  one  door^  Pericles,  with 
his  train;  Cleon  and  Dionyza  at  the  other. 
Cleon  shows  Pericles  the  torrU>  q/* Marina;  iMere- 
at  Pericles  makes  lameniationy  puts  on  sackcloth, 
and  in  a  mighty  passion  departs.  Then  Cleoo 
and  Dionyza  retire. 

Gow.  See  how  belief  may  suffer  by  foul  diow ! 

(4)  A  coarse  wench,  not  worth  a  good-morrow. 

(5)  Only.  (6)  Travelling. 
(7)  From  one  bciindary  to  another. 
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TMit  borrowM  passion  stands  for  true  old  wo ; 

And  Pericles,  in  sorrow  all  devourM, 

With  sighs  shot  through,  and  biggest  tears  o*er- 

fthower'd. 
Leaves  Thar»us,  and  again  embarks.     He  swears 
Never  to  wa&h  lus  face,  nor  cut  his  hairs ; 
He  puts  on  iwckcloth,  and  to  sea.    He  bean 
A  tempest,  which  his  nwrtal  vessel'  tears, 
And  yet  he  rides  it  out    Now  please  you  wit' 
The  epitaph  is  for  Marina  writ 
By  wicked  Dionyxa. 

\Rffida  the  inscription  on  Marina*s  momanaiL 
The  fairest,  tweeVgty  and  best,  lies  here^ 
JFho  withered  in  her  spring  qf  year. 
She  was  qf  Tyrus,  the  king^s  daughter. 
On  tphom  fotu  death  hath  made  thu  slaughier, 
Marina  uxa  she  calVd;  and  at  her  birth, 
Thetis,^  being  proud,  swallowed  some  pari  o'the 

earth : 
Therffore  the  earthy  fearing  to  be  6'erflow'd, 
Haih  Thetis^  birth-child  on  the  heavens  best/wPd 
IFherfforeshe  does,  {and  swears  she'll  never  stini,^) 
Make  raging  battery  upon  shores  qfftinL 
No  vi-wjr  does  become  black  villany, 
So  well  as  »>fi  and  tender  flattery. 
I^t  F<?ricles  believe  his  daughter's  dead. 
And  U-ar  his  courses  to  be  ordered 
Bv  lady  Fortune :  while  our  scenes  display 
His  daughter's  wo  and  heav^  well-a-day, 
In  her  unholy  service.    Patience  then. 
And  think  you  now  are  all  in  Mitylen.         [£an/. 

SCRJ^E  r— Mitylene.  A  street  btfort  Vie 
brothel  Enter,  from  the  brothel,  two  Gen- 
tlemen. 

1  Gent.  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like? 

2  Gent,  No,  nor  never  shall  do  in  such  a  place  as 
this  she  being  once  gone. 

1  Gent.  But  to  have  divinity  preached  there!  did 
you  ever  dream  of  such  a  thing? 

2  Gent.  No,  no.  Come,  I  am  for  no  more  bawdy* 
houses :  shall  we  go  hear  the  vestals  sing? 

1  Gtnt.  I'll  do  any  thing  now  that  is  virtuous; 
but  I  am  out  of  the  road  of  rutting,  for  ever. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEjVE  VL—The  same,  A  room  in  the  brothel 
Enter  Pander,  Bawd,  and  Boult 

Pand.  Well,  I  had  rather  than  twice  the  worth 
of  her,  she  had  ne'er  come  here. 

Bawd.  Fie,  fie  upon  her;  she  is  able  to  freeze 
the  god  Priapus,  and  undo  a  whole  generation.  We 
must  either  get  her  ravished,  or  be  rid  <^  her. 
When  she  should  do  for  clients  her  fitment,  and  do 
me  the  kindness  of  our  profession,  she  has  me  her 
quirks,  her  reasons,  her  master*reasons,  her  pray- 
ers, her  knees ;  that  she  would  make  a  puritan  of 
the  devil,  if  he  should  cheapen  a  kiss  other. 

Boult.  'Faith,  I  must  ravish  her,  or  she'll  dis- 
fumish  us  of  all  our  cavaliers,  and  make  all  our 
swearers  priests. 

Pand.  Now,  the  pox  upon  her  green-sickness 
for  me  I 

Bawd  'Faith,  there's  no  way  to  be  rid  on't,  but 
by  the  way  to  the  pox.  Hera  comes  the  lord  Ly- 
simachus,  disguised. 

BoiuU.  We  should  have  both  lord  and  lown,  if 
the  peevish  baggage  would  but  give  way  to  cus- 
tomers. 

Enter  Lysimachus. 

Lys.  How  now  ?  How*  a  doxen  of  virginitiet? 


(1)  His  body. 
(3)  The  sea. 


(2)  To  know. 
(4)  Never  cease. 


Bawd,  Now,  the  gods  to-bless  your  honour ! 

Boult.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  honour  in  good 
health. 

Lys.  You  may  so ;  'tis  the  better  for  yon  dwt 
your  resorters  stand  upon  sound  lega.  How  now, 
wholesome  iniquity?  Have  you  that  a  msui  maj 
deal  withal,  and  defy  the  surgeon  ? 

Bawd.  We  have  here  one,  sir,  if  she  would 

but  there  never  came  her  like  in  Mitvlene. 

Lys.  If  she'd  do  the  deeds  of  darkness,  thoa 
would'st  sav. 

Bawd,  four  honour  knows  what  *tit  to  saj,wdl 
enough. 

Lys.  Well ;  caU  forth,  caU  forth. 

£ouli.  For  flesh  and  blood,  sir,  white  and  nd, 
^ou  shall  see  a  rose ;  and  she  were  a  roae  indeed, 
if  she  had  but 

Lys.  What,  pr»ythee  ? 

Boult.  O,  sir,  I  can  be  modest 

Lys.  That  dignifies  the  renown  of  a  bawd,  no 
less  than  it  gives  a  good  report  to  a  number  lo  bt 
chaste. 

Enter  Marina. 

Bawd.  Here  comes  that  which  grows  to  the  ftalk ; 
— never  plucked  yet,  I  can  assure  you.  Is  she  ooC 
a  fair  creature  ? 

Lys.  'Faith,  she  would  serve  after  a  long  voy- 
age at  sea.     Well,  there's  for  you ; — leave  ns. 

Bawd.  I  beseech  your  honour,  give  noe  leave ;  a 
word,  and  I'll  have  done  presently. 

Lys.  I  beseech  you,  da 

Bawd.  First,  I  would  have  you  note,  thia  is  as 
honourable  man. 

[To  Marina,  whom  she  takes  atUe 

Mar.  I  desire  to  find  him  so,  that  I  may  worthily 
note  him. 

Bawd  Next,  he's  the  govemcw  of  this  coubIit, 
and  a  man  whom  I  am  bound  to. 

Mar.  If  he  govern  the  country,  you  are  bound 
to  him  indeed ;  but  how  honourable  he  id  in  that, 
1  know  not. 

Bawd.  'Pray  you,  without  anv  more  viigina! 
fencing,  will  you  use  him  kindly  ?  He  will  line  your 
apron  with  gold. 

Mar.  What  he  will  do  graciously,  I  will  thaak- 
fully  receive. 

Lys.  Have  vou  done  ? 

Bawd  My  lord,  she's  not  paced  yet ;  you  moil 

take  some  pains  to  work  her  to  your  mansge. 

Come,  we  will  leave  his  honour  and  her  tocethM'. 

[Exeunt  Bawd,  Pander,  and  BoulL 

Lys.  Go  thy  ways. — Now,  pretty  one,  how  loog 
have  you  been  at  this  trade  ? 

Mar.  What  trade,  sir  ?  • 

Lys.  What  I  cannot  name  but  I  shall  ofieod 

Mar.  I  cannot  be  oflfended  with  my  trade.  Plesst 
you  to  name  it 

Lys.  How  long  have  you  been  of  this  profenkia? 

Mar.  Ever  since  I  can  remember. 

Lys.  Did  you  go  to  it  so  young?  Were  yoai 
gamestei^  at  five,  or  at  seven  f 

Mar.  Earlier  too,  sir,  if  now  I  be  one. 

Lys.  Why,  the  house  you  dwell  in,  prodsimi 
you  to  be  a  creature  of  sale. 

Mar.  Do  you  know  this  house  to  be  a  place  of 
such  resort  and  will  come  into  it?  I  hear  say,joi 
are  of  honourable  parts,  and  are  the  governor  of 
this  place. 

Lys.  Why,  hath  your  principal  made  known 
unto  you  who  I  am  ? 

Mur.  Who  is  my  principal? 
f 
(5)  How  much  ?  what  price  ?    (6)  A  wantoOi 
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Lys.  Why,  your  herb-woman ;  she  that  sets  seeds 
and  lYwls  of  shame  and  iniquity.  O,  you  have  heard 
noineihin^  of  my  power,  and  so  stand  aloof  for  more 
senou.H  wooine.  But  I  protest  to  thee,  pretty  one, 
my  authority  shall  not  see  thee,  or  else  look  friendly 
upon  thee.  Come,  bring  roe  to  some  private  place. 
Coino,  come. 

JSIar.  If  you  were  bom  to  honour,  show  it  now ; 
If  put  upon  you,  make  the  judgment  good 
That  thought  you  worthy  of  it. 

Lys.  How*s  this  ?  how*s  this  .'—Some  more ; — 
be  sage. 

J^ar.  For  me, 
That  am  a  maid,  though  most  ungentle  fortune 
Hath  placM  me  here  within  this  loathsome  sty, 
Where,  since  I  came,  diseases  have  been  sola 
Dearer  than  physic,— -O  that  the  good  gods 
Would  set  me  free  from  this  unhallowed  place. 
Though  they  did  change  roe  to  the  meanest  bird 
That  flies  i*the  purer  air ! 

Lys.  I  did  not  think 

Thou  could'st  have  spoke  so  well ;  ne*er  dream*d 

thou  could*st 
Had  I  brought  hither  a  corrupted  mind, 
Thy  speech  had  alterM  it     Hold,  here's  gold  for 

thee: 
Persever  still  in  that  clear  way  thou  goest. 
And  the  gods  strengthen  thee  ! 

J^ar.    The  gods  preserve  you  ! 

Lys.  For  me,  be  you  thcughten 

That  I  came  with  no  ill  intent ;  for  to  me 
The  very  doors  and  windows  savour  vilely. 
Farewell.     Thou  art  a  piece  of  virtue,  and 
I  doubt  not  but  thy  training  hath  been  noble. — 
Hold  ;  here's  more  gold  for  thee. — 
A  curse  upon  him,  die  he  like  a  thief. 
That  robs  thee  of  thy  goodness !  If  thou  hear*st 

from  me. 
It  shall  be  for  thy  good. 

[As  Lysimachus  is  putting  up  hiapurse^ 
Boult  enters. 

JSouIt.  I  beseech  your  honour,  one  piece  for  me. 

Lys.  Avaunt,  thou  damned  door-keeper  !  Your 
house. 
But  for  this  virgin  that  doth  prop  it  up. 
Would  sink,  and  overwhelm  you  all.     Away ! 

[Exit  Lysimachus. 

BouU.  How*s  this  }  We  must  take  another  course 
with  you.  If  your  peevish  chastity,  which  is  not 
worth  a  breakfast  in  the  cheapest  country  under 
the  cope,'  shall  undo  a  whole  household,  let  me  be 
gelded  like  a  spaniel.     Come  your  ways. 

Mar.  Whither  would  you  have  me  r 

BouU.  I  must  have  your  maidenhead  taken  off*, 
or  the  common  hangman  shall  execute  it.  Come 
your  way.  We'll  have  no  more  gentlemen  driven 
away.     Come  your  ways,  I  say. 

Re-^rUer  Bawd. 

Bawd.  How  now  !  what's  the  matter  f 

BouU.  Worse  and  worse,  mistress ;  she  has  here 
spoken  holy  words  to  the  lord  Lysimachus. 

Baufd.  O  abominable ! 

BouU.  She  makes  our  profession  as  it  were  to 
stink  afore  the  face  of  the  gods. 

Bawd.  Marry,  hang  her  up  for  ever  ! 

BouU.  The  nobleman  would  have  dealt  with  her 
like  a  nobleman,  and  she  sent  him  away  as  cold  as 
a  snowb'll ;  saying  his  prayers  too. 

Bawd.  Boult,  take  her  away;  use  her  at  thy 
pleasure:  crack  the  glass  of  her  virginity,  and 
make  the  rest  malleable. 

(I)  Cope  or  canopy  of  heaven.     (2)  Paltry  fellow. 


BouU.  An  if  sh«  were  a  thornier  piece  of  ground 
than  she  is,  she  shall  be  ploughed. 

Mar.  Hark,  hark,  you  gods  ! 

Bawd.  She  conjures  :  away  with  her.  Would  she 
had  never  come  within  my  doors !  Many  hang 
you !  She's  born  to  undo  us.  Will  you  not  go  the 
way  of  women-kind.'  Marry  come  up,  my  dish  of 
chastity  with  rosemary  and  bays !       [Exit  Bawd. 

BouU.  Come,  mistress ;  come  your  way  with  me. 

Mar.  Whither  would  you  have  me .' 

BoulL  To  take  from  you  the  jewel  you  hold  so 
dear. 

Mar.  Pr'ythee,  tell  me  one  thing  first 

Boult.  Come  now,  your  one  thing. 

Mar.  W^hat  canst  thou  wish  thine  enemy  to  be  ? 

BouU.  Why,  I  could  wish  him  to  be  my  master, 
or  rather,  my  mistress.  , 

Mar.  Neither  of  these  are  yet  so  bad  as  thou  art, 
Since  they  do  better  thee  in  their  command. 
Thou  hold'st  a  place,  for  which  the  painedst  fiend 
Of  hell  would  not  in  reputation  change : 
Thou'rt  the  damn'd  door-keeper  to  every  coystrel^ 
That  hither  comes  inquiring  tor  his  tib  ; 
To  the  choleric  fisting  of  each  rogue  thy  ear 
Is  liable ;  thy  very  food  is  such 
As  hath  been  belch'd  on  by  infected  lungs. 

BouU.  What  would  you  have  me?  go  to  the 
wars,  would  you ;  where  a  man  may  serve  seven 
years  for  the  loss  of  a  leg,  and  have  not  money 
enough  in  the  end  to  buy  him  a  wooden  one  ? 

Mar.  Do  any  thing  but  this  thou  doest     Empty 
Old  receptacles,  common  sewers,  of  filth ; 
Serve  by  indenture  to  the  common  hangman ; 
Any  of  these  ways  are  better  yet  than  Uiis: 
For  that  which  thou  professest,  a  baboon, 
Could  he  but  speak,  would  own  a  name  too  dear. 

0  that  the  gods  would  safely  from  this  place 
Deliver  me  I  Here,  here  is  gold  for  thee. 

If  that  thy  master  would  gain  aught  by  me. 
Proclaim  that  I  can  sing,  weave,  sew,  and  dance, 
With  other  virtues,  which  I'll  keep  from  boast ; 
And  I  will  undertake  all  these  to  teach. 

1  doubt  not  but  (his  populous  city  will 
Yi(>ld  many  scholars. 

BouU.  But  can  you  teach  all  this  you  speak  of.' 
Mar.  Prove  that  I  cannot,  take  me  home  again. 
And  prostitute  me  to  the  basest  groom 
That  doth  frequent  your  house. 

BouU.  Well,  I  will  see  what  I  can  do  for  thee : 
if  I  can  place  thee,  I  will. 
Mar.  But,  amongst  honest  women  f 
BouU.  'Faith,  my  acquaintance  lies  little  amongst 
them.  But  since  my  master  and  mistress  have 
bought  you,  there's  no  going  but  b^'  their  consent ; 
therefore  I  will  make  Siem  acquamted  with  your 
purpose,  and  I  doubt  not  but  I  shall  find  them  trac- 
table enough.  Come,  I'll  do  for  thee  what  I  can ; 
come  your  ways.  [Exeunt 


ACT  V. 

Enter  Gower. 

Gow.  Marina  thus  the  brothel  'scapes,  and  chances 
Into  an  honest  house,  our  story  says. 
She  sings  like  one  immortal,  and  she  dances 
As  goddess-like  to  her  admired  lays : 
Deep  clerks^  she  dumbs ;  and  with  her  neeld^  com- 
poses 
Nature's  own  shape,  of  bud,  bird,  branch,  or  berry; 
That  even  her  art  sisters  the  natural  roses : 

(3)  Learned  men.        (4)  Needle. 
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Her  inkle,  ^Ik,  twin  with  the  ftibied  cheny : 
That  pupils  lacks  she  none  of  noble  race. 
Who  pour  their  bountj  on  her ;  and  her  gain 
She  gives  the  cursed  bawd.    Here  we  her  place ; 
And  to  her  father  turn  our  thoughts  again. 
Where  we  left  him,  on  the  sea.  We  there  him  lost ; 
Whence,  driven  before  the  winds,  he  is  arriv'd 
Here  where  his  daughter  dwells ;  and  on  this  coast 
Suppose  him  now  at  anchor.     The  cit^  strivM 
God  Neptune's  annual  feast  to  keep :  from  whence 
Lysimachus  our  Tynan  ship  espies, 
H  is  banners  sable,  trimmM  witn  rich  expense ; 
And  to  him  in  his  barge  with  fervour  hies. 
In  your  supposing  once  more  put  your  sight ; 
Of  heavy  rericies  think  this  the  mrk : 
Where,  what  is  done  in  action,  more,  if  might. 
Shall  be  discover'd ;  please  yoa,  sit,  and  bark. 

[Exit. 


SCEJ^E  L-On  hoard  Pericles'  Aip,  off  Mity 
lene.  A  dose  pavilion  on  deck,  with  a  ettrtatn 
htfore  it;  Pericles  \Biihin  H,  reclined  on  a  couch. 
A  barge  lying  beside  the  T^rian  vessel  Enter 
two  Sailors,  one  belonging  to  the  Tyrian  vessel, 
the  other  to  the  barge ;  to  than  Helicanus. 

Tyr,  Sail.  Where's  the  lord  Helicanus.^  he  can 
resolve  you.  [To  the  Sailor  qf  Mitylene. 

O,  here  he  is. 

Sir,  there's  a  barge  put  off  from  Mi^Iene; 

And  in  it  is  Lysimachus  the  governor. 

Who  craves  to  come  aboard.     What  is  your  will  f 

Hel.  That  he  have  his.  Call  up  some  gentlemen. 

Tyr,  Sail.  Ho,  gentlemen!  my  lord  calls. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent.  Doth  your  lordship  call  f 
HeL  Gentlemen, 
There  is  some  of  worth  woald  come  aboard ;  I  pray 

you, 
To  greet  them  fairly. 

[The  Gentlemen  and  the  two  Sailors  descend, 
and  go  on  board  the  barge. 

Enter,  from  thence,  Lysimachus  and  Lords ;  the 
Tyrian  Gentlemen,  and  the  two  Sailors. 

TtfT.  Sail  Sir, 
This  is  the  man  that  can,  in  aught  yoa  would. 
Resolve  yoQ. 

Lys.  Hail,  reverend  sir !  The  gods  preserve  yoa ! 

Iiel.  And  you,  sir,  to  out-live  the  age  I  am, 
And  die  as  I  would  do. 

Lys.  You  wish  me  well. 

Being  on  shore,  honouring  of  Neptune's  triumphs, 
Seeing  this  goodly  vessel  ride  before  us, 
I  made  to  it,  to  know  of  whence  you  are. 

Hel  First,  sir,  what  is  your  place.' 

Lys.  I  am  governor  of  this  place  yoa  lie  before. 

Our  vessel  is  of  l^'re,  in  it  the  king ; 

A  man,  who  for  this  three  months  hath  not  spoken 

To  any  one,  nor  taken  sustenance. 

But  to  prorogue'  his  grief. 

Lys.  Upon  what  eround  is  bis  distemperatare  ? 

Hel  Sir,  it  would  be  too  tedious  to  repeat ; 
But  the  main  rrief  of  all  springs  from  the  loss 
Of  a  beloved  daughter  ana  a  wife. 

Lys.  May  we  not  see  him,  then  f 

Hel.  You  may,  indeed,  sir. 

But  bootless  is  your  sight ;  be  will  not  speak 
To  any. 

Lys.      Yet,  let  me  obtain  my  wish. 

(1)  To  lengthen  or  prolong  his  grief. 


Hd.  Behold  him,  sir:  [Pericles  discovered.]  this 
was  a  goodly  person. 
Till  the  disaster,  that,  one  mortaP  night. 
Drove  him  to  this. 

Lys.  Sir,  king,  all  hail !  the  gods  preserve  yoa ! 
Hail, 
Hail,  royal  sir ! 

Hel  It  is  in  vain ;  he  will  not  speak  to  yoa. 

1  Lord.  Sir,  we  have  a  maid  in  Mitylene,  I  donC 
wager. 
Would  win  some  words  of  him. 

Lys.  'Tis  well  bethooght 

She,  questionless,  with  her  sweet  harmony 
And  other  choice  attractions,  would  allure. 
And  make  a  battery  through  his  deafen'd  parts,* 
Which  now  are  midway  stopp'd; 
She,  all  as  happy  as  of  all  tne  fairest. 
Is,  with  her  fellow  maidens,  now  within 
The  leafy  shelter  that  abuts  against 
The  island's  side. 

[He  whispers  one  iff  the  attendant  Lords.'" 
Exit  Itord,  in  the  barge  of  Lysiroachos. 

Hel  Sure,  all's  effectless ;  yet  nothing  we'll  omit 
That  bears  recovery's  name.  But,  since  yoor  kind- 
ness 
We  have  stretch'd  thus  far,  let  us  beseech  yoa  fur  • 

ther, 
That  for  our  gold  we  may  provision  have. 
Wherein  we  are  not  destitute  for  want. 
But  weary  for  the  staleness. 

Lys.  O,  rir,  a  courtesy, 

Which  if  we  should  deny,  the  most  just  God 
For  every  ^raff  would  send  a  caterpillar, 
And  so  inflict  our  province. — Yet  once  more 
Let  me  entreat  to  know  at  large  the  cause 
Of  your  king's  sorrow. 

Hd.  Sit,  nr,  I  will  recoant  it  ;— 

Bttt  see,  I  am  prevented. 

Enter,/romthebarge,Lord,MMnnB,andaymmg 
Lady. 

Lys.  O,  here  is 

The  lady  that  I  sent  tor.    Welcome,  &ir  one ! 
Is't  not  a  goodly  presence  f 

Hel  A  gallant  lady. 

Lys.  She's  such,  that  were  I  well  assur'd  she  cum 
Of  gentle  kind,  and  noble  stock,  I'd  wish 
No  better  choice,  and  think  me  rarely  wed. 
Fair  one,  all  eoodness  that  consists  in  bounty 
Expect  even  here,  where  is  a  kingly  patient : 
If  that  thy  prosperous  artificial  feat 
Can  drew  htm  but  to  answer  thee  in  anght, 
Thy  sacred  physic  shall  receive  such  pay 
As  thy  desires  can  wish. 

Mar.  Sir,  t  will  ase 

My  utmost  skill  in  his  recovery, 
Provided  none  but  I  and  my  companion 
Be  suffer'd  to  come  near  him. 

Lys.  Come,  let  us  leare  her. 

And  the  gods  make  her  prosperous !  [Mar.  sin^. 

Lys.  Mark'd  he  your  music  f 

Mar.  No,  nor  kx>k'd  on  us. 

Lys.  See,  she  will  speak  to  him. 

Mar.  Hail,  sir !  iny  k>rd,  lend  ear : — 

Per.  Hum!  ha! 

Mar.  I  am  a  maid. 

My  lord,  that  ne'er  before  invited  eyes. 
But  have  been  gaz'd  on,  comet-like :  she  speaka, 
M^  lord,  that,  may  be,  hath  endur'd  a  grief 
Might  equal  yours,  if  txyth  were  justly  weigfa'«i. 
Though  wayward  fortune  did  malign  my  state, 
My  derivation  was  from  ancestors 


(2)  Destructive. 


(3)  t. «.  EanL 
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Who  stood  equiralent  with  mighty  kings : 
But  time  hath  rooted  out  my  parentage, 
And  to  the  world  and  awkward  casualties 
Bound  me  in  servitude. — I  will  desist ; 
But  there  is  something  glows  upon  my  cheek, 
And  whispers  in  mine  car,  Go  not  till  he  speak. 

[Aside. 

Per.  My  fortunes — parentage — ^good  parentage— 
To  equal  mine ; — was  it  not  thus  ?  what  say  you  ? 

J^Gr.  I  said,  my  lord,  if  you  did  know  my  parent- 
age. 
You  would  not  do  me  violence. 

Per.  I  do  think  so. 

I  pray  you,  turn  your  eyes  again  upon  me. — 
You  are  like  something  that — What  countrywoman? 
Here  of  these  shores? 

J^ar.  No,  nor  of  any  shores  : 

Yet  I  was  mortally  brought  forth,  and  am 
No  other  than  I  appear. 

Per.  I  am  great  with  wo,  and  shall  deliver  weep- 
ing. 
My  dearest  wife  was  like  this  maid,  and  such  a  one 
My  daughter  might  have  been :  my  queen^s  square 

brows; 
Her  stature  to  an  inch ;  as  wand-like  straight; 
As  silver-voic'd  ;  her  eyes  as  jewel-like. 
And  casM  as  richly  :  in  pace  another  Juno ; 
Who  starves  the  ears  she  feeds,  and  make;i  them 

hungry. 

The  more  she  gives  them  speech. — Where  do  you 
live  ? 

Mar.  Where  I  am  but  a  stranger;  from  the  deck 
You  may  discern  the  place. 

Per.  Where  were  you  bred  ? 

And  how  achieved  you  these  endowments,  which 
You  make  more  rich  to  owe  ?• 

Mar.  Should  I  tell  my  history, 

'Twould  seem  like  lies  disdained  in  the  reporting. 

Per.  Pr*ythee  speak ; 
Falseness  cannot  come  from  thee,  for  thou  look^t 
Nfodest  as  justice,  and  thou  seem^st  a  palace 
For  the  crownM  truth  to  dwell  in :   Til  believe  thoe. 
And  make  my  senses  credit  thy  relation, 
To  points  that  seem  impossible ;  for  thou  look'st 
Like  one  I  lov'd  indeed.     What  were  thy  friends? 
Didst  thou  not  say,  when  I  did  push  thee  back, 
(VVliich  was  when  I  perceivM  thee,)  that  thou 

cam*st 
From  good  descending  ? 

Mar.  So  indeed  I  did. 

Per.   Report  thy  parentage.  I  think  thou  sald'st 
Thou  hacbt  be«n  toss'd  from  wrong  to  injury. 
And  that  thou  thought*8t  thy  griefs  might  equal 

mine. 
If  both  were  openM. 

Mar.       •  Some  such  thing  Indeed 

I  said,  and  said  no  more  but  what  my  thoughts 
Did  warrant  me  was  likely. 

Per.  Tell  thy  story ; 

If  thine  considered  prove  the  thousandth  pSrt 
Of  my  endurance,  thou  art  a  man,  and  I 
Have  suffer'd  like  a  girl :  yet  thou  dost  look 
Like  Patience,  gazing  on  kmgs'  graves, and  smiling 
Extremity  out  of  act.     What  were  thy  friends  ? 
How  l(^t  thou  them?    Thy  name,  my  most  kind 

virgin  ? 
Recount,  I  do  beseech  thee ;  come,  sit  by  me. 

Mar.  My  name,  sir,  is  Marina. 

Per.  O,  I  am  mockM, 

And  thou  by  some  incensed  god  sent  hither 
To  make  the  wodd  laugh  at  me. 

Mar,  Patience,  good  sir, 

(1)  Possesf. 


Or  here  I'll  ceas& 

Per.  Nay,  Til  be  patient . 

Thou  little  know'st  how  thou  dost  startle  me, 
To  call  thyself  Marina. 

Mar.  The  name  Marina, 

Was  given  me  by  one  that  had  some  power ; 
My  father,  and  a  king. 

Per.  How  I  a  king's  daughter.^ 

And  caird  Marina  ? 

Mar.  You  said  vou  would  believe  me  ; 

But,  not  to  be  a  troubler  of  your  peace, 
I  will  end  here. 

Per.  But  are  you  flesh  and  blood  ? 

Have  you  a  working  pulse  ?  and  are  no  fairy  ? 
No  motion  .^— Well ;  speak  on.    Where  were  yoa 

born? 
And  wherefore  call'd  Marina  ? 

Mar.  Call'd  Marina, 

For  I  was  bom  at  sea. 

Per.  At  sea?  Thy  mother? 

Mar.  My  mother  was  the  daughter  of  a  king , 
Who  died  the  very  minute  I  was  bom, 
As  my  good  nurse  Lychorida  hath  oft 
Deiiver'd  weeping. 

Per.  O,  stop  there  a  little  ! 

This  is  the  rarest  dream  that  e'er  dull  sleep 
Did  mock  sad  fools  withal :  this  cannot  be. 
My  daughter's   buried.    [Aside.]  Well: — where 

were  you  bred  ? 
I'll  hear  you  more,  to  the  bottom  of  your  story. 
And  never  interrupt  you. 

Mar.  You'll  scarce  believe  me ;  'twere  best  I  did 
give  o'er. 

Per.  I  will  believe  you  by  the  syllable 
Of  what  you  shall  deliver.     Yet,  give  me  leare  : — 
How  came  you  in  these  parts?  where  were  you  bred.^ 

Mar.  The  king,  my  father,  did  In  Tharsus  leave 
me; 
Till  cruel  Cleon,  with  his  wicked  wife. 
Did  seek  to  murder  me  :  and  having  woo'd 
A  villain  to  attempt  it,  who  having  drawn, 
A  crew  of  pirates  came  and  rescued  me ; 
Brought  nfK!  to  Mitylene.  But  now,  good  sir. 
Whither  will  you  have  me  ?  Wliy  doyou  weep?  It 

may  be. 
You  think  me  an  Impostor ;  no,  good  faith ; 
I  am  the  dau2:hter  to  king  Pericles, 
If  good  king  Pericles  be. 

Per.  Ho,  Helicanus! 

Hel.  Calls  my  gracious  lord  ? 

Per.  Thou  art  a  grave  and  noble  counsellor, 
Most  wise  in  general :  Tell  me,  If  thou  canst, 
What  this  maid  Is,  or  what  is  like  to  be. 
That  thus  hath  made  me  weep  ? 

Hel.  I  know  not;  but 

Here  is  the  regent,  sir,  of  Mitylene, 
Speaks  nobly  of  her. 

Lys.  She  would  never  tell 

Her  parentage ;  belne:  demanded  that. 
She  would  sit  still  and  weep. 

Per.  O  Helicanus,  strike  me,  honour'd  sir ; 
Give  me  a  gash,  put  me  to  present  pain ; 
Lest  this  great  sea  of  joys  rushing  upon  me, 
O'erbear  the  shores  o^  my  mortality. 
And  drown  me  with  their  sweetness.  0,comehithei, 
Thou  that  beget'st  him  that  did  thee  beget ; 
Thou  that  wast  bom  at  sea,  buried  at  Tharsus, 
And  found  at  sea  again  !  O  Helicanus, 
Down  on  thy  knees,  thank  the  holv  gods,  as  load 
.As  thunder  threatens  us :  This  is  Marina. — 
What  was  thy  mother's  name  ?  tell  mk  but  that, 
For  truth  can  never  be  coofirra'd  enough, 

(2)  i.  e.  No  pupjvH  di»«^  up  to  deceive  roe. 
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Though  doubts  did  ever  sleeps 

Mar.  Firrt,  sir,  I  pnj. 

What  is  J  oar  title? 

Per.  I  am  Pericles  of  Tjre :  but  tell  me  now 
( As  in  the  rest  thou  hast  been  eodlike  perfect,) 
^  My  drown*d  queen^s  name,  (Boa  art  the  heir  of 

And  another  life  to  Pericles  thy  father. 

Mar.  Is  it  no  more  to  be  joor  daughter,  than 
To  say,  my  mother's  name  was  Thaisa  ? 
Thaisa  was  my  mother,  who  did  end. 
The  minute  I  began. 

Per.  Now,  blessing  on  thee,  rise ;  thou  art  my 
child. 
Give  roe  fresh  garments.    Mine  own,  Helicanus, 
(Not  dead  at  'Duuwis,  as  she  should  have  been. 
By  savaee  Cleoo,)  she  shall  tell  thee  all ; 
When  thou  shalt  kneel  and  iusti^  in  knowledge. 
She  is  thy  very  princess.— Who  is  this? 

Hd.  Sir,  'tis  the  governor  of  Mitylene, 
Who,  hearing  of  your  melancholy  state. 
Did  come  to  see  yoo. 

Per.  I  embrace  you,  sir. 

Give  me  mv  robes ;  I  am  wild  b  my  beholding. 
O  heavens  bless  my  giri  \  But  hark,  what  music ! — 
Tell  Helicanus,  my  Marina,  tell  him 
0*er,  point  by  point,  for  yet  he  seems  to  doubt. 
How  sure  you  are  my  daughter. — ^But  what  music  ? 

HeL  my  lord,  I  hear  none. 

Per.  None? 
The  music  of  the  spheres :  list,  my  Manna. 

Lye.  It  is  not  good  to  cross  him ;  give  him  way. 

Per.  Rarest  sounds ! 
Do  ye  not  hear  ? 

Lye.  Music?  my  lord,  I  hear — 

Per.  Most  heavenly  music : 
It  nips  me  unto  list*ning,  and  thick  slumber 
Hangs  on  mine  eye-lids ;  let  me  rest    [He  deeps. 

Lye.  A  pillow  for  his  head ; 
[The  curkdn  b^ore  the  pavilion  qf  Pericles 
is  closed. 
So  leave  him  all. — ^Well,  my  companioo-friends, 
If  this  but  answer  to  my  just  belief, 
1*11  well  remember  you. 

[Exeunt  Lysimachus,  Helicanus,  Marina, 
and  attendant  Lady. 

SCEJ^TE  It— The  same.    Pericles  on  the  deck 
asleep;  D'axxsi  appearing  to  him  as  in  a  vision. 

Dm.  My  temple  stands  in  Ephesus;  hie  thee 
thither, 
And  do  upon  mine  altar  sacrifice. 
There,  when  my  maiden  priests  are  met  together, 
Before  the  people  all. 
Reveal  how  thou  at  sea  didst  lose  thy  wife : 
To  mourn  thy  crosses,  with  thy  dau8;hter*s,  call. 
And  give  them  repetition  to  the  life.' 
Perform  my  bidding,  or  thou  liv*st  in  wo : 
Do*t,  and  be  happv,  by  my  silver  bow. 
Awake,  and  tell  thy  dreanL      [Diana  disappears. 

Per.  Celestial  Dian,  goddess  argentine,^ 
I  will  obey  thee ! — Helicanus ! 

Enter  Lysimachus,  Helicanus,  and  Marina. 

HeL  Sir. 

Per.  My  purpose  was  for  Tharsus,  there  to 
strike 
The  inhospitable  Cleon ;  but  I  am 
For  other  service  first :  toward  Ephesus 

(1^  Repeat  a  lively  narrative  of  your  adventures. 

(2)  t.  e.  Regent  of  the  silver  moon. 

(3)  Swollen.        (4)  Soon. 


Tom  oarblown>  sails;  eftsooos*  HI  tell  thee  why.— 
[7b  Helicanus 
Shall  we  refresh  us,  sir,  upon  your  shore. 
And  give  you  gold  forsucn  provision 
As  our  intents  will  need  ? 

Lys.  With  all  my  heart,  sir ;  and  when  you  ooow 
ashore, 
1  have  another  suit 

Per.  Yoa  shall  prevail. 

Were  it  to  woo  my  daughter ;  for  it  seems 
You  have  been  noble  towards  her. 

Ly$.  Sir,  lend  yoar  am. 

Per.  Come,  my  Marina.  [Elxeunt. 

Enter  Gower,  htfore  the  temple  of  Diana  at 
Ephesui. 

Goto.  Now  our  sands  are  almost  run ; 
More  a  little,  and  then  done. 
This,  as  mv  last  boon,  give  me 
(For  such  kindness  must  relieve  me,) 
That  you  aptly  will  suppose 
What  pageantry,  what  teats,  what  shows* 
What  minstrelsy,  and  pretty  din. 
The  regent  made  in  N^tylin, 
To  greet  the  king.    So  be  has  thrived. 
That  he  is  promis*d  to  be  wiv'd 
To  fair  Marina ;  but  fai  no  wise, 
Till  hefi  had  done  his  sacrifice^ 
As  Dian  bade :  whereto  being  bound. 
The  interim,  pray  you,  all  confound.^ 
In  feather*d  briefness  sails  are  fill*d. 
And  wishes  &11  out  as  they're  will'd 
At  Epheflos,  the  temple  see. 
Our  king,  and  all  his  company. 
That  he  can  hither  come  so  soon, 
Is  by  your  fimcy's  thankful  boon.  [Exit 

SCEJVE  HI— The  temple  qf  Diana  ai  Ephesus : 
Tliaisa  standing  near  the  aliar,  as  high-priest- 
ess ;  a  mtmber  qf  virgins  on  each  sule  ;  Oen- 
mon  and  other  inhabitastts  <>^£phesus  attending. 
Enter  Pericles,  with  his  tram;  Lysimachus, 
Helicanus,  Marina,  and  a  lady. 

Per.  Hail  Dian ;  to  perform  thjrjnst  command, 
I  here  confess  myself  the  king  of  'fyre ; 
Who,  frighted  from  my  countiy,  dia  wed 
The  fair  Thaisa,  at  Pentapolis.  • 

At  sea  in  childbed  died  she,  but  brought  forth 
A  maid-child  calPd  Marina ;  who,  O  goddess, 
Wezn  yet  thy  silver  livery.^    She  at  Tharsus 
Was  nurs'd  with  Cleon ;  whom  at  fourteen  yeait 
He  sought  to  murder :  but  her  better  stars 
Brought  her  to  Mitylene ;  against  whose  shore  ' 
Riding,  her  fortunes  brought  the  maid  aboard  us. 
Where,  by  her  own  most  clear  remembnuice,  she 
Made  known  herself  my  daughter. 

Thai.  Voice  and  favour  !— 

You  are— vou  are — O  royal  Pericles! — [She/aints. 

Perm  What  means  the  woman  ?  she  dies !  help, 
gentlemen ! 

Cer.  Noble  sir. 
If  you  have  told  Diana's  altar  true. 
This  is  your  wife. 

Per.  Reverend  appearer,  no ; 

I  threw  her  o'erboard  with  theae  very  arms. 

Cer.  Upon  this  coast,  I  warrant  you. 

Per.  *Tis  most  certain 

Cer.  Look  to  the  lady ;— O,  she's  but  o'eijcgr  d 
Early,  one  blust'ring  nx>m,  this  lady  was 

(5)  t.  e.  Pericles. 

(6J  Confound  here  signifies  to 

(7)  i.  e.  Her  white  rwe  of  ii 
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Thrown  oo  this  ihore.    I  opM  the  coffin,  and 
Found  there  rich  jewels;  recover'd  her,  and  plac*d 

her 
Here  in  Diana's  temple. 

Per,  Maj  we  see  them  ? 

Ctr,  Great  sir,  they  shall  tie  brought  yoa  to  my 
house. 
Whither  I  invite  yoo.    Look .'  Thaisa  is 
Recover'd. 

Thai.  O,  let  roe  look ! 
If  he  be  none  of  mine,  my  sanctity 
Will  to  my  sensed  bend  no  licentious  ear. 
But  curb  It,  spite  of  seeing.    O,  my  lord. 
Are  you  not  Pericles  ?  Like  him  you  speak. 
Like  him  you  are :  Did  you  not  name  a  tempest, 
A  birth,  and  death  ? 

Per.  The  voice  of  dead  Thaisa ! 

Thai.  That  Thaisa  am  I,  supposed  dead. 
And  drown'd. 

Per.  Immortal  Dian ! 

ThaL  Now  I  know  you  better. — 

When  we  with  tears  parted  Pentapous, 
The  king,  my  &ther,  gave  you  such  a  ring. 

[Show*  a  ring. 

Per.  This,  this :  no  more,  you  gods !  your  pre- 
sent kindness 
Makes  my  past  miseries  sport :  Ton  shall  do  well, 
That  on  the  touching  of  her  lips  I  may 
Melt,  and  no  more  be  seen.    O  come,  be  buried 
A  second  time  within  these  arms. 

Mar.  My  heart 

Leaps  to  be  gone  into  my  modier*s  bosom. 

[J&iec2s  to  Thaisa. 

Per,  Look,  who  kneels  here !  Flesh  of  thy  flesh, 
Thaisa; 
Thy  burden  at  the  sea,  and  call'd  Marina, 
For  she  was  yielded  there. 

TiiaL  Bless*d  and  mine  own ! 

HeL  Hail,  madam,  and  my  queen ! 

TTioL  I  know  yon  not 

Per,  You  have  heard  me  say,  when  I  did  fly 
from  Tyre, 
I  left  behind  an  ancient  substitute. 
Can  you  remember  what  I  caU*d  the  man  ? 
I  have  nam*d  him  ofL 

ThaL  *Twas  Helicanus  tbeL 

Per,  Still  confinnation: 
Embrace  him,  dear  Thaisa ;  this  is  he. 
Now  do  I  long  to  hear  how  you  were  found ; 
How  possibly  preservM ;  and  whom  to  thank, 
Besides  die  gods,  for  this  great  miracle. 

ITuii.  LonI  Cerimon,  my  lord ;  this  man 
Through  whom  the  gods  have  shown  their  power; 

that  can 
From  first  to  last  resolve  you. 

Per,  Reverend  sir. 

The  gods  can  have  no  mortal  officer 
More  like  a  god  than  you.    Will  you  deliver 
How  this  dead  queen  re-lives  f 

Cer.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Beseech  you,  first  go  with  me  to  my  house, 


(l)Seofiia] 


(2)  i.  e.  His  beard. 
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Where  shall  be  shown  you  all  was  found  with  her 
How  she  came  placed  here  within  the  temple ; 
No  needful  thing  omitted. 

Per.  Pure  Diana ! 

I  bless  thee  for  thy  vision,  and  will  ofier 
My  night  oblations  to  thee.     Thaisa, 
This  prince,  the  &ir-betrothed  of  your  daughter. 
Shall  many  her  at  Pentapolis.     And  now. 
This  ornament^  that  makes  me  look  so  dismal. 
Will  I,  my  Iov*d  Marina,  clip  to  form; 
And  what  this  fourteen  years  no  razor  touch*d, 
Tograce  thy  marriage  day,  I'll  beautify. 

Thai.  Lord  Cerimon  hath  letters  of  good  credit. 
Sir,  that  my  father's  dead. 

Per.  Heavens  make  a  star  of  him !  Yet  there, 
my  queen. 
We'll  celebrate  their  nuptials,  and  ourselves 
Will  in  that  kingdom  spend  our  following  days; 
Our  son  and  daughter  mall  in  Tyrus  reign.  \ 
Lord  Cerimon,  we  do  our  longing  stay. 
To  hear  the  rest  untold.— Sir,  lead  the  way.  [Exi, 

Enter  Gower, 

Crow.  In  Antioch,'  and  his  daughter,  you  have 
heard 
Of  monstrous  lust  the  due  and  just  reward : 
In  Pericles,  his  queen  and  daughter,  seen 
(Although  assaird  with  fortune  fierce  and  keen,) 
Virtue  preserv'd  from  fell  destruction's  blast. 
Led  on  by  heaven,  and  crown'd  with  joy  at  last 
In  Helicanus  may  you  well  descry 
A  figure  of  truth,  of  feith,  of  loyalty : 
In  reverend  Cerimon  there  well  appears. 
The  worth  that  learned  charity  aye*  wears. 
For  wicked  Cleon  and  his  wife,  when  fiune 
Had  spread  their  cursed  deed,  and  honour'd  name 
Of  Pericles,  to  rage  the  city  turn ; 
That  him  and  his  they  in  his  palace  bum. 
The  gods  for  murder  seemed  so  content 
To  punish  them;  although  not  done,  but  meant 
So  on  your  patience  evermore  attending. 
New  joy  wait  on  you !  Here  our  play  m  ending. 
[£xi<Gower. 


That  this  tragedy  has  some  merit,  it  were  vain 
to  deny ;  but  that  it  is  the  entire  composition  of 
Shakspeare,  is  more  than  can  be  hastily  granted 
I  shall  not  venture,  with  Dr.  Farmer,  to  deteimine 
that  the  hand  of  our  great  poet  is  only  visible  in 
the  last  act,  for  I  think  it  appears  in  several  pas- 
sages dispersed  over  each  of  these  divisions.  1 
find  it  difficult,  however,  to  persuade  mvself  that 
he  was  the  original  febricator  of  the  plot,  or  the 
author  of  every  dialogue,  chorus,  &c. 

STEEVENS. 

The  stoiy  is  of  great  antiquity ;  and  is  related 
by  yarious  ancient  authors  in  Latin,  French,  and 


(3)  i.  e.  The  king  of  Antioch.         (4)  Evar. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Lear,  king  of  Britain, 

King  of  France. 

Zhike  of  Burgundy. 

Ihikt  of  Cornwall. 

Dukt  q/*  Albany. 

Rarl  of  Kent. 

Karl  of  Glostcr. 

Edgar,  ton  to  Gloster. 

Edmund,  bastard  son  to  Glotier. 

Curan,  a  courtier. 

Old  Man,  tenant  to  Gloster. 

Physician. 

Fool 

Oswald,  steward  to  GcneriL 


An  Officer t  employed  by  Edmund. 
Gentleman,  attendant  on  Cordelia. 
A  Herald. 
Servants  to  (JbmwalL 

Goneril,   ) 

Regan,     >  daughters  to  Lear. 

Cordelia, ) 

Knights  attending  on  the  King,  Officers,  Mestm 
,  Swdiers,  and  Attermants. 


gers, 


Scene,  Britain. 


ACT  I. 

SCEJ^E  I.^A  room  of  state  in  King  Learns  pal- 
ace.   Enter  Kent,  Gloster,  and  Edmund. 

Kent. 

I  THOUGHT,  the  king  had  more  affected  the 
duke  of  Albany,  than  Cornwall. 

Glo.  It  did  ali^b^s  seem  bo  to  us  :  but  now,  in 
the  division  of  the  kingdom,  it  appears  not  which 
of  the  dukes  he  values  most ;  for  equalities  are  so 
weig:h*d,  that  curiosity*  in  neither  can  make  choice 
of  cither's  moiety.2 

Kent.  Is  not  this  your  son,  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  His  breeding,  sir,  hath  been  at  my  charge : 
I  have  so  often  blushed  to  acknowledge  him,  Uiat 
now  I  am  brazed  to  it 

Kent.  I  cannot  conceive  vou. 

Glo.    Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  could 
whereupon  she  grew  round-wombed  ;  and  had,  in 
deed,  sir,  a  son  for  her  cradle,  ere  she  had  a  hus- 
band for  her  bed.     Do  you  smell  a  fault  ? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wish  the  fault  undone,  the  issue 
of  it  being  so  proper* 

Glo.  But  I  have,  sir,  a  son  by  order  of  law,  some 
year  elder  than  this,  who  yet  is  no  dearer  in  my 
account :  though  this  knave  came  somewhat  saucily 
into  the  world  before  he  was  sent  for,  yet  was  his 
mother  fair ;  there  was  good  sport  at  his  making, 
and  the  whoreson  must  be  acknowledged. — Do  you 
know  this  noble  gentlemaif,  Edmund .' 

Edm.  No,  my  lord. 

Glo.  Mv  lord  of  Kent :  remember  him  hereaf- 
*  ter  as  my  honourable  friend. 

Edm.  My  services  to  your  lordship. 

Kent.  I  must  love  you,  and  sue  to  know  you 
better. 

Edm.  Sir,  I  shall  study  deserving. 

Glo.  He  hath  been  out  nine  years,  and  away  be 
shall  again : — The  king  is  coming. 

[TVumpeis  sound  tpithin. 

(1)  Most  scrupulous  nicety. 

(2)  Part  or  division.  (3)  Handsome. 


Enter  Lear,  Cornwall,  Albany,  Goneril,  Regaft. 
Cordelia,  and  Attendants. 

Lear.  Attend  the  lords  of  France  and  Burgundy, 
Gloster. 

Glo.  I  shall,  my  liege.        [Exe.  Gla  and  Edm. 

Licar.  Mean-time  we  shall  express  our  darkeH 
purpose. 
Give  me  the  map  there. — Know,  that  we  have  di- 

vided. 
In  three,  our  kingdom :  and  'tis  our  fast  intent* 
To  shake  all  cares  and  business  from  our  age; 
Conferring  them  on  younger  strengths,  while  we 
Unburden'd  crawl  toward  death.— Ourson  of  Corn- 
wall, 
And  you,  our  no  less  loving  son  of  Albany, 
We  have  this  hour  a  constant  will  to  publish 
Our  daughters'  several  dowers,  that  future  strife 
May  be  prevented  now.     The  princes,  France  and 

Burgundy, 
Great  rivals  in  our  youngest  daughter's  love, 
Long  in  our  court  have  made  their  amorous  to- 

joum. 
And  here  are  to  be  answer'd. — Tell  roe,  my  daugh- 
ters, 
(Since  now  we  will  divest  us,  both  of  rule, 
Interest  of  territory,  cares  of  state,) 
Which  of  you,  shall  we  say,  doth  love  us  most  f 
That  we  our  largest  bounty  may  extend 
Where  nraerit  dofii  most  challenge  it — Goneril, 
Our  eldest-born,  speak  first 

Gon.  Sir,  I 

Do  love  you  more  than  words  can  wield  the  matter. 
Dearer  than  eye-sight,  space  and  liberty  ; 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued,  rich  jr  rare ; 
No  less  than  life,  with  grace, health,  beauty,  honour: 
As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  or  father  found. 
A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  speech  unable; 
Beyond  all  manner  of  so  much  I  love  you. 

Cor.  What  shall  Cordelia  do  ?  Love,  and  be  d- 
lent.  [Asidt. 

Lear.  Of  all  these  bounds,  even  from  this  line 
to  this, 

(4)  More  secret        (5)  Determined  roolutioQ. 
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With  shadowy  forests  and  with  champainsl  rich'd. 
With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-skirted  meads. 
We  make  thee  lady:  To  thine  and  Albany's  issue 
Be  this  perpetual. — What  says  our  second  daughter. 
Our  dearest  Regan,  wife  to  Cornwall  ?  Speak. 

Rfg.  I  am  made  of  that  self  metal  as  my  sister, 
^nd  prire  me  at  her  worth.  In  my  true  heart 
I  find,  she  names  my  very  deed  of  love  ; 
Only  she  comes  too  short, — That  I  profess 
Mvself  an  enemy  to  all  other  joys, 
Wnich  the  most  precious  square^  of  sense  possesses ; 
And  find,  I  am  alone  felicitate' 
In  your  dear  highness*  love. 

Cor.  Then  poor  Cordelia !  [Aside. 

And  yet  not  so ;  since,  I  am  sure,  my  love's 
More  richer  than  my  tongue. 

Lear.  To  thee,  and  thine,  hereditary  ever, 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom; 
No  less  in  space,  validity ,<  and  pleasure, 
Than  that  confirm'd  on  Goneril. — Now,  our  joy, 
Although  the  last,  not  least ;  to  whose  young  love 
The  vines  of  France,  and  milk  of  Burgundy, 
Strive  to  Imj  intereiis'd :  what  can  you  say,  to  draw 
A  third  more  opulent  than  your  sisters  ?  Speak 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

I^ar  Nothing  ^ 

Cor.  Nothing. 

Ijear.  Nothing  can  come  of  nothing :  speak  again. 

Cor.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth :  I  love  your  majesty 
Accord inw^  to  mv  bond  ;  nor  more,  nor  less. 

Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia  f  mend  your  speech 
a  little, 
Lest  it  may  mar  your  fortunes. 

Cor.  Good  ray  lord, 

You  have  begot  me,  bred  me,  lov*d  me  :  I 
Return  those  duties  back  as  are  right  fit. 
Obey  vou,  love  you,  and  most  honour  you. 
Why  have  my  sisters  husbands,  if  they  say, 
They  love  you,  all.^  Haply,*  when  I  shall  wed, 
That  lord,  whose  hand  must  take  my  plight,  shall 

carry 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care,  and  duty : 
Sure,  I  shall  never  marry  like  my  sisters, 
To  love  my  father  all. 

Lear.  But  goes  this  with  thy  heart.' 

Cor.  A  v,  good  mj  lord. 

L.ear.  So  young,  and  so  untender 7 

0>r.  So  young,  my  lord,  and  true. 

Lear.  Let  it  be  so. — Thy  truth  then  be  thy  dower : 
For,  by  the  sacred  radiancy  of  the  sun  ; 
The  mysteries  of  Hecate,  and  the  night ; 
By  all  the  operations  of  the  orbs. 
From  whom  we  do  exist,  and  cease  to  be ; 
Here  I  disclaim  all  my  paternal  care, 
Propinquity^  and  property  of  blood. 
Ana  as  a  stranger  to  my  heart  and  me 
Hold  thee,  from  this,'  for  ever.     The  barbarous 

Scythian, 
Or  he  that  makes  his  generation^  messes 
To  gorge  his  appetite,  shall  to  my  bosom 
Be  as  well  neighboured,  pitied,  and  relieved. 
As  thou  my  sometime  daughter. 

Kent.  Good  my  liege, — 

Lear.  Peace,  Kent! 
Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath : 
I  lov'd  her  most,  and  thought  to  set  my  rest 
On  her  kind  nursery. — Hence,  and  avoid  my  sight! — 
[To  Cordelia. 
So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 

(1)  Open  plains.        (2)  Comprehension. 
(3)  Made  happy.        (4)  Value. 
(5)  Perhaps.         (6)  Kindred. 


Her  father's  heart  finom  her  .'—Call  France ;— Wb»« 

stirs.' 
Call  Burgundy. — Cornwall,  and  Albany, 
With  my  two  daughters*  dowers  digest  this  third  * 
Let  pricic,  which  M»e  calls  plainness,  many  her. 
I  do  invest  you  jointly  with  my  power, 
Pre-eminence,  and  all  the  lai^e  effects 
That  troop  with  majesty. — Ourself,   by  moDthlf 

course. 
With  reservation  of  a  hundred  knights. 
By  you  to  be  sustained,  shall  our  abode 
>lake  with  you  by  due  turns.     Only  we  still  i 
The  name,  and  all  the  additions^  to  a  king; 
The  sway. 

Revenue,  execution  of  the  rest,^ 
Beloved  sons,  be  yours :  which  to  confirm. 
This  coronet  part  between  you.  [Giving  the  < 

Kent.  Royal  Lear, 

Whom  I  have  ever  honoured  as  my  king, 
Lov*d  as  my  father,  as  my  master  followed. 
As  my  great  patron  thought  on  in  my  prayers, — 

Lear.  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn,  make  (rcn 
the  shaft 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart :  be  Kent  unmannerly. 
When  Lear  is  mad.     What  would'st  thou  do,  old 

man.' 
Think'st  thou,  that  duty  shall  have  dread  to  speak. 
When  power  to  flattery  bows.'  To  plainness  hoo-^ 

our*s  bound. 
When  majesty  stoops  to  folly.    Reverse  thy  doom; 
And,  in  thy  best  consideration,  check 
This  hideous  rashness :  answer  my  life  my  judg 

ment, 
T^y  youngest  daughter  does  not  love  thee  least ; 
Nor  are  those  empty-hearted,  whose  low  sound 
Reverbs'i  no  hollowness. 

Lear.  Kent,  on  thy  life,  no  mor& 

Kent.  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  against  thine  enemies ;  nor  fear  to  lose  it. 
Thy  safety  being  the  motive. 

Lear.  Out  of  my  sight ! 

Kent.  See  better,  Lear ;  and  let  me  still  remain 
The  true  blank'2  of  thine  eye. 

Lear.  Now,  by  Apollo, — 

Kent.  Now,  by  Apollo,  king, 

Thou  8wear*st  thy  gods  in  vain. 

Lear.  O,  vassal !  miscreant ! 

[Laying  tiis  hand  on  his  noordL 

Alb.  Com.  Dear  sir,  forbear. 

Kent.  Do; 
Kill  thy  physician,  and  the  fee  bestow 
Upon  the  foul  disease.     Revoke  thy  gifl ; 
Or,  whilst  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat, 
ril  tell  thee,  thou  dost  evil 

/>flr.  Hear  me,  recreant! 

On 'thine  allegiance  hear  me ! — 
Since  thou  hast  sought  to  make  us  break  oar  tow 
(Which  we  durst  never  yet,)  and,  with  strained 

pride, 
To  come  betwixt  our  sentence  and  our  power 
(Which  nor  our  nature  nor  our  place  can  bear;) 
Our  potency  make  good,  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee,  for  provision 
To  shield  thee  from  diseases  of  the  world ; 
And,  on  the  sixth,  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  kingdom  :  if,  on  the  tenth  day  followii^ 
Thy  banished  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions. 
The  moment  is  thy  death :  Away  !  By  Jupiter, 
This  shall  not  be  revok'd. 

(7)  From  this  time.         (8)  His  children. 

(9)  Titles.         (10)  All  other  subjects. 

(11)  Reverberates.     (12)  The  mark  to  shoot  tt 
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Kmt.  Fare  thee  well,  king :  aioce  tbos  thou  wilt 

appear, 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  banishment  is  here. — 
The  gods  to  their  dear  shelter  take  thee,  maid, 

[To  Cordelia. 
That  justly  think*st,  and  hast  nwst  nghtly  said  I — 
And  your  large  speeches  may  your  d^s  approve, 
[  To  Regan  and  Goneril. 
That  eood  effects  may  spring  from  words  of  love. — 
Thus  Kent,  O  princes,  Dtds  you  all  adieu ; 
HeMl  shape  his  old  course  i  in  a  countiy  new.  [£x. 

Rc-enier  Gloeter;  vaith  France,  Burgundy,  and 
Attendants. 

Glo.  Here*s  France  and  Burgundy,  my  noble 
lord. 

Lear.  My  lord  of  Burgundy, 
"We  first  address  towards  you,  who  with  this  king 
Hath  rivaled  for  our  daughter ;  What,  in  the  least 
Will  you  require  in  present  dower  with  her, 
Or  cease  your  quest  of  love  .^2 

Bur.  Most  royal  majesty, 

I  crave  no  more  than  hath  your  highness  ofi'erM, 
Nor  will  you  tender  less. 

Lear.  Right  noble  Buif;undy, 

When  she  was  dear  to  us,  we  did  hold  her  so ; 
But  now  her  price  is  falPn:  Sir,  there  she  stands ; 
If  aught  within  that  little,  seeming*  substance. 
Or  all  of  it,  with  our  displeasure  piecM, 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  grace. 
She's  there,  and  she  is  yours. 

Bur.  I  know  no  answer. 

Lear.  Sir, 
Will  you,  with  those  infirmities  she  owes,* 
Unfriended,  new-adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dower'd  with  our  curse,  and  strangerM  with  our 

oath. 
Take  her,  or  leave  her  f 

Bur.  Pardon  me,  rqjral  sir; 

Election  makes  not  up*  on  such  conditions. 

Lear.  Then  leave  ner,  sir ;  for  by  the  power  that 
made  me, 
I  tell  you  all  her  wealth. — For  you,  great  king, 

[To  France. 
I  would  not  from  your  love  make  such  a  stray. 
To  match  you  where  I  hate ;  therefore  beseech  you 
To  avert*  yo-ir  liking  a  more  worthier  way. 
Than  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  ashamed 
Almost  to  acknowledge  hers. 

France.  This  is  nrKWt  strange  I 

That  she,  that  even  but  now  was  your  best  object. 
The  argument  of  your  praise,  balm  of  your  age. 
Most  best,  most  dearest,  should  in  this  trice  of  time 
Commit  a  thing  so  nxxistrous,  to  dismantle 
So  many  folds  of  favour !  Sure,  her  odfence 
Must  be  of  such  unnatural  degree. 
That  monsters  it,  or  your  fore-vouch'd^  affection 
Fall  into  taint  :8  which  to  believe  of  her. 
Must  be  a  faith,  that  reason  without  miracle 
Could  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor.  I  yet  beseech  your  majest}- 

(If  foi^  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art, 
To  speak   and   purpose  not;  since  what  I  well 

intend, 
I'll  do*t  before  I  speak,)  that  you  make  known 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murder,  or  foulness. 
No  unchaste  action,  or  dishonoured  step. 
That  hath  deprived  me  of  your  grace  and  favour : 
But  even  for  want  of  that,  for  which  1  am  richer ; 

(1)  Follow  his  old  mode  of  life. 

(2)  Amorous  expedition.  (3)  Specious. 

(4)  Owns,  is  possessed  of       (5)  Concludes  not 
(6)  Turn.  (7)  Former  declaration  of. 


A  still-soliciting  eye,  and  snch  a  tongne 

That  I  am  glad  J  have  not,  though  not  to  have  it. 

Hath  lost  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou 

Hadst  not  been  bora,  than  not  to  have  pleas'd  roe 
better. 

France.  Is  it  but  this  ?  a  tardiness  in  nature. 
Which  often  leaves  the  history  unspoke. 
That  it  intends  to  do.^— My  lord  of  Bui^ndy, 
What  say  you  to  the  lady .'  Love  is  not  fove. 
When  it  is  mingled  with  respects,  that  stand 
Aloof  from  the  entire  point ^  Will  you  have  her 
She  is  herself  a  dowry. 

Bur.  Royal  Lear, 

Give  but  that  portion  which  yourself  propos'd. 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand. 
Duchess  of  Burgundy. 

Lear.  Nothing :  I  have  swora ;  I  am  firna. 

Bur.  I  am  sorry  then,  you  have  so  lost  a  father 
That  you  must  lose  a  husband. 

Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy . 

Since  that  respects  of  fortune  are  his  love, 
1  shall  not  be  his  wife. 

France.   Fairest  Cordelia,  thou  art  roost  rich, 
being  poor; 
Most  choice,  forsaken ;  and  most  lovM,  despisM ! 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  seize  upon : 
Be  it  lawful,  I  take  up  what*s  cast  away. 
Gods,  gods!  'tis  strange,  that  from  their  cold*fl( 

neglect 
My  love  should  kindle  to  inflamM  respect. — 
Thy  dowerlcss  daughter,  king,  thrown  to  my  chance. 
Is  queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France : 
Not  all  the  dukes  of  wat'rish  Burgundy 
Shall  buy  this  unprii'd  precious  maid  of  me. — 
Bid  them  farewell,  Coi'Oelia,  though  unkind : 
Thou  losest  here,  a  better  wnere^i  to  find. 

Lear.  Thou  hast  her,  France :  let  her  be  thine ; 
for  we 
Have  no  such  daughter,  nor  shall  ever  see 
That  face  of  hers  again  : — Therefore  be  gone. 
Without  our  grace,  our  love,  our  benizon.13 — 
Come,  noble  Burgundy. 

[Flourish.   Exeunt  Lear,  Burgundy,  Cornwall, 
Albany,  Gloster,  and  Attaidants. 

France.  Bid  farewell  to  your  sisters. 

Cor.  The  jewels  of  our  father,  with  washed  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you  :  I  know  you  what  you  are; 
And,  like  a  sister,  am  most  loath  to  call 
Your  faults,  as  they  are  nam'd.  Use  well  our  father : 
To  your  professed  bosoms  I  commit  him : 
But  yet,  alas  !  stood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
So  farewell  to  you  both. 

Gon.  Prescribe  not  us  our  duties. 

Reg.  Let  your  study 

Be,  to  content  your  lord ;  who  hath  received  you 
At  fortune's  alms.  You  have  obedience  scanted. 
And  well  are  worth  the  want  that  you  have  wanted. 

Cor.  Time  shall  unfold  what  plaited^^  cunning 
hides ; 
Who  cover  faults,  at  last  shame  them  derides. 
Well  may  you  prosper ! 

France.  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia. 

[Exeunt  France  and  Cordelia. 

Gon.  Sister,  it  is  not  a  little  I  have  to  say,  of 
what  most  nearly  appertains  to  us  both.  I  think, 
our  father  will  hence  to-night 

Reg.  That's  most  certain,  and  with  you  ;  next 
month  with  us. 

(8)  Reproach  or  censure.  (9)  Because. 

(10)  *  iVho  seeks  for  aught  in  love  but  love  alone.'* 

(11)  Place.    (12)  Blessing.   (13)  Folded,  doubled. 
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Gon.  You  see  how  fall  of  changM  hit  age  is ; 
the  observation  we  hare  made  of  it  hath  not  been 
little :  he  always  loved  oar  sister  most;  and  with 
what  poor  judgment  he  hath  now  cast  her  off,  ap- 
pears too  erossly. 

Beg.  *Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age :  yet  be  hath 
ever  but  slenderly  known  himaelC 

Gon.  The  best  and  soundest  of  his  time  hath 
been  but  rash  ;  then  must  we  look  to  receive  from 
his  age,  not  alone  the  imperfections  of  long-engraA- 
ed  condition,^  but  therewithal,  the  unruly  way- 
wardness that  infirm  and  choleric  years  bring  with 
them. 

Reg.  Such  unconstant  starts  are  we  like  to  have 
from  him,  as  this  of  Kent's  banishment 

Gon.  There  is  further  compliment  of  leave- 
taking  between  France  and  him.  Pray  you,  let  us 
hit  toeether:  If  our  father  carrv  authority  with 
such  aispositions  as  he  beaxs,  this  last  suneuder  of 
bis  will  but  offend  us. 

Reg.  We  shall  further  think  of  it 

Gon.  We  must  do  something,  and  i^the  heat^ 

[Exeunt. 

SCE^TE  11— A  haU  in  Uu  EaH  of  Glotter*s 
castle.    Enier  Edmund,  toUh  a  letter, 

Edm.  Thou,  nature,  art  my  goddess;  to  thy  law 
My  services  are  bound :  WMrefore  should  I 
Stand  in  the  plague'  of  custom ;  and  pennit 
The  curiosity^  of  nations  to  deprive  me. 
For  that  I  am  some  twelve  or  fourteen  moon-shines 
Laf  of  a  brother  f  Why  bastard  ?  wherefore  baae.^ 
When  mr  dimensions  are  as  well  compact. 
My  mina  as  generous,  and  mv  shape  as  true, 
As  honest  madam*s  issue  ?  Why  brand  they  us 
With  base.'  with  baseness?  bastardy?  base, base? 
Who,  in  the  lusty  stealth  of  nature,  take 
More  composition  and  fierce  quality, 
Than  doth,  within  a  dull,  stale,  tired  bed. 
Go  to  the  creating  a  whole  tribe  of  fops. 
Got  'tween  asleep  and  wake  ? — Well  then. 
Legitimate  Edgar,  I  must  have  your  land : 
Our  father's  love  is  to  the  bastara  Edmund, 
As  to  the  legitimate :  Fine  word, — legitimate ! 
Well,  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  speed. 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  me  base 
Shall  top  the  legitimate.     I  grow ;  I  prosper : — 
Now,  gods,  stand  op  for  bastards ! 

Enier  Glotter. 

Glo.  Kent  banish'd  thus !  And  France  in  choler 
parted ! 
And  the  kmg  gone  to-night !  subscribed*  his  power ! 
Confin'd  to  exhibition  !<  All  this  done 
Upon  the  gad  .'7— Edmund !  How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Edm.  §0  please  your  lordship,  none. 

[Putting  up  the  letter. 

Glo.  Why  so  earnestly  seek  you  to  put  up  that 
letter? 

Edm.  I  know  no  news,  my  lord. 

Glo.  What  paper  were  you  reading  ? 

Edm.  Nothing,  my  lordL 

Glo.  No?  What  needed  then  that  terrible  des- 

Ctch  of  it  into  your  pocket  ?  the  quality  of  nothing 
th  not  such  need  to  hide  itself.   Let's  see :  Come, 
if  it  be  nothing,  I  shall  not  need  spectacles. 

Edm.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  pardon  me :  it  u  a  let- 
ter firom  my  brother,  that  I  nave  not  all  o*er-read ; 

(1)  Qualities  of  mind. 

(2)  Strike  while  the  iron  it  hoL 

(3)  The  injustice. 

(4)  The  nicety  of  civil  institution. 

(5)  Yielded,  surrendered.     (6)  Allowance. 


for  so  moch  as  t  have  penned,  I  find  it  not  fit  for 
your  over-looking. 

Glo.  Give  me  the  letter,  sir. 

Edm.  I  diall  offend,  either  to  detain  or  give  it 
The  contents,  as  in  part  I  understand  than,  are  to 
blame. 

Glo.  Let's  see,  let's  see. 

Edm.  I  hope,  for  my  brother's  justification,  be 
wrote  this  but  as  an  essay^  or  taste  of  my  virtue. 

Glo.  [Reads.]  TlUs  policy^  and  reverence  of  age, 
makes  the  world  hitter  to  the  best  qf  our  times  ,* 
keqts  our  fortunes  from  w,  till  our  oldness  can' 
not  relish  them.  I  begin  to  find  an  idle  andfonfi 
bondage  in  the  oppression  ^  aged  tyranny ;  who 
swaySf  not  as  it  hath  power ^  but  tuiiis  suffered. 
Come  to  me,  thai  of  this  I  may  speak  more.  If 
our  father  would  ueep  till  I  wajudhimt  you  should 
enjoy  ha\f  his  revenue  for  ever,  and  live  the  60- 
USved  qfyour  brother,  Edgar. — Humph— Conspi- 
racy ! — Seep  till  I  waked  Aim,  you  mould  enjoy 
ha(f  his  revenue, — MysonEd^!  Hadheahana 
to  write  this?  a  heart  and  bram  to  breed  it  in ?— 
When  came  thii  to  you  ?  Who  brought  it  ? 

Edm.  It  was  not  brooeht  me,  my  lord,  there's 
the  cunning  of  it;  I  fi>una  it  thrown  in  at  (he  cas»> 
ment  of  my  closet 

Glo.  You  know  the  character  to  be  your  buo* 
ther's? 

E^bn.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I  dunt 
swear  it  were  his ;  but,  in  respect  of  that,  I  would 
fain  think  it  were  not 

Glo.  It  is  his. 

Bldm.  It  is  his  hand,  my  lord ;  but,  I  hope,  his 
heart  is  not  in  the  contents. 

Glo.  Hath  he  never  heretofore  sqimded  yoD  in 
this  business  ? 

Edm.  Never,  my  lord :  But  I  have  often  heaid 
him  maintain  it  to  Qe  fit,  that,  sons  at  perfect  agCL 
and  fathers  declining,  the  father  should  be  as  ward 
to  the  son,  and  the  son  manaee  his  revenue. 

Glo.  O  villain,  villain ! — His  very  opinion  in  (he 
letter! — Abhorred  villain!  Unnatural,  detested, 
brutish  villain!  worse  than  brutish! — Go,  simh, 
seek  him ;  I'll  apprehend  him : — ^Abominable  ?iW 
lain ! — Where  is  he  ? 

Edm.  I  do  not  well  know,  my  lord.  If  ^t  shall 
please  yon  to  suspend  your  indignation  against  ni^ 
Brother,  till  you  can  derive  from  him  better  testi- 
mony of  his  intent,  you  shall  run  a  certain  course; 
where,  10  if  you  vicjently  proceed  against  him,  mis* 
taking  his  purpose,  it  would  make  a  great  gap  in 
voor  own  honour,  and  shake  in  pieces  the  bout  of 
his  obedience.  I  dare  pawn  down  my  life  for  him, 
that  he  hath  writ  this  to  feel  my  affection  to  your 
hooour,ii  and  to  no  other  pretence^^  of  danger. 

Glo.  Think  you  so? 

Edm.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place 
you  where  you  shall  hear  us  confer  of  this,  and  br 
an  auricular  assurance  have  Tour  satisfaction ;  ana 
that  without  any  further  delay  than  this  veiy 
evening. 

Glo.  He  cannot  be  such  a  monster. 

Edm.  Nor  is  not,  sure. 

Glo.  To  his  father,  that  so  tenderly  and  entirelv 
loves  him. — Heaven  and  earth ! — Edmund,  seek 
him  out ;  wind  me  into  him,  I  pray  you :  frame  the 
business  aAer  your  own  wisdom :  I  would  unstata 
myself,  to  be  in  a  doe  resolution.  ^ 

(7)  Suddenly.        (8)  Trial 
(9)  Weak  and  foolis'h.        (10)  Wheieas. 
(11)  The  usual  address  to  a  lord.     (12)  Design. 
(13)  Give  all  that  I  am  possessed  of,  to  be  cer* 
tain  of  the  truth 
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Edm,  I  will  seek  him,  air,  pmcntly ;  conreyi 
the  business  as  I  shall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you 
withal. 

Glo.  These  late  eclipses  in  the  sun  and  moon  por- 
tend no  good  to  us  :  Though  the  wisdom  of  nature 
can  reason  it  thus  and  thus,  yet  nature  finds  itself 
scoureed  by  the  sequent^  effects :  love  cools,  friend- 
ship falls  on,  brothers  divide  :  in  cities,  mutinies ;  in 
countries,  discord ;  in  palaces,  treason :  and  the 
bond  cracked  between  son  and  father.  This  villain 
of  mine  comes  under  the  prediction ;  there's  son 
against  father :  the  king  falls  from  bias  of  nature ; 
there^s  father  against  child.  We  have  seen  the  best 
of  our  time :  Machinations,  hollowness,  treachery, 
and  all  ruinous  disorders,  follow  us  disquietly  to  our 
eraves! — Find  out  this  villain,  Edmund,  it  shall 
lose  thee  nothing ;  do  it  carefully  : — And  the  noble 
and  true-hearted  Kent  banished !  his  ofl^ence,  hon- 
esty ! — Strange !  strange  !  [Exit. 

Edm.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world  I 
that,  when  we  are  sick  in  fortune  (often  the  surfeit 
of  our  behaviour,)  we  make  guilty  of  our  disasters, 
the  sun,  the  moon,  and  the  stars  :  as  if  we  were  vil- 
lains by  necessity ;  fools,  by  heavenly  compulsion ; 
knaves,  thieves,  and  treachers,'  by  spherical  pre- 
dominance ;  drunkards,  liars,  and  adulterers,  by 
an  enforced  obedience  of  planetary  influence  ;  and 
all  that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thrusting  on : 
An  admirable  evasion  of  whoremaster  man,  to  lay 
his  goatish  disposition  to  the  charge  of  a  star !  My 
father  compounded  with  my  mother  under  the 
dragon's  tail;  and  my  nativity  was  under  vrsa 
major  ,-*  so  that  it  follows,  I  am  rough  and  leche- 
rous.— Tut,  I  should  have  been  that  I  am,  had  the 
niaidenliest  star  in  the  firmament  twinkled  on  my 
bastardizing.     Edgar — 

£!n(er  Edgar, 
and  pat  he  comes,  like  the  catastrophe  of  the  old 
comedy  :  My  cue  is  villanous  melancholy,  with  a 
sigh  like  Tom  o'Bedlam. — O,  these  eclipses  do  por- 
tend these  divisions  !  fa,  sol,  la,  mi.^ 

Edg.  How  now,  brother  Edmund  ?  What  serious 
contemplation  are  you  in  f 

Edm.  I  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  prediction  I 
read  this  other  day,  what  should  follow  these 
eclipses. 

Edg.  Do  you  busy  yourself  with  that.' 

E<hn.  I  promise  you,  the  efiects  he  writes  of 
succeed  unhappily ;  as  of  unnatural ness  between 
the  child  ana  the  parent ;  death,  dearth,  dissolu- 
tions of  ancient  amities ;  divisions  in  state,  menaces 
and  maledictions  against  king  and  nobles ;  need- 
less diffidences,  banishment  of  friends,  dissipation 
of  cohorts,^  nuptial  breaches,  and  I  know  not  what. 

Edg.  How  long  have  you  been  a  sectaiy  astro- 
nomical ? 

Edm,  Come,  come ;  when  saw  you  my  fether 
last.!" 

JE^ig.  Why,  the  night  gone  by. 

Edm.  Spake  you  with  him.' 

Edg.  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Edm.  Parted  you  in  good  terms .'  Found  you  no 
displeasure  in  him,  by  word  or  countenance  ? 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

EtSn.  Bethink  yourself,  wherein  you  may  have 
offended  him :  and  at  my  entreaty,  forbear  his  pre- 
sence, till  some  little  time  hath  qualified  the  heat 
of  his  displeasure ;  which  at  this  instant  so  rageth 

(1)  Manage.      (2)  Following.     (3)  Traitors. 

(4)  Great  Bear,  the  constellation  so  named. 

(5)  These  sounds  are  unnatural  and  ofl'ensive  in 


in  him,  that  with  the  mischief  of  your  person  it 
would  scarcely  allay. 

Edg.  Some  yillafn  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Edm.  That's  my  fear.  I  pray  you,  have  a  conti- 
nent^ forbearance,  till  the  speed  of  his  rage  goes 
slower ;  and,  as  I  say,  retire  with  me  to  my  lodging, 
from  whence  I  will  fitly  bring  you  to  hear  my  lord 
speak  :  Pray  you,  go ;  there's  my  key : — If  you  do 
stir  abroad,  go  armed. 

Edg.  Armed,  brother.' 

Edm.  Brother,  I  advise  you  to  the  best:  go 
armed ;  I  am  no  honest  man,  if  there  be  any  good 
meaning  towards  you  :  I  have  told  you  what  I  have 
seen  and  heard,  but  faintly ;  nothing  like  the  image 
and  horror  of  it :  Pray  you,  away. 

Edg.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon .' 

Edm.  I  do  serve  you  in  this  business. — 

[Exit  Edgar. 
A  credulous  father,  and  a  brother  noble, 
Whose  nature  is  so  far  from  doing  harms. 
That  he  suspects  none ;  on  whose  foolish  honesty 
My  practices  ride  easy  ! — I  see  the  business. — 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit : 
All  with  me*s  meet,  that  I  can  fashion  fit.     [Exit, 

SCEJ^E  III.— A  room  in  the  Duke  of  Albany's 
palace.    Enter  Goneril  and  Steward. 

Gon.  Did  my   father  strike  my  gentleman  tot 
chiding  of  his  fool .' 

Stew.  Ay,  madam. 

Gon.  By  day  and  night !  he  wrongs  me ;  eyeiy 
hour 
He  flashes  info  one  gross  crime  or  other. 
That  sets  us  all  at  cwlds  :  I'll  not  endure  it : 
His  knights  grow  riotous,  and  himself  upbraids  us 
On  every  trifle : — When  he  returns  from  hunting, 
I  will  not  speak  with  him ;  say,  I  am  sick  : — 
If  you  come  slack  of  former  services. 
You  shall  do  well ;  the  fault  of  jt  I'll  answer. 

Stew.  He's  coming,  madam ;  I  hear  hino. 

[Horns  within, 

Gon.  Put  on  what  weaiy  negligence  you  please, 
Vou  and  vour  fallows ;  I'd  have  it  come  to  question; 
If  he  dislike  it,  let  him  to  my  sister. 
Whose  mind  and  mine,  1  know,  in  that  are  one, 
Not  to  be  over-rul'd.     Idle  old  man. 
That  still  would  manage  those  authorities. 
That  he  hath  given  away ! — Now,  by  my  life. 
Old  fools  are  Sabes  again ;  and  must  be  us'd 
With  checks,  as  flatteries, — when  they  are  seen 

abus'd. 
Remember  what  I  have  said. 

Stew.  Very  well,  madam. 

Gon,  And  let  his  knights  have  colder  looks  among 
you ; 
What  grows  of  it,  no  matter;  advise  your  fellows  so 
I  would  breed  from  hence  occasions,  and  1  shall, 
That  I  may  speak  : — I'll  write  straight  to  my  sister 
To  hold  my  veiy  course  : — Prepare  for  dinner. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJ^E  IV.—A  hall  in  the  same.    Enter  Kent, 
disguised, 

Kent.  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow, 
That  can  my  speech  difltise,^  my  good  intent 
May  carry  through  itself  to  that  full  issue 
For  which  I  raz'd^  my  likeness.    Now,  banidi*d 

Kent, 
If  thou  canst  serve  where  thou  dost  stand  condemn'd 
(So  may  it  come !)  thy  master,  whom  thou  lov'st, 

(6)  For  cohorts  some  editors  read  courts, 

(7)  Temperate. 

(8)  Disorder,  disguise.        (9)  EOaced. 
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Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 

Horns  leithin.   Enter  Lear,  Knig^hts,  and  Attend- 
ants. 

Lear.  Let  roe  not  stay  a  jot  for  dinner ;  go,  get 
It  ready.  [£xtl  an  Attendant.]  How  Dovf,  what 
art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A  man,  sir. 

Lear.  What  dost  thou  profess  f  What  wouldest 
thou  with  U9  ? 

Kent.  1  do  profess  to  be  no  leas  than  I  seem;  to 
serve  him  truly,  that  will  put  me  in  trust ;  to  love 
hiro  that  is  honest ;  to  conTersei  with  him  that  is 
wise,  and  says  little ;  to  fear  judgment ;  to  %ht, 
whpn  I  cannot  choose ;  and  to  eat  no  fish. 

Lear.  What  art  thou  > 

Kent.  A  veiy  bonest>hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor 
as  the  king. 

Lear.  U  thou  be  as  poor  for  a  subject,  as  he  is 
for  a  king,  thou  art  poor  enough.  What  wouldest 
thou? 

Kent.  Service. 

Lear.  Who  wouldest  thou  serve  ? 

Kent.  You. 

Lear.  Dost  thou  know  me,  fellow  f 

Kent.  No,  sir ;  but  you  have  that  in  your  coun- 
tenance, which  I  would  tain  call  master. 

Lear.  What's  that? 

Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  services  canst  thou  do? 

Kent.  I  can  keep  honest  counsel,  ride,  run,  roar 
a  curious  tale  in  tetiine  it,  and  deliver  a  plain  roes- 
sage  bluntlv  :  that  which  ordinary  men  are  fit  for, 
I  am  qualified  in ;  and  the  best  of  roe  is  diligence. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent  Not  so  young,  sir,  to  love  a  woman  for 
singing ;  nor  so  old,  to  dote  on  her  for  any  thii^ : 
I  have  years  on  my  back  forty -eight. 

Lear.  Follow  roe;  thou  shalt  serve  me;  if  I  like 
thee  no  worse  after  dinner,  I  will  not  part  from  thee 
yet.— Dinner,  ho,  dinner! — Where's  my  knave? 
my  fool  ?  Go  you,  and  call  my  fool  hither : — 

Enter  Steward. 

You,  you,  sirrah,  where's  ray  daughter? 

Stetc.  So  please  you, —  [Exit. 

Lear.  What  says  the  fellow  there?  Call  the  clot- 
poll  bock. — Where's  my  fool,  he? — I  think  the 
world's  a?*!oon. — How  now?  where's  that  mongrel  ? 

Knight.  He  says,  my  lord,  your  daughter  i&  not 
well. 

Lear.  Why  came  not  the  slave  back  to  roe,  when 
I  call'd  him  ? 

Knight.  Sir,  he  answer'd  roe  in  the  roundest 
manner,  he  would  not. 

L^ir.  He  would  not ! 

Knight.  My  lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter 
\n  ;  but,  to  my  judgment,  your  highness  is  not  en- 
tertained with  that  ceremonious  atlection  as  you 
Were  wont ;  there's  a  great  abatement  of  kindness 
ap)>ear$,  aji  well  in  the  general  dep>endants,  as  in 
the  iluke  himst^lf  aljo,  and  your  daughter. 

Ijfnr.   Ha  I  say  est  thou  so  ? 

Knight.  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord,  if  I 
be  ini>taken:  for  my  duty  cannot  be  silent,  when  I 
think  ywir  highness  is  wnxigeti 

AmV.  Thou  but  rememberest  me  of  mine  own 
conception  :  I  have  perceived  a  nK»t  faint  neglect 
of  Ute  ;  which  I  have  rather  blamed  as  mine  own 
jealous  curiosity ,3  than  as  a  very  pretence^  and 
(MjqxMe  of  unkinditess :  I  will  look  further  into*t — 


(1^^  Keep  company. 
(2)  Punctilious  jealousy. 


',3:*  Design. 


But  whereas  nq|r  tod  ?  I  have  not  aem  hiro  these 
two  days. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  lady's  going  into  Fnnce, 
sir,  the  fool  hath  much  pined  away. 

Lear.  No  more  of  that ;  I  have  noted  it  weO.— 
Go  you,  and  tell  my  daughter,  I  would  speak  with 
her. — Go  you,  call  hither  my  ifool. — 

Re-enter  Steward. 

O,  you  sir,  you  sir,  come  you  hither :  Who  am  I, 
sir? 

Stew.  My  lady's  father. 

Lear.  My  lacfy's  father !  my  lord's  knave :  you 
whoreson  dog !  you  slave !  you  cur ! 

Stew.  I  am  nooe  of  this,  my  lord ;  I  beaeedi  yoo, 
pardon  me. 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  yoa  rascal? 
[Striking  km. 

Stew.  I'll  not  be  struck,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tripped  neither;  yoc  base  ibo(-b»U 
player.  [^^'W*'"?'  *fP  ***  **•"• 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow ;  thou  servest  me,  and 
I'll  love  thee. 

Kent.  Come,  sir,  arise,  away :  I'll  leach  yoa  dif- 
ferences; away,  awav:  If  you  will  measure  your 
lubber's  length  again,  tarry :  but  away :  go  to 
Have  you  wiiidom  ?  so.    \  Pushes  the  Steward  md 

Lear.  Now,  my  frienaly  knave,  I  thank  thee: 
there's  earnest  of  thy  service. 

[Giving  Kent  Monsy. 

Enter  FooL. 

FhoL  Let  me  hire  him  too ; — Here's  my  coxccmh 
[Giving  Kent  &»s  cap. 
Lear.  How  now,  my  pretty  knave  ?  how  dost 
thou? 
FooL  Sirrah,  you  were  best  take  my  coxcomb. 
Kent.  Why,  fool  ? 

Fool.  Why  ?  For  taking  one's  part  that  is  oat  of 
favour  :  Nay,  an  thou  canst  not  smile  as  the  wind 
sits,  thou'lt' catch  cold  shortly  :  There,  take  my 
coxcomb :  Why,  this  fellow  has  banished  two  c? 
his  daughters,  and  did  the  third  a  blessii^  s^aiwt 
his  will ;  if  thou  follow  him,  thou  must  needs  wear 
my  coxcomb. — How  now,  nuncle  ?  'Would  I  had 
two  coxcombs,  and  two  daughters ! 
I.>ertr.  Why,  my  boy  ? 

FooL  If  I  gave  them  all  my  livine,^  Pd  keep  mjr 
coxcombs  myself:  There's  mine ;  Mg  another  of 
thy  daughters. 
Lear.  Take  heed,  sirrah ;  the  whip. 
Fool.  Truth's  a  dog  that  must  to  kenoel;  be 
roust  be  whipped  out,  when  Lady,  the  brach,*  oaj 
stand  by  the  fire,  and  stink. 
Lear.  A  pestilent  gall  to  me ! 
FooL  Sirrah,  I'll  teach  thee  a  speech. 
Lear.  Do. 
FooL  Mark  it,  nuncle  : — 

Have  more  than  thou  showest. 
Speak  less  than  thou  knowest. 
Lend  less  than  thou  owest,^ 
Ride  nwre  than  thou  goeat. 
Learn  more  than  thou  trowest,' 
Set  less  than  thou  throwest ; 
Leave  thy  drink  and  thy  whore. 
And  keep  in-a-door. 
And  thou  shalt  have  more 
Than  two  tens  to  a  score. 
/.ear.  This  is  nothing,  fool. 
Fool.  Then   'tis  like  the  breath  of  an  onfeeM 


f4>  Estate  or  property. 
,^6'  Ownest,  j 


(5)  Bitch 
(7)  BelieveM. 
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ftwyer ;  you  gare  me  nothing  fixH :  Can  you  make 
no  use  of  nothing,  nuncle  ? 

Leew.  Why,  no,  boy ;  nothing  can  be  made  out 
of  nothing. 

Fool.  Pr'ythce,  tell  him,  so  much  the  rent  of  his 
land  comes  to ;  he  will  not  believe  a  fooL  [To  Kent 
Lear.  A  bitter  fool ! 

Fool  Dost  thou  know  the  difference,  my  boy, 
between  a  bitter  fool  and  a  sweet  fool  f 
Ijear.  No,  lad ;  teach  me. 
FooL  That  lord,  that  counseled  thee 
To  give  away  thy  land. 
Come  place  him  here  by  me^ — 

Or  do  thou  for  him  stand : 
The  sweet  and  bitter  fool 
Will  presently  appear ; 
The  one  in  motley  here. 
The  other  found  out  there. 
Lear.  Dost  thou  call  me  fool,  boy  ? 
FooL  All  thy  other  titles  thou  hast  given  away  ; 
that  thou  wast  bom  with. 

Kent,  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  my  lord. 
Fooi.  No,  'faith,  lords  and  great  men  will  not  let 
tne ;  if  I  had  a  monopoly  out,  they  would  have  part 
OD*t :  and  ladies  too,  they  will  not  let  me  have  all 
fool  to  myself;  they'll  be  snatching. — Give  me  an 
ege^  nuncle,  and  I'll  give  thee  two  crowns. 
L^ear.  What  two  crowns  shall  they  be  ? 
Fool.  Why,  after  I  have  cut  the  egg  i'the  middle, 
and  eat  up  the  meat,  the  two  crowns  of  the  egg. 
"When  thou  clovest  thy  crown  i'the  middle,  and 
gavest  away  both  parts,  thou  borest  thine  ass  on  thy 
back  over  the  dirt :  Thou  hadst  little  wit  in  thy 
bald  crown,  when  thou  ^vest  thy  golden  one  awav- 
If  I  speak  like  myself  m  this,  let  him  be  whipp'd 
that  first  finds  it  so. 

Fools  had  ne'er  less  ^ace^  in  a  year ;  [Singing. 

For  wise  men  art  erovm  foppish  ; 
And  know  not  how  their  icits  to  irear, 

Their  manners  are  50  apish. 

Lear.  When  were  you  wont  to  be  so  full  of  songs, 
airrah  ? 

FooL  I  have  used  it,  nuncle,  ever  since  thou 
madest  thy  daughters  thy  mother  :  for  when  thou 
pivest  them  the  rod,  and  put'st  down  thine  own 
breeches. 

Then  they  for  sudden  joy  did  weep^    [Singing. 

And  I  for  sorrow  stingy 
That  sitch  a  king  should  play  bo-peep j 

And  go  the  fools  among. 

Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  keep  a  school-master  that  can 
teach  thy  fool  to  lie ;  i  would  fain  learn  to  lie. 
Lear.  If  you  lie,  sirrah,  we'll  have  you  whipp'd 
FooL  I  marvel,  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters 
are :  they'll  have  me  whipp'd  for  speaking  true, 
thou'lt  have  me  whipp'd  for  lying ;  and,  sometimes, 
I  am  ivhipp'd  for  holding  my  peace.  1  had  rather 
be  any  kind  of  thing,  than  a  fool :  and  vet  I  would 
not  be  thee,  nuncle ;  thou  hast  pared  thy  wit  o'both 
aides,  and  \ch  nothing  i'the  middle :  Here  comes 
one  o'the  parings. 

Enter  Goneril. 

Lear.  How  now,  daughter.^  what  makes  that 
frontlet^  on  ?  Methinks,  you  are  too  much  of  late 
i'lhe  frown. 

FooL  Thou  wast  a  pretty  fellow,  when  thou  hadst 

(1^  Favour. 

(2)  Pa;t  of  a  woman's  head-dress,  to  which  Lear 
compareii  !)*•••  fiDWtiJii^  brow. 

(3)  A  cyp!jer. 


no  need  to  care  for  her  frowning ;  now  thon  art  an 
0^  without  a  figure  :  I  am  better  than  tliou  art  no%v ; 
I  am  a  fool,  thou  art  nothing.— Yes,  forsooth,  I  will 
hold  my  tongue;  soprour  face  [To  Gon.]  bids  me, 
though  you  say  nothing.     Mum,  mum, 

He  that  keeps  nor  crust  nor  crumb, 

Weary  of  all,  shall  want  some. — 

That's  a  sheal'd  peascod.^         [Pointing  to  Lear. 

Gon.  Not  only,  air,  this  your  all-licens'd  fool. 
But  other  of  your  insolent  retinue 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel ;  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not-to-be-endured  riots.     Sir, 
I  had  thought,  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you. 
To  have  found  a  safe  redress;  but  now  grow  fearful. 
By  what  yourself  too  late  have  spoke  and  done. 
That  you  protect  this  course,  ana  put  it  on 
By  your  allowance  ;*  which  if  you  should,  the  fault 
Would  not  'scape  censure,  nor  the  redresses  sleep : 
Which,  in  the  tender  of  a  wholesome  weal  ,8 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence. 
Which  else  were  shame,  that  then  necessity 
Will  call  discreet  proceeding. 
FooL  For  you  trow,  nuncle. 
The  hedge-sparrow  fed  the  cuckoo  so  long. 
That  it  had  its  head  bit  off  by  his  young. 

So  out  went  the  candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 

Zjear.  Are  you  our  daughter.' 

Gon.  Come,  sir,  I  would,  you  would  make  use 
of  that  good  wisdom  whereof  I  know  you  are 
fraught  ;7  and  put  away  these  dispositions,  which 
of  late  transform  you  from  what  you  rightly  are. 

Fool.  May  not  an  ass  know  when  the  cart  draws 
the  horse  ? — Whoop,  Jug !  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  Know  me.^ — Why  this  is 
not  Lear:  does  Lear  walk  thus.^  speak  thus; 
Where  are  his  eyes  ?  Either  his  notion  weakens,  or 
hisdiscerningsare  lethargied. — Sleeping  or  waking.' 
— Ha  !  sure  'tis  not  so. — Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me 
who  I  am.^ — Lear's  shadow  ?  I  would  learn  that; 
for  by  (t.e  marks  of  sovereignty,  knowledge,  and 
reason,  I  should  be  false  persuaded  I  had  daugh- 
ters.— 

FooL  ^liich  they  will  make  an  obedient  father. 

Lear.  Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman.' 

Con.  Come,  sir ; 
This  admiration  is  much  o'the  favoui* 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.     I  do  beseech  yon 
To  understand  my  purposes  aright : 
As  you  are  old  and  reverend,  you  should  be  wise  : 
Here  do  vou  keep  a  hundred  knights  and  squires ; 
Men  so  Jisorder'd,  so  debauch'd,  and  bold. 
That  this  our  court,  infected  with  their  manners, 
Shows  like  a  riotous  inn  :  epicurism  and  lust 
Make  it  more  like  a  tavern  or  a  brothel. 
Than  a  grac'd  palace.   The  shame  itself  doth  speak 
For  instant  remedy  :  Be  then  desired 
By  her,  that  else  will  take  the  thing  she  begs, 
A  little  to  disc^uantity  your  train ; 
And  the  remainder,  that  shall  still  depend,^ 
To  be  such  men  as  may  besort  your  age. 
And  know  themselves  and  you. 

Lear.  Darkness  and  devil* ' — 

Saddle  my  horses ;  call  my  train  together. — 
Degenerate  bastard !  I'll  not  trouble  thee ; 
Yet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 

Gon.  You  strike  my  people ;  and  your  disordered 
rabble 
Make  servants  of  their  betters. 

(4)  A  mere  husk  which  contains  notbine. 

(5)  Approbation.        (6)  Well  governed  state. 
(7)  Stored 

{&)  Complexion.        (9)  Coutinua  in  service. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


356 


KING  LEAR. 


Aal 


Enter  Albanj. 
Lear.  Wo,  that  too  late  repents, — O,  air,  are 
you  come? 

b  it  jour  will  ?  [To  Alb.]  Speak, sir. — Prepare  my 
bones. 

Ingratitude  !  thou  marble-hearted  6end, 

More  hideou9,  when  thou  abow^st  thee  in  a  child. 

Than  the  sea-monster .' 

Alb.  Prar,  sir,  be  pntient         [ 

Lmt.  Detested  kite!  thou  liest:      [To  GooeriL* 

Mj  train  are  men  q(  choice  and  rarest  parts, 

That  all  particulars  of  dutj  know ; 

And  in  the  most  exact  regard  support 

The  worship*  of  their  name. — O  roost  mall  fiiult. 

How  ugk  didts  thou  in  Cordelia  show  ! 

Which,  (ike  an  engine,'  wrench*d  vay  frame  of 
nature 

From  the  fixM  place  ;  drew  Anom  my  heart  all  lore. 

And  added  to  the  gall.     O  Lear,  Lear,  Lear ' 

Beat  at  this  gate  that  let  thy  folly  in, 


[Striking  his  head. 
t .' — Go,  go,  ray  people. 


And  thy  dear  judgment  out 

Jilh.  My  lord,  I  am  guiltless,  as  I  am  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  mov*d  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  so,  my  lord. — Hear,  nature,  hear; 
Dear  goddess,  hear  I  Suspend  thy  purpose,  if 
Thou  didst  intend  to  make  this  creature  fruitful ! 
Into  her  womb  convey  sterili^  ! 
Diy  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increase ; 
Ami  from  her  derogate^  body  never  spring 
A  babe  to  honour  her !  If  she  must  teem. 
Create  her  child  of  spleen  ;  that  it  may  live. 
And  be  a  thwart  disnatur'd  tonnent  to  her ! 
Let  it  stamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth  ; 
With  cadent'  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks; 
Turn  all  her  mother's  pains,  and  benefits. 
To  laughter  and  contempt ;  that  she  may  feel 
How  s^rper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is 
To  have  a  thankless  child  I — Away,  away !  [Exit. 

Alb.  Now,  gods,  that  we  adore,  whereof  coroe» 
this.' 

don.  Never  a/flict  yourself  to  know  the  cause ; 
But  let  his  di)$positioo  have  that  scope 
That  dotage  gives  it 

Re-enter  Lear. 

Lear.   What,  fifty  of  my  followers,  at  a  clap ! 
Within  a  fortnight  ^ 

Alb.  What's  the  matter,  sir ! 

Lear.  Til  tell  thee ;— Life  and  death !    I  am 
asham'd 
That  thou  hast  power  to  shake  my  manhood  thus : 

[7\»Goneril. 
That  these  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce. 
Should  make  thee  worth  them. — Blasts  and  (ogs 

upon  thee ! 
The  untentcd^  woundings  of  a  father's  curs 
Pierce  every  sense  about  thee !— Old  fond  eyes, 
Beweep  this  cauM  again,  I'll  pluck  you  out ; 
And  cast  you,  with  Uie  waters  that  you  lose, 
To  temper  clay. — Ha  !  is  it  come  to  this  ? 
Lrt  it  be  so  : — Yet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 
Who,  I  am  s»ure,  is  kind  and  comfortable ; 
When  «he  shall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  nails 
She'll  flay  thy  wolfish  visage.     Thou  shalt  find, 
That  I'll  resume  the  shape  which  thou  dost  think 
I  have  cast  off  for  ever  *,  thou  shalt,  I  warrant  thee. 
[Eteuni  Lear,  Rent,  and  Attendants. 

Gon.  Do  you  mark  tHat,  my  lord  ? 

Alb.  I  cannot  be  so  partial,  Gooeril, 
To  the  great  love  I  bear  you, — 

(I)  The  rack.       (2)  Degraded.      (3)  Falling. 
(4)  Lndressed. 


Gen.  Pr«77«iii,conteiit— Whal,Oiswa^bo! 
You,  sir,  more  knave  than  fool,  after  yoor  maaler. 
[TolheFod 
fhoL  NuDcle  Lear,  nmicle  Lear,  tany,  and  tiifct 
the  fool  with  thee. 

A  foix,  when  one  has  caught  ho-. 
And  such  a  daughter. 
Should  sure  to  the  slaughter. 
If  my  cap  would  bur  a  halter ; 
So  the  fool  folkiws  aiter.  [£xi£. 

Goft.  This  man  hath  had  good  coonad  i — A  bon- 
dred  knights! 
'Tis  politic,  and  sde,  to  let  him  keep 
At  point,^  a  hundred  knights.     Yes,  that  on  ereij 

dream. 
Each  buzx,  each  fsncy,  each  complaint,  dislike. 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  powers. 
And  hold  our  lives  in  mercy. — Oswald,  I  say ! — 
Alb.  Well,  you  may  fear  too  tar. 
Gon.  Safer  than  trait: 

Let  me  still  take  away  the  harms  I  fear, 
.Not  fear  still  to  be  taken.  I  know  his  heart : 
What  he  hath  utter'd,  I  have  writ  my  sister ; 
l(  she  sustain  him  and  his  hundred  kn^hts, 
When  I  have  show'd  the  unfitness, — How  dow, 
Oswald.' 

Enter  Steward. 
What,  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  sister? 

Stew.  Ay,  madam. 

Gon.  Take  yon  some  company,  and  away  to 
horse: 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fear ; 
And  thereto  add  such  reasons  of  your  own, 
.\s  may  compact  it  more.     Get  you  eone ; 
And  hasten  your  return.  [Exit  Stew. J  No,  no^  my 

lonl. 
This  milky  gentleness,  and  course  of  yours. 
Though  1  condemn  it  not,  yet,  under  pardon. 
You  are  much  more  attask'd^  for  want  of  wisdom, 
Than  prais'd  for  harmful  mildness. 

Alb.  How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce,  I  cannot  tdl; 
Striving  to  better,  of^  we  mar  what's  well. 

Gon.  Nay,  then — 

Alb.  Well,  well;  the  event  [ExtMML 

SCEiyE  F.— Court  b^ore  the  same.     Enter 
Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 

Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Gloeter  with  these  let- 
ters :  acquaint  my  daughter  no  further  with  any 
thing  you  know,  than  comes  from  her  denMnd  out 
of  the  letter :  If  your  diligence  be  not  speedy,  I 
shall  be  there  before  you. 

K^nt.  I  will  not  sleep,  my  lord,  till  I  have  de- 
livered your  letter.  [Exit 

FooL  If  a  man's  brains  were  in  his  heels,  were't 
not  in  danger  of  kibes .' 

Lear.  Ay,  boy. 

Fooi  Then,  I  pr'ythce,  be  merry ;  thy  wit  Aall 
not  go  slip-shod. 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Fool  Shalt  see,  thy  other  daughter  will  use  thee 
kindly :  for  though  she's  as  like  this  as  a  crab  n  Mkc 
an  apple,  vet  I  can  tell  what  I  can  tell. 

Lear,  ^'hy,  what  canst  thou  tell,  my  boy .' 

Fool.  She  will  taste  as  like  this,  as  a  crab  does  til 
a  crab.  Thou  canst  tell,  why  one's  nose  standi 
rthe  middle  of  his  face.' 

Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Why,  to  keep  his  eyes  on  either  nde  \k 
nose  ;  that  what  a  man  cannot  smell  out,  be  laaj 
spy  into. 

(5)  Anned.        (6)  Liable  to 
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Lear,  I  did  her  wrong : — 

FooL  Canst  tell  bow  an  ojtter  makes  hii  shell  ? 

Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Nor  I  neither ;  but  I  can  tell  why  a  snail 
has  a  bouse. 

Lear.  Why? 

Fool.  Why,  to  put  his  head  in ;  not  to  ^ve  it 
away  to  his  daughters,  and  leave  his  boms  without 
a  case. 

Lear.  I  will  foi^et  my  nature. — So  kind  a  father  I 
— Be  my  horses  ready  ? 

Fool.  Thy  asses  are  gone  about  'em.  The  rea- 
son why  the  seven  stars  are  no  more  than  seven, 
is  a  pretty  reason. 

iJear.  Because  they  are  not  eiffht  ? 

FooL  Yes,  indeed :  Thou  woufd'st  make  a  good 
fool.  ^ 

Lear.  To  take  it  again  perforce ! — Monster  in- 
gratitude ! 

Fool.  If  thou  wert  my  fool,  nuncle,  Vd  have  thee 
beaten  for  being  old  before  thy  time. 

Lear.  How*s  that  ? 

FooL  Thou  should'st  not  have  been  old,  before 
thou  hadst  been  wise. 

Lear.  O  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  sweet 
heaven ! 
Keep  me  in  temper ;  I  would  not  be  mad  I — 
Enter  Gentleman. 

How  now !  Are  the  horses  ready  f 
Gent.  Ready,  my  lord. 
Lear.  Come,  boy. 

FooL  She  that  is  maid  now,  and  laughs  at  my 
departure. 
Shall  not  be  a  maid  long,  unless  things  be  cut 
shorter.  [Exeunt 


ACT  II. 

SCEJ>/'E  I.— A  court  vnthin  the  castle  of  the 
B^rl  qf  Gloster.  Enter  Edmund  and  Curan, 
meeting. 

Edm.  Save  thee,  Curan. 

Cur.  And  you,  sir.  I  have  been  with  your  fa- 
ther ;  and  given  him  notice,  that  the  duke  of  Corn- 
wall, and  R^n  his  duchess,  will  be  here  with  him 
to-night 

E2m.  How  comes  that  ? 

Cur.  Nay,  I  know  not :  You  have  heard  of  the 
news  abroad ;  I  mean,  the  whispered  ones,  for  they 
are  yet  but  ear-kissing  ailments .' 

EdnL  Not  I ;  Pray  you,  what  are  they  f 

Cur.  Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  wars  toward, 
'twixt  the  dukes  of  Cornwall  and  Albany  f 

Edm.  Not  a  word. 

Cur.  You  may  then,  in  tin»e.  Fare  you  well,  sir. 

[Exit. 

E^dm.  The  duke  be  here  to-night.^  The  better ! 
Best! 
This  weaves  itself  perforce  into  my  business ! 
My  father  hath  set  guard  to  take  my  brother ; 
And  I  have  one  thin^,  of  a  queazyi  question. 
Which  1  must  act : — Briefness,  and  fortune,  work .' — 
Brother,  a  word ;  descend : — Brother,  I  say ; 

Enter  Edgar. 
,  My  father  watches : — O  sir,  fly  this  place ; 
Intelligence  is  given  where  you  are  hid ; 
You  have  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  ni^t : — 

(1)  Delicate.     (2)  Cxxiwder,  recollect  yourself. 
(3)  Frighted.      (4)  Chief.      (5)  Pitched,  fixed. 


Have  you  not  spoken  'gainst  the  duke  of  Cornwall? 
He's  coining  hither;  now,  i'the  night,  i'the  hasta, 
And  Regan  with  him  ;  Have  you  nothing  said 
Upon  his  party  'gainst  the  duke  of  Albany .' 
Advise^  yourself. 

Edg.  I  am  sure  on't,  not  a  word. 

Edm.  I  hear  my  father  coming,— Pardon  me : — 
In  cunning,  I  must  draw  my  sword  upon  you : — 
Draw :  Seem  to  defend  yourself:  Now  cjuit  you  well. 
Yield : — come  before  my  father; — Light  ho, here  I — 
Fly,  brother ; — Torches !  torches ! — So,  farewell. — 
[Exit  Edgar. 
Some  blood  drawn  on  me  would  beget  opinion 

[lf'''ounds  his  arm. 
Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour :  1  have  seen  drunko 

ards 
Do  more  than  this  in  sport — Father !  father ! 
Stop,  stop !  No  help  ^ 

Enter  Gloster,  and  Seroants  with  torches. 

Glo.  Now,  Edmund,  where's  the  villain  ? 

Edm.  Here  stood  he  in  the  dark,  his  sharp  sword 
out. 
Mumbling  of  wicked  charms,  conjuring  the  mooo 
To  stand  his  auspicious  mistress : — 

Glo.  But  where  is  he .' 

Edm,  Look,  sir,  I  bleed. 

Glo.  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund  ? 

Edm.  Fled  this  way,  sir.     When  by  no  means 
he  could — 

Gh.  Pursue  him,  ho !— Go  after.— [£xi7  Serv.] 
By  no  means, — what  ^ 

Edm.  Persuade  me  to  the  murder  of  your  lord* 
ship; 
But  that  I  told  him,  the  revenging  gods 
'Gainst  parricides  did  all  their  thunders  bend ; 
Spoke,  with  how  manifold  and  strong  a  bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  the  father;— Sir,  in  fine. 
Seeing  how  loathly  opposite  1  stood 
To  his  unnatural  purpose,  in  fell  motion. 
With  his  prepared  sword,  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,  lanc'd  mine  arm  : 
But  when  he  saw  my  heM  alanim'd  spirits. 
Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  rous'd  to  the  encounter. 
Or  whether  gasted'  by  the  noise  I  made, 
Full  suddenly  he  fled. 

Glo.  Let  him  fly  far : 

Not  in  this  land  shall  he  remain  uncaught ; 

And  found — Despatch. The   noble  duke  my 

master. 
My  worthy  arch*  and  patron,  comes  to-night : 
By  his  authority  I  will  proclaim  it. 
That  he,  which  finds  him,  shall  deserve  our  thanks, 
Bringing  the  murderous  coward  to  the  stake  ; 
He,  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Edm.  When  I  dissuaded  him  from  his  intent. 
And  found  him  pight^  to  do  it,  with  cuni^  speech 
I  threatcn'd  to  diwover  him  :  He  replied, 
Thou  unpossessing  bastard.'  dost  thou  ihinky 
If  I  would  stand  against  thee^  would  the  reposal 
Of  any  trust,  virtue,  or  worth,  in  thee 
Make  thy  words  faith' d?  J^o:  what  I  should  deny 
(Jis  this  I  would  ;  ay^  though  thou  didst  produce 
My  very  character, "f)  Vd  turn  it  all 
To  thy  suggestion,  plot,  and  damned  practice : 
And  thou  must  make  a  dullard  qf  the  world^ 
If  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 
Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  spurs 
To  make  thee  seek  it. 

Glo.  Strong  and  fasten'd  villain ! 

Would  he  deny  his  letter.'-—!  never  got  him. 

[T\tanpets  unihm. 

(6)  Severe,  harsh.  (7)  Hand-writing. 
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Mark,  the  duke's  trampets !  I  knoir  not  wbj  he 

comes: — 
All  fwrts  ril  bar;  the  villain  shall  not  *scape; 
The  duke  must  grant  me  that :  besides,  his  picture 
1  will  send  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him :  and  of  my  land. 
Loyal  and  natural  boy,  IMl  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable,  i 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  and  Attendants. 

Com.  How  now, my  noble  friend?  since  1  came 
hither, 
(Which  1  can  call  but  now,)  I  have  beard  strange 
news. 

Rer.  If  it  be  true,  all  vensfeance  comes  too  short. 
Which  can  pursue  the  oflfenc^r.  How  dost,  my  lord  ? 

GU).  O,  madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd,  is 
crack'd ! 

Reg.  What,  did  my  father's  godson  seek  voor  life? 
He  whom  my  father  namM  ?  your  Edgar  ? 

Glo.  O,  ladv,  lady,  shame  would  have  it  hid ! 

Reg.  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riotous 
knights 
That  tend  upon  my  father  ? 

Glo.  I  know  not,  madam : 

It  is  too  bad,  too  bad. — 

Edm.  Tes,  madam,  he  was. 

Reg.  No  marvel  then,  though  he  were  ill  affected; 
•Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  man*s  death. 
To  have  the  waste  and  spoil  of  his  revenues. 
I  have  this  present  evening  from  my  sister 
Been  well  informM  of  them ;  and  witn  such  cautions. 
That,  «f  they  come  to  sojourn  at  my  house, 
ril  not  bo  there. 

Com.  Nor  I,  assure  thee,  R^;an. — 

Edmund,  I  hear  that  you  have  shown  your  father 
A  child-like  office. 

Edm.  "Twas  my  duty,  sir. 

Glo.  He  did  bewray^  his  practice ;'  and  receiv'd 
This  hurt  you  see,  striving  to  apprehend  him. 

Com.  Is  he  pursued  ? 

Glo.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  he  is. 

Com.  If  he  be  taken,  he  shall  never  more 
Be  feai  d  \A  doing  harm :  make  your  own  purpose. 
How  in  my  strength  you  please. — For  vou,  Edmund, 
Whoise  virtue  and  obedience  doth  this  instant 
So  much  commend  itself,  you  shall  be  ours ; 
Natures  of  such  deep  trust  we  shall  much  need  ; 
You  we  first  seize  on. 

Edbrn.  I  shall  serve  you,  sir, 

Truly,  however  else. 

Glo.  For  him  I  thank  your  grace. 

Com.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  visit  you, — 

Reg.  Thus  out  of  season ;  threading  dark-ey*d 
night. 
Occasions,  noble  Gloster,  of  some  poize,^ 
Wherein  we  must  have  use  of  your  advice  : — 
Our  father  he  hath  writ,  so  hath  our  sister, 
Of  differences,  which  I  best  thought  it  fit 
To  answer  from  our  home;  the  several  messengers 
From  hence  attend  despatch.    Our  good  old  friend, 
Lay  comforts  to  your  bosom ;  and  bestow 
Your  needful  counsel  to  our  business. 
Which  craves  the  instant  use. 

Glo.  I  serve  you,  madam  : 

Your  graces  are  right  welcome.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E    11— Before  Gloster's  castle.     Enter 
Kent  arid  Steward,  severally. 

Stew.  Good  dawning  to  thee,  friend  :  Art  of  the 
house  ? 

(1)  t.  e.  Capable  of  succeeding  to  my  land. 

(2)  Betray.     (3)  Wicked  purpose.     (4)  Weight. 


Kent.  Av. 

Stew.  Where  may  we  set  our  hfones  f 

Kent.  Pthe  mire. 

Steto.  Pr*ythee,  if  thou  love  me,  tell  me. 

Kent.  I  love  thee  not. 

Steto.  Why,  then  I  care  not  for  thee 

Kent.  Iff  had  thee  in  Lipsbury  pinfold,  I  wouki 
make  thee  care  for  me. 

Stew.  Why  dost  thou  use  me  thus  ?  I  know  thee 
not. 

Kent.  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 

Stew.  What  dost  thou  know  roe  for  ? 

Kent.  A  knave;  a  rascal,  an  eater  of  brokea 
meats;  a  base,  proud,  shallow,  b^:garly,  three- 
suited,  hundred-poond,  filthy  worsted-stocking 
knave ;  aliiy-liver*d,  action-taking  knave;  a  whore- 
son, glass-^zing,  supersen'iceable,  finical  rogue ; 
one-trunk-mheriting  slave ;  one  that  wouldest  be  a 
bawd,  in  way  of  ^ood  service,  and  art  nothii^  bat 
the  composiition  ot  a  knave,  beggar,  coward,  pan- 
der, ana  the  son  and  heir  of  a  mongrel  bitch :  one 
whom  I  will  beat  into  clamorous  whining,  if  thou 
deny*st  the  least  syllable  of  thy  addition.^ 

Stew.  Why,  what  a  monstrous  fellow  art  thou, 
thus  to  rail  on  one,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee, 
nor  knows  thee ! 

Kent.  What  a  brazen-faced  varlet  art  thoo,  to 
deny  thou  know'st  me  !  Is  it  two  days  ago,  since  1 
tripped  up  thy  heels,  and  beat  thee  before  the  king? 
Draw,  you  rogue  :  for,  though  it  be  nifht,  the  ninon 
shines ;  Til  make  a  sop  o'me  moonshine  of  Tou : 
Draw, you  whoreson  cullionly  berbemK>nger,draw. 
j^Drawing  M«  sword. 

Steto.  Away;  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  Draw,  you  rascal :  you  come  with  Icttefi 
against  the  king ;  and  take  Vanity^  the  puppet*s 
part,  against  the  royalty  of  her  father  :  Draw,  yen 
ix>gue,  or  I'll  so  carlxxiado  your  shanks  .—draw, 
you  rascal ;  come  your  ways. 

Stew.  Help,  ho!  murder!  help! 

Kent.  Strike,  you  slave;  stand,  rogue,  stand; 
you  neat  slave,  stnke.  [RBoting  kirn. 

Stew.  Help,  ho !  murder !  murder ! 

Enter  Edmund,  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gloster,  and 
Servants. 

Edm.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ?  ftirt. 

Kent.  With  you,  goodman  boy,  if  you  please; 
come,  I'll  flesh  you  ;  come  on,  young  master. 

Glo.  Weapons  !  arms  !  What's  tbe  matter  here? 

Com.  Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives  ; 
He  dies  that  strikes  again :  What  is  the  matter? 

Reg.  The  messengers  from  our  sister  and  the 
king. 

Com.  What  is  your  difference  ?  speak. 

Stew.  I  am  scarce  in  breath,  my  lord. 

Kent  No  marvel,  you  have  so  bestirred  yoar 
valour.  You  cowardly  rascal,  nature  disclaiou  io 
thee  ;  a  tailor  made  thee. 

Com.  Thou  art  a  strange  fellow :  a  tailor  mike 
a  man  ? 

Kent.  Ay,  a  tailor,  sir ;  a  stone-cutter,  or  a  pain'* 
er,  could  not  have  made  him  so  ill,  thoi^  tbejr 
had  been  but  two  hours  at  the  trade. 

Com.  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel  ? 

Slew.  This  ancient  ruffian,  sir,  whose  life  I  haw 
spar'd. 
At  suit  of  his  grey  beard, — 

Kent.  Thou  whoreson  zed!  thou  annecesn|V 
letter ! — My  lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  w«" 
tread  this  unbolted^  villain  into  mortar,  and  (bob 

(6)  A  character  in  the  old  moralitiea.     (5)  Tifl* 
.7)  ('nrefined 
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the  wall  oT  a  jakes^  with  him. — Spare  my  grey 
beard,  you  wagtail  ? 

Corn.  Peace,  sirrah ! 
You  beastly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence  ? 

Kent,  Yes,  sir ;  but  anger  has  a  privil^e. 

Com.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Keni.  That  siich  a  slave  as  this  should  wear  a 
sword. 
Who  wears  no  hones^.     Such  gmiling  rogues  as 

theM, 
Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  atwain. 
Which  are  too  intrinse?  t^unloose :  snoooth  every 

passion 
That  in  the  natures  of  their  lords  rebels; 
Bring  oil  to  fire,  snow  to  their  colder  moods ; 
Renege,)  affirm,  and  turn  their  halcyon^  beaks 
With  every  gale  and  vaiy  of  their  masters. 
As  knowing  nought,  like  d(^,  but  following.— 
A  plague  upon  your  epileptic  visage  ! 
Smile  you  my  speeches,  as  I  were  a  fool  ? 
Goose,  if  I  had  vou  upon  Sarum  plain, 
I'd  drive  ye  caclcliiig  home  to  Canjelot* 

Com.  What,  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow? 

Glo.  How  fell  you  out  ? 

Say  that 

Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy, 
Than  I  and  such  a  knave. 

Com.  Why  dost  thou  call  him  knave  ?  What's 
his  offence  ? 

Kent.  His  countenance  likes  me  not.^ 

Com.  No  more,  perchance,  does  mine,  or  his,  or 
hers. 

Kieni.  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain ; 
I  have  seen  better  faces  in  my  time, 
Than  stands  on  any  Moulder  that  I  see 
Before  me  at  this  instant 

Com.  This  is  some  fellow. 

Who,  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntness,  doth  affect 
A  saucy  roughness  ;  and  constrains  the  garb. 
Quite  nxNn  his  nature :  He  cannot  flatter,  he  ! — 
An  honest  mind  and  plain, — he  must  speak  truth : 
An  they  will  take  it,  so ;  if  not,  he's  plain. 
These  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plain- 
ness 
Harbour  more  craft,  and  more  corrupter  ends, 
Than  twenty  silly?  ducking  observants, 
That  stretch  their  duties  mcely. 

Kent.  Sir,  in  good  sooth,  in  sincere  verity, 
Under  the  allowance  of  your  grand  aspect. 
Whose  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 
On  flickering  Phoebus'  front, — 

Com.  What  mean'st  by  this? 

Kent  To  go  out  of  my  dialect,  which  you  dis- 
commend so  much.  I  know,  sir,  I  am  no  flatterer  : 
he  that  beguiled  you,  in  a  plain  accent,  was  a  plain 


knave ;  which,  for  my  part,  I  will  not  be,  thougn  I 
r'm  your  disple 
Com.  What  was  the  offence  you  gave  him  ? 


should  win  your  displeasure  to  entreat  me  to  it 


Steio.  Never  any 

It  pleas'd  the  king  bis  master,  very  late. 
To  strike  at  me,  upon  his  misconstruction ; 
When  he,  conjunct,  and  flattering  his  displeasure, 
Tripp'd  me  behind ;  being  down,  insultca,  rail'd, 
Ana  put  upon  him  such  a  deal  of  man. 
That  worthy'd  him,  got  praises  of  the  king 
For  him  attempting  who  was  self-subdu'd ; 
And,  in  the  fleshment  of  this  dread  exploit, 

(1)  Privy.        (2)  Perplexed.        (3)  Disown. 

(4)  The  bird  called  the  king-fisher,  which,  when 
dried  and  hung  up  by  a  thread,  is  supposed  to  turo 
his  bill  to  the  point  from  whence  the  wind  blows. 

(5)  In  Somersetshire,  where  are  bred  great  rtian- 
titles  of  geese. 


Drew  on  me  here.  ' 

Kent.  None  of  these  rogues,  and  cowards. 

But  Ajax  is  their  fool.^ 

Com.  Fetch  forth  the  stocks,  ho ! 

You  stubborn  ancient  knave,  you  reverend  brag> 

gart. 
We'll  teach  you— 

Kent  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  leam : 

Call  not  your  stocks  for  me :  I  serve  the  king. 
On  whose  employment  I  was  sent  to  you  : 
You  shall  do  small  respect,  show  too  bold  malice 
Against  the  grace  and  person  of  my  master. 
Stocking  his  messenger. 

Com.  Fetch  forth  the  stocks : 

As  I've  life  and  honour,  there  diall  he  sit  till  noon. 

Reg,  Till  noon!  till  night,  my  lord;  and  all  night 
toa 

Kent  Why,  madam,  if  I  were  your  father's  dog, 
You  should  not  use  me  sa 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I  wilL 

[Stocks  brought  out. 

Com.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  self-same  colour 
Our  sister  speaks  of: — Come,  bring  away  the  stocks. 

Glo.  Let  me  beseech  your  grace  not  to  do  so : 
His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  king  his  master 
Will  check  him  for't :  yourpurpos'd  low  correction 
Is  such,  as  basest  and  contemned'st  wretches. 
For  pilierings,  and  most  common  trespasses. 
Are  punish'd  with  :  the  king  must  take  it  ill. 
That  he's  so  slightly  valued  in  his  messenger, 
Should  have  him  thus  restrain'd. 

Com.  I'll  answer  (hat 

Reg.  My  sister  may  receive  it  much  more  worse. 
To  have  her  gentleman  abus'd,  assaulted. 
For  following  her  affairs. — Put  in  his  legs. — 

[Kent  if  put  in  the  stocks. 
Come,  my  good  lord ;  away. 

[Exeunt  Regan  and  Cornwall. 

Glo.  I  am  Sony  for  thee,  friend ;  'tis  the  duke's 
pleasure. 
Whose  disposition,  all  the  world  well  knows. 
Will  not  be  rubb'd,  nor  stopp'd:  I'll  entreat  for 
thee. 

Kent.  Pray  do  not,  sir :  I  have  watch'd,  and 
traveli'd  hard ; 
Some  time  I  shall  sleep  out,  the  rest  I'll  whistle. 
A  good  man's  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heels : 
Give  you  good  morrow ! 

Glo.  The  duke's  to  blame  in  this;  'twill  be  ill 
taken.  [Exit 

Keni.  Good  king,  that  must  approve  the  common 
saw  !9 
Thou  out  of  heaven's  benediction  com'st 
To  the  warm  sun ! 

Approach,  thou  beacon  to  this  under  globe, 
That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  I  may 
Peruse  this  letter  .'—Nothing  almost  sees  miracles. 
But  misciy ; — I  know  'tis  from  CordePa ; 
Who  hath  most  fortunately  been  inform'd 
Of  my  obscured  course ;  and  shall  find  time 
From  this  enormous  state,— seeking  to  give 
Losses  their  remedies :— All  weary  and  o'erwatch'd, 
Take  vantage,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  shameful  lodging. 

Fortune,  good  night ;  smile  once  more ;  turn  thy 
wheel!  [He  sleeps. 

SCEJ^E  lU.-^  part  qf  the  heath,     Eniet 
Edgar. 
Edg,  I  heard  myself  proclaim'd ; 

(6)  t.  e.  Pleases  me  not     (7)  Simple  or  nntic. 

(8)  t.  e.  Ajax  is  a  fool  to  them. 

(9)  Saying  or  proverb. 
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And,  bj  the  ha^^j  hollow  of  a  tree, 
EscapM  the  hunt     No  port  u  free ;  no  place. 
That  guard,  and  most  unusual  vi^lance. 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.     While  I  may  *8cape, 
I  will  preserve  myse'.f :  and  am  bethought 
To  take  th<;  basest  and  most  poorest  shape. 
That  ever  penury,  in  contempt  of  man. 
Brought  near  to  beast :  my  face  I'll  grime  with  filth ; 
Blanket  my  loins ;  elf*  all  my  hair  in  knots ; 
And  with  presented  nakedness  outface 
The  winds,  and  persecutions  of  the  sky. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  precedent 
Of  Bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices. 
Strike  in  their  numbM  and  mortified  bare  arms 
Pms,  wooden  pricks,3  nails,  sprigs  of  rosemary ; 
And  with  this  horrible  object,  from  low  farms, 
Poor  pelting  villages,  sheep-cotes  and  mills. 
Sometime  with  lunatic  bai^'  sometime  with  pray- 
ers. 
Enforce  their  charity  .—PoorTurlygood !  poor  Tom! 
That's  something  yet ; — Edgar  I  nothing  am.  [Ex. 

SCEJ^E  IF.— Be/ore  Gloeter's  casiU.    Enter 
Lear,  Fool,  and  Gentleman. 

Lear.  'Tis  strange,  that  they  should  so  depart 
from  home. 
And  not  send  back  mv  messenger. 

Gent.  '  As  I  leamM, 

The  night  before  there  was  no  purpose  in  them 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  noble  master ! 

Lear.  How  ! 
Mak'st  thou  this  shame  thy  pastime  f 

Kent.  No,  my  lord. 

Fool.  Ha,  ha ;  look  !  he  Wears  crueH  garters  ! 
Horses  are  tied  by  (he  heads ;  dogs,  and  bears,  by 
the  neck  ;  monkeys  by  the  loins,  and  men  by  the 
legs :  whien  a  man  is  over-lusty  at  legs,  then  he 
wears  wooden  nether-stocks.^ 

Lear.  What's  he,  that  hath  so  much  thy  place 
mistook 
To  set  thee  here  ? 

Kent.  It  is  both  he  and  she. 

Your  son  and  daughter. 

Lear.  No. 

Kent.  Yes. 

Lear.  No,  I  say. 

Kent.  I  say,  yea. 

Lear.  No,  no ;  they  would  not 

Kent.  Yes,  they  have. 

Lear.  By  Jupiter,  I  swear  no. 

Kent.  Bv  Jimo,  I  swear,  ay. 

Lear.  They  durst  not  do't ; 
They  could  not,  would  not  do't ;  'tis  wone  than 

murder. 
To  do  upon  respect  such  violent  outrage : 
Resolve  me,  with  all  modest  haste,  which  way 
Thou  might'st  deserve,  or  they  impose,  this  usage. 
Coming  from  us. 

Kent.  My  lord,  when  at  their  home 

T  did  commend  your  highness'  letters  to  them, 
Ere  I  was  risen  from  the  place  that  show'd 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  there  a  reeking  post, 
Stew'd  in  his  haste,  half  breathless,  panting  forth 
From  Goneril  his  mistress,  salutations; 
Deliver'd  letters,  spite  of  intennissioo, 
Which  presently  they  read  :  on  whose  contents, 
They  summon'd  up  their  meiny,8  straight  took 
horse; 

(1)  Hair  thus  knotted,  was  supposed  to  be  the 
work  of  elves  and  fairies  in  the  night. 

(2)  Skewers.  (3)  Curses. 
(4)  A  quibble  on  crewel,  wwsted. 


Commanded  me  to  follow,  and  attend 

The  leisure  of  their  answer ;  gave  me  cold  loob : 

And  meeting  here  the  other  messenger. 

Whose  welcome,  I  perceiv'd,  had  pocson'd  miiie, 

(Being  the  very  fellow  that  of  late 

Display'd  so  saucily  against  your  highness,) 

Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  drew ; 

He  rais'd  the  house  with  loud  and  coward  cries : 

Your  son  and  daughter  found  this  trespass  worth 

The  shame  which  here  it  suffers. 

Fool.  Winter's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild  geese 
fly  that  way. 

Fathers,  that  wear  ran. 

Do  make  their  children  blind ; 
But  fathers,  that  bear  bags. 

Shall  see  their  children  kind. 
Fortune,  that  arrant  whore. 
Ne'er  turns  the  key  to  the  poor. — 
But,  for  all  this,  thou  shalt  have  as  many  dokxm' 
for  thy  daughters,  as  thou  canst  tell  in  a  year. 
Lour.  O,  how  this  mothei^  swells  up  toward  luy 
heart ! 
Hysterica  passio  !  down,  thou  climbii^  sorrow, 
Thy  element's  below  !— Where  is  this  daughter' 
Kent.  With  the  carl,  sir,  here  within. 
Lear.  Follow  me  not ; 

Stay  here.  [ExU. 

Uent.  Made  you  no  more  offence  than  what  yoa 

speak  of.' 
Kent.  None. 
Flow  chance  the  king  comes  with  so  smaJl  a  train? 
Fool.  An  thou  hadst  been  set  i'tbe  stocb  far 
that  question,  thou  hadst  well  deserved  it 
Kmi.  Why,  fool.' 

Fool.  We'll  set  thee  to  school  to  an  anf,  to  teach 
thee  there's  no  labouring  in  the  winter.  All  ^t 
follow  their  noses  are  led  by  their  eyes,  bat  blind 
men ;  and  there's  not  a  nose  amon^g  twenty,  but 
can  smell  him  that's  stinking.  Let  go  thy  hoM, 
when  a  great  wheel  runs  down  a  hill,  lest  it  break 
thy  neck  with  following  it ;  but  the  great  one  thtt 
goes  up  the  hill,  let  him  draw  thee  after.  When 
a  wise  man  gives  thee  better  counsel,  give  roe  nuK 
again :  I  would  have  none  but  knaves  follow  it, 
s>ince  a  fool  gives  it. 

That,  sir,  which  serves  and  seeks  for  gain, 

And  follows  but  for  form, 
Will  pack,  when  it  begins  to  rain. 

And  leave  thee  in  the  stornL 
But  I  will  tarry,  the  fool  will  stay. 

And  let  the  wise  man  fly : 
The  knave  turns  fool,  that  runs  away ; 
The  fool  no  knave,  perdy. 
Kent.  Where  leam'd  you  this,  fiwi  ? 
Fhol.  Not  i'the  stocks,  fool. 

Re-enter  Lear,  with  Gloster. 

Lear.  Deny  to  speak  with  roe .'  They  are  sick? 
they  are  weary  ? 
They  have  travell'd  hard  to-night  ?  Mere  fetches; 
The  images  of  revolt  and  flying  off  I 
Fetch  me  a  better  answer. 

Glo.  My  dear  lord, 

You  know  the  fieiy  quality  of  the  duke ; 
How  unremovable  and  fix'd  he  is 
In  his  own  course. 

Lear.  Vejigeance!  pla«:ue!  death!  confusioo!- 
Fiery?  what  quality?  Why,  Gloster,  Gloster, 
I'd  speak  with  the  duke  of  Cornwall,  and  hiiirife 

(5)  The  old  word  for  stockings. 

(6)  People,  train,  or  retinue. 

(7)  A  quibble  between  doloprs  and  ioUsrf. 
(3)  The  disease  called  the  mother. 
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Glo.  Well,  Tttf  eood  lord,  I  have  infonnM  them  so. 

Ltar.  Inform'd  them !  Dost  thou  understand  me, 
man? 

Glo.  At,  my  good  lord. 

Ltar.  The  kin^  would  speak  with  Cornwall ;  the 
dear  faUier 
Would  with  his  daughter  speak,  commands  her 

service : 
Are  they  inforra'd  of  this  ? — My  breath  and  blood ! — 
FieiT  ?  the  fiery  duke  ?— Tell  the  hot  duke,  that— 
No,  but  not  yet : — may  be,  he  is  not  well : 
Infirmity  doth  still  neelect  all  office, 
Whereto  our  health  is  bound ;  we  are  not  ourselves. 
When  nature,  being  oppressed,  commands  the  mind 
To  suflTer  with  the  body  :  Til  forbear ; 
And  am  fallen  out  with  my  more  headier  will, 
To  take  the  indispos*d  ana  eickly  fit 
For  the  sound  man. — Death  oa.  my  state !  wherefore 
[Looking  on  Kent. 
Should  he  sit  here  }  This  act  persuades  me. 
That  this  remotion'  of  the  duke  and  her 
Is  practice^  only.     Give  me  my  servant  forth  : 
Go,  tell  the  duke  and  his  wife,  Pd  speak  with  them, 
Now,  presently:  bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  noe, 
Or  at  their  chamber  door  IMl  beat  the  drum, 
Till  it  ctj—Skep  to  death. 

Glo.  Vd  have  all  well  betwixt  jou.  [Exit. 

Lear.  O  me,  my  heart,  my  rismg  heart  !— but, 
down. 

Fool.  Cry  to  it,  nuncle,  as  the  cockney  did  to 
tile  eels,  when  she  put  them  i^the  pasted  alive  ;  she 
rapp'd  'em  o'the  coxcombs  with  a  stick,  and  cry*d, 
Dcfum,  VHintonSf  doum:  *Twas  her  brother,  that  in 
{Mire  kindness  to  his  horse,  butterM  the  hay. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gloster,  and  Servants. 

Lear.  Good  morrow  to  you  both. 

Com.  Hail  to  your  ^ce ! 

[Kent  is  set  at  liberty. 

Reg.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  highness. 

Lear.  Regan,  I  think  you  are;  I  know  what 
reason 
I  have  to  think  so :  if  thou  should'st  not  be  glad, 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb, 
Sepulchring  an  adultress. — O,  are  you  free  f 

[To  Kent. 
Some  other  time  for  that — Beloved  Regan, 
Thy  sister's  naught :  O  Re^n,  she  hath  tied 
Sharp-tooth'd  unkindness,  like  a  vulture,  here, — 

[Points  to  his  heart. 
I  can  scarce  speak  to  thee ;  thou'lt  not  believe. 
Of  how  deprav'd  a  quality O  Regan  ! 

Reg.  I  pray  you,  sir,  take  patience  ;  I  have  hope. 
You  less  know  how  to  value  her  desert. 
Than  she  to  scant^  her  duty. 

Lear.  Say,  how  is  that.' 

Reg.  I  cannot  think,  my  sister  in  the  least 
Would  fail  her  obligation  :  If,  sir,  perchance. 
She  have  restrain'd  the  riots  of  your  followers, 
•Tis  on  such  ground,  and  to  such  wholesome  end, 
As  clears  her  from  all  blan>e. 

Lear.  My  curses  on  her ! 

R^,  O,  sir,  you  are  old ; 

Nature  in  you  stands  on  the  very  vei^e 
Of  her  confine :  you  should  be  rul'd,  and  led 
By  sonrje  discretion,  that  discerns  your  state 
Better  than  you  yourself:  Thftefore,  I  pray  you. 
That  to  our  sister  you  do  make  return ; 
Say,  you  have  wroog'd  her,  sir. 

Lear,  Ask  her  forgivenesn .' 

(1)  Removing  from  their  own  house. 

(2)  Artifice.         (3)  Crust  of  a  pye. 
(4)  Be  wanting  in. 

VOk,^ 


Do  you  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  house  :* 
Dear  daughter^  I  confess  that  I  am  old  ; 
Age  is  unnecessary :  on  my  knees  I  beg, 

[Kneeling. 
That  you'll  vouchsafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  fixM. 

Reg.  Good  sir,  no  more;  these  are  unsightly 
tricks: 
Return  you  to  my  sister. 

Lear.  Never,  Regan : 

She  hath  abated  roe  of  half  my  train ; 
Look'd  black  upon  me ;  struck  me  with  her  tongue, 
Most  serpent-like,  upon  the  very  heart  : — 
All  the  stor'd  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingrateful  top !  Strike  her  young  bones, 
You  taking  airs,  witn  lameness ! 

Com.  Fie,  fie,  fie ! 

Lear,  You  nimble  lightnings,  dart  your  blinding 
flames 
Into  her  scornful  eyes !  Infect  her  beauty, 
Vou  fen-suck'd  foes,  drawn  by  the  powerful  sun. 
To  fall  and  blast  Ber  pride ! 

Reg.  O  the  blest  gods ! 

So  will  you  wish  on  roe,  when  the  rash  mood's  on 

Lear.    No,  Regan,  thou  shalt  never  have  my 
curse; 
Thy  tender-hefted  nature  shall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  harshness ;  her  eyes  are  fierce,  but  thint 
Do  comfort,  and  not  bum :  'Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleasures,  to  cut  off  my  train. 
To  bandy  hasty  words,  to  scant  mv  sizes,^ 
And,  in  conclusion,  to  oppose  the  bolt 
Against  my  coming  in  :  tnou  better  know'ft 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  childhood. 
Effects  of  courtesy,  dues  of  gratitude ; 
Thy  half  o'the  kingdom  hast  thou  not  forgot. 
Wherein  I  thee  enaow'd. 

Reg.  Good  sir,  to  the  purtxyte. 

[Trumpets  unthin. 

Lear,  Who  put  my  man  i'the  stocks  ? 

Com,  What  trumpet's  that  ? 

Enter  Steward. 
Reg,  I  know't,  my  sister's:  this  approves  her 
letter. 
That  she  would  soon  be  here. — Is  your  lady  come  ? 
Lear.  This  is  a  slave,  whose  easv-borrow'd  pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickle  grace  of  her  Le  follows : — 
Out,  varlet,  from  my  sight ! 

Com.  What  means  your  erace  ? 

Lmt.  Who stock'd  my  servant.'  Regan,  1  have 
good  hope 
Thou  didst  not  know  of 't— Who  comes  here  ?  O 
heavens, 

Enter  Goneril. 
If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  sweet  sway 
Allow^  obedience,  if  yourselves  are  old, 
Make  it  your  cause;   send  down,  and  take  my 

part! — 
Art  not  asham'd  to  look  upon  this  beard  > — 

[To  Goneril. 
O,  Regan,  wilt  thou  take  her  by  the  hand .' 
Gon.  Why  not  by  the  hand,  pir.'  How  have  I 
offended  ? 
All's  not  oflence,  that  indiscretion  finds, 
And  dotage  terms  so. 

Lear.  O,  sides,  you  are  too  tough ! 

Will  you  yet  hold  ? — How  came  my  man  i'the  stock»? 

Com.  I  set  him  there,  sir :  but  bis  own  disorders 

Deserv'd  much  less  advancement 

Lear.  You!  did  you.' 


(5)  The  order  of  families. 

(6)  Conti  ict  my  allowunces. 


(7)  Ai>prove. 
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Ar.  I  prajr  7011,  frflier,  being  weak,  seem  la 
If,  till  the  expiration  of  joai-  month, 
YoQ  mil  return  and  tojoam  with  mj  sister, 
Disnussing  half  vonr  train,  come  then  to  me; 
I  am  now  from  nome,  and  oat  of  that  pronaioa 
Which  shall  be  needful  for  Toar  entertainment 

Luar,  Return  to  her,  and  fiflj  men  dismissM  ? 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  1006,  and  choose 
To  wagei  against  the  enmity  o'the  air; 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl, — 
Necessity's  sharp  pinch ! — ^Return  with  her  ? 
Why,  the  hot-blooded  Fiance,  that  doweiless  took 
Our  yoaitt;est  bom,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and,  squire-like,  pension  beg 
To  keep  base  life  afix>t : — Ketum  wim  her  ? 
Persoaoe  me  rather  to  be  slave  and  sampler 
To  this  detested  groom.  [XooXmg- on  iAe  S/eiettrcL 

Gofi.  At  yoor  choice,  sir. 

hbar.  I  pr*ythee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad ; 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child ;  farewell : 
We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  see  one  another : — 
But  yet  thoa  art  my  flesh,  my  blood,  my  daughter ; 
Or,  ntber,  a  disease  that's  in  my  flesh. 
Which  I  must  needs  call  mine :  thou  art  a  boil, 
A  plague-sore,  an  embossed^  carbuncle. 
In  my  corrupted  bkxxl.    But  I'll  not  chide  thee ; 
Let  shame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it : 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  shoot. 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jore : 
Mend,  when  thou  canst ;  be  better,  at  thy  leisure : 
1  can  be  patient;  I  can  stay  with  Regan ; 
I,  and  my  hundred  knights. 

Rt^.   *  Not  altoeether  so,  sir ; 

I  look'd  not  for  yon  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  weuxxne :  Give  ear,  sir,  to  my  sister ; 
For  those  that  mingle  reason  with  your  passion. 
Must  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  so— 
But  she  knows  what  she  does. 

htar.  Is  this  well  spoken  now  ? 

Rtg,  I  dare  avouch  it,  sir :  What,  fif^  followers? 
Is  it  not  well }  What  should  you  need  of  more  ? 
Yea,orsomany?  sith>  that  both  charge  and  danger 
Speak  'gainst  so  great  a  number?  How,  in  one 

house. 
Should  many  people,  under  two  coounands, 
Holdanutrr  'TIS  hard;  almost  impossible. 

Ooii.  Why  might  not  you,  my  lord,  receive  at- 
tendance 
From  those  that  she  calls  servants,  or  from  mine  ? 

Rt^,  Why  not,  my  lord?  If  then  they  chanc'd 
to  slack  you. 
We  coold  control  them :   If  you  will  come  to  me 
(For  now  I  spy  a  danger,)  I  entreat  you 
To  bring^  but  five  and  twenty ;  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 

iMsr,  I  gave  yon  all — 

iZeg'.  And  in  eood  time  you  ^ve  it. 

Iamkt,  Made  yoo  my  guardians,  my  depositaries ; 
But  kept  a  reservation  to  be  foUow'd 
With  such  a  number:  What,  must  I  come  to  you 
Widi  five  and  twenty,  Regan?  said  yoo  so? 

Rt^,  And  speak  it  again,  my  lord;  no  more 
with  roe. 

Luar,  Those  wicked  creatores  yet  do  look  well- 
fayour'd, 
When  others  are  more  wicked ;  not  being  the  worst, 
Stands  in  some  rank  of  praise  ^-^I'U  go  with  thee ; 
\To  Goneril. 
Thy  fif^  yet  doth  double  five  and  twenty. 
And  thou  art  twice  her  love. 

Owl  Hear  me,  my  lord ; 

What  need  you  five  and  twenty,  ten,  or  five, 

(l)War.    (2)  Swelling.    (3)  Since.   (4)  Instigate. 


To  foHow  in  a  hoose,  where  twice  to  many 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you  ? 

Re^,  What  need  one? 

Lur.  O,  reason  not  the  need:  our  basest  beggm 
Are  in  the  poorest  thing  sopeilhious : 
Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  n 
Man's  life  is  cheap  as  beast's :  thou  art  a  I 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous, 
Wh^,  nature  needs  not  what  vuan.  gorgeoos  weax'st. 
Which  scarcely  keeps  thee  waxm.--Rut,  for  true 

need,— 
Yoo  heavens.  Rive  me  that  patience,  patience  I 

need: 
Yon  see  me  here,  yoo  gods,  a  poor  old  man. 
As  full  of  grief  as  age;  wretched  in  both ! 
If  it  be  you  that  stir  these  daughters'  hearts 
Against  their  father,  fool  me  not  so  much 
To  bear  it  tamely ;  touch  me  with  noble  anger ! 
O,  let  not  women's  weapons,  water-drops. 
Stain  my  man's  cheeks  .'—No,  you  unnatural  hags, 
I  will  haye  such  revenges  on  you  both, 
That  aU  the  worid  shaS— I  wiU  do  such  tbinn,— 
What  th^  are,  yet  I  know  not;  but  they  shall  be 
The  terrors  of  the  earth.    You  think,  I'll  weep; 
No,  I'll  not  weep : — 

1  have  full  cause  of  weeping ;  hot  this  heart 
Shall  break  into  a  hundred  thousand  flaws, 
Or  ere  I'll  weep :— O,  fool,  I  shall  go  mad  f 

r£xeicnf  Lear,  Gloster,  Kent,  and  FooL 

Cam.  Let  us  withdraw, 'twin  be  a  stonn. 

\^Ufrm.  heard  ai  a  dislance. 

Rer,  This  boose 

Is  little ;  the  old  man  and  his  people  cannot 
Be  well  bestow'd. 

Ckm.  Tis  his  own  blame;  be  hath  pott 

Himself  from  rest,  and  must  needs  taste  his  fdly. 

Rtg.  For  his  particular,  I'll  receive  him  glsdly, 
But  not  one  follower. 

Gen.  So  am  I  pnrpos'd. 

Where  is  my  lord  of  Gloster  ? 

Re^aUer  Gloster. 

Com,  Follow'd  the  old  man  forth  ^— be  is  re* 

turo'd. 
Olo.  The  king  is  in  high  nge. 
Com.  Whither  is  he  going? 

Glo,  He  calls  to  horse;  but  will  I  know  not 

whither. 
Com.  'Tis  best  to  give  him  way ;  he  leadshim- 

self. 
Oon,  My  lord,  entreat  him  by  no  means  to  stay. 
Glo.  Alack,  the  night  comes  on,  and  the  bleak 
winds 
Do  sorely  ruffle ;  for  many  mOes  aboot 
There's  scarce  a  bush. 

Rf^.^  O,  sir,  to  wilful  men. 

The  injuries  that  they  theinselves  procure, 
Must  be  their  schoolmasters :  Shut  up  your  doors ; 
He  is  attended  with  a  desperate  train  ; 
And  what  they  may  incense*  him  to,  being  apt 
To  have  his  ear  abus'd,  wisdom  bids  fear. 
Com,  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  lord ;  'tis  a  wild 
night; 
My  Regan  counsels  well :  come  oat  o'the  stonn. 

[ExiMd, 


ACT  in. 

SCRATE  /.— ^  heath.  A  Miorm  ia  heard,  wiA 
thunder  and  lightning.  Enter  Kent,  and  • 
Gentleman,  meeting. 

Kent,  Who's  here,  beside  foul  weather? 
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GeiU,  One  minded  like  the  weather,  most  on- 

?iiietly. 
know  Tou ;  where'a  the  kine  ? 

Gent.  Contending  with  the  fretAii  element : 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  earth  into  the  sea. 
Or  swell  the  curled  waters  *bove  the  main, 
That  thines  might  change,  or  cease :  tears  his  white 

hair; 
Which  the  impetuous  blasts,  with  eyeless  rage, 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of: 
Strives  in  his  little  world  of  man  to  out-scorn 
The  to-and-fro-conflicting  wind  and  rain. 
This  night,  wherein  the  cub-drawn  bear"  would 

couch, 
7*he  lion  and  the  belly-pinched  wolf 
Keep  their  fur  dry,  unbonneted  he  runs. 
And  bids  what  will  take  all. 

Kent.  But  who  is  with  him  ? 

Gtnt  None  but  the  fool;  who  labours  to  out-jest 
His  heart-struck  injuries. 

Kent.  Sir,  I  do  know  yon ; 

And  dare,  upon  the  warrant  of  my  art,3 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.     There  is  division. 
Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  be  covered 
.With  mutual  cunning,  *twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall; 
Who  have  (as  who  have  not,  that  their  great  6tars 
ThrooM  and  set  high.^)  servants,  who  seem  no  less ; 
Which  are  to  France  the  spies  and  speculations 
Intelligent  of  our  state ;  what  hath  been  seen, 
Either  in  snufis  and  packinp^  of  the  dukes ; 
Or  the  hard  rein  which  both  of  them  have  borne 
Against  the  old  kind  king ;  or  something  deeper, 
Whereof,  perchance,  these  are  but  furnishing^  \* — 
[But,  true  it  is,  from  France  there  comes  a  power 
Into  this  scatterM  kingdom ;  who  already. 
Wise  in  our  negligence,  have  secret  feet 
In  some  of  our  best  ports,  and  are  at  point 
To  show  their  open  banner.— Now  to  you  • 
If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  so  far 
To  make  your  speed  to  Dover,  you  shall  find 
Some  that  will  tnank  vou,  making  just  report 
Of  how  unnatural  and  bemadding  sorrow 
The  king  hath  cause  to  plain. 
I  am  a  gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding ; 
And,  from  some  knowledge  and  assurance,  offer 
This  office  to  you.") 

Gent.  I  will  talk  further  with  you. 

Kent.  No,  do  not 

For  confirmation  that  I  am  mtich  more 
Than  my  out  wall,  open  this  purse,  and  take 
What  it  contains :  It  you  shall  see  Cordelia, 
(As  fear  not  but  you  shall,)  show  her  this  ring; 
And  she  will  tell  you  who  your  fellow*  is 
That  yet  you  do  not  know.    Fie  on  this  storm ! 
I  will  go  iteek  the  king. 

Gent.  Give  me  your  hand:  Have  you  no  more 
to  say.' 

Kent.  Few  words,  but,  to  effect,  more  than  all  yet ; 
That,  when  we  have  found  the  king  (in  which  your 

paJn 
That  way  ;  Til  this ;)  he  that  first  lights  on  him. 
Holla  the  other.  [Exeunt  severally. 

SCEJ^E  IL— Another  part  of  the  heath.   Storm 
continues.     Enter  Lear  and  Fool. 

Lear.  Blow,  wind,  and  crack  your  cheeks!  rage! 
blow! 

(1)  Whose  dugs  are  drawn  dry  by  its  young. 

(2)  Which  teaches  us  *  to  find  the  mind's  con- 
•truction  in  the  face.* 

(3)  Sn'iJTs  Sire  dislikes,  nnd  packings^  underhand 
COntnvriiK  e<t. 

(4)  Samples.  (5)  rom^wnion. 
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You  cataracts,  and  hurricanoes,  spout 

Till  you  have  drenched  our  steeples,  drown*d  the 

cocks ! 
You  sulphurous  and  thought-executing^  fires. 
Vaunt  couriers^  to  oak-cleaving  thunaer-bolts, 
Singe  my  white  head!    And  thou,  all-shaking 

thunder. 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o*the  world ! 
Crack  nature's  moulds,  all  germens  spill  at  once. 
That  make  ingrateful  man .' 

Fool.  O  nuncle,  court  holy-watei^  in  a  dry  house 
is  better  than  this  rain-water  out  oMoor. — Good 
nuncle,  in  and  ask  thy  daughters'  blessing :  here's 
a  night  pities  neither  wise  men  nor  fools. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  bellyful! !  Spit,  fire!  spout, 
rain! 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters : 
I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindncss, 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,  call'd  you  children. 
You  owe  me  no  subscription  ;0  why  then,  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleasure ;  here  I  stand,  your  slave, 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  despis'd  old  man  : — 
But  yet  I  call  you  servile  ministers. 
That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join'd 
Your  high-engender'd  battles,  'gainst  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.    O !  0 !  'tis  foul ! 

Fool  He  that  has  a  house  to  put  his  head  in,  has 
a  good  head-piece.    . 

7^  cod-piece  that  will  house^ 

Btfore  the  head  has  any. 
The  head  and  he  shall  louse  f — 

So  beggars  marry  many. 
The  man  that  makes  his  toe 

What  he  his  heart  should  mtJce, 
Shall  of  a  com  cry  wo. 

And  turn  fUs  sleep  to  wake, 

— for  there  was  never  yet  fair  woman,  but  she 
made  mouths  in  a  glass. 

Enter  K&kt 

Lear.  No,  I  will  be  the  pattern  of  all  patience, 
I  will  say  nothing. 

Kent.  Who's  there.? 

Fool.  Marry,  here's  grace,  and  a  cod-piece; 
that's  a  wise  man,  and  a  fool. 

Kent.  Ala%,  sir,  are  you  here.?  things  that  love 
night. 
Love  not  such  nights  as  these ;  the  wrathful  skies 
Gallow'o  the  venr  wanderers  of  the  dark. 
And  make  them  keep  their  caves:  Since  I  was  man. 
Such  sheets  of  fire,  such  bursts  of  horrid  thunder. 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard :  man's  nature  cannot 

carry 
The  affliction,  nor  the  fear. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  gods. 

That  keep  this  dreadful  pother"  o'er  our  heads. 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.  Tremble,  thou  wretch. 
That  hast  within  thee  undivulged  crimes, 
Unwhipp'd  of  justice :  Hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand; 
Thou  perjur'^  and  thou  simular'^  man  of  virtue, 
That  art  incestuous :  Caitiff,  to  pieces  shake, 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  seemingi' 
Hastpractis'd  on  man's  life! — Close  pent-up  guilts. 
Rive  your  concealing  continents,  ana  cry 
These  dreadful  summoners  grace. '^ — I  am  a  man, 

(6)  Quick  as  thought.     (7^  Avant  couriers,  French 

(8)  A  proverbial  phrase  for  Jair  toords. 

(9)  Olx'dicnce.         (10)  Scare  or  frighten. 
(II)  BliiNleriug  noise.  (12)  Countorfcit 
(13;  Ap|ieaiunce.     (14}  Favour. 
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Mora  siim'd  against,  than  sinning. 

Kent  Alack,  bara-headed ! 

Gmcioos  rar  lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  hovel ; 
Some  friembhip  will  it  lend  you  *^in8t  the  tempest; 
Repose  joa  there :  while  I  to  this  hard  bouse 
(Mora  bard  than  is  the  stone  whereof  *tis  rais*d; 
Which  even  but  now,  demanding*  after  you. 
Denied  me  to  come  in,)  return,  and  force 
Their  scanted  courtesy. 

Lear.  My  wits  begin  to  turn.— 

Come  on,  my  boy :  How  ddet,  my  boy .'  Art  cold? 
I  am  cold  myself.— Where  is  this  straw,  my  fellow 
The  art  of  our  necessities  is  strainge. 
That  can  make  vile  things  precious.    Come,  your 

hovel, 
Poor  fool  and  knave,  I  have  one  part  in  my  heart 
That's  Sony  yet  for  thee. 
Fool.  He  thai  has  a  Utile  tiny  wUr- 

With  heigh,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rotn,— 
JHusi  make  content  with  his  fortunei  Jit  ; 

For  the  rain  it  raineih  every  day.^ 
Lear.  True,  my  good  boy.— Come,  brine  us  to 
this  hovel.         [Exeunt  Lear  and  Kent. 
Fhol.  This  is  a  brave  ni»ht  to  cool  a  conrteian.- 
V\\  speak  a  prophecy  ere  I  go : 

When  priests  are  more  in  word  than  matter; 

When  brewers  mar  their  malt  with  water; 

When  nobles  are  their  tailors*  tutors ; 

No  heretics  bum'd,  but  wenches*  suitors : 

When  every  case  in  law  is  right ; 

No  squire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  knigfat ; 

When  slanders  do  not  live  in  tongues ; 

Nor  cutpurses  come  not  to  throngs ; 

When  usurers  tell  their  gold  i'the  field; 

And  bawds  and  whores  do  churches  build;— 

Then  shall  the  realm  of  Albion 

Come  to  great  confusion. 

Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  iee*t. 

That  going  shall  be  us*d  with  feet 
This  prophecy  Merlin  shall  make ;  for  I  live  before 
his  time.  [Exit. 

SCEJV'E  III— A  room  in  G\o8tor*s  cattle.  Enter 
Gloster  and  Edmund. 

GU).  Alack,  alack,  Edmund,  I  lik^  not  this  un 
natural  dealing :  When  I  desired  their  leave  that  I 
might  pity  him,  they  took  from  me  the  use  of  mine 
own  house ;  charged  me,  on  pain  of  their  perpetual 
displeasure,  neither  to  speak  of  him,  entreat  for 
him,  nor  any  way  sustain  him. 

Edm.  Most  savage,  and  unnatural ! 

Glo.  Go  to;  say  you  nothing:  There  is  division 
between  the  dukes;  and  a  worse  matter  than  that : 
I  have  received  a  letter  this  nieht ;— 'tis  danprous 
to  be  spoken;— I  have  locked  the  letter  m  my 
closet :  these  injuries  the  king  now  bears  will  be 
revenged  home;  there  is  part  of  a  power  already 
footed  :■  we  must  incline  to  the  king.  I  will  seek 
him,  and  privily  relieve  him :  go  you,  and  maintain 
talk  with  the  duke,  that  my  charitjr  be  not  of  him 
perceived :  If  he  ask  for  me,  I  am  ill,  and  gone  to 
bed.  If  I  die  for  Pt,  as  no  less  is  threatened  me, 
the  king  my  old  master  must  be  relieved.  There 
IS  some  strange  thing  toward,  Edmund ;  pray  you, 
be  careful.  [Exit 

Edm.  This  courtesy,  forbid  thee,  shall  the  duke 
■  Instantly  know ;  and  of  that  letter  too ; — 
This  seems  a  fair  deserving,  and  must  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  loses ;  no  less  than  all: 


(1)  Inquiring, 
a)  P^  of  the 


The  younger  rises,  when  the  old  doth  fall.  [Exit. 

SCEJ^E  IK— A  part  of  the  heath,  with  a  hood. 
Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 
Kent.  Here  is  the  place,  my  lord ;  good  my  kxd, 
enter: 
The  tyranny  of  the  open  night's  Coo  rough 
For  nature  to  endure.  [Storm  dilL 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 
Lear.  Wilt  break  my  heart  > 

Kent.  I'd  rather  break  mine  own :  Good  my  lord, 

enter. 
Lear.  Thou  thhik'st  'tis  much,  that  this  conten- 
tious storm 
Invades  us  to  the  skin :  so  'tis  to  thee ; 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  fix'd. 
The  lesser  is  scarce  felt     Thou'dst  shun  a  bear : 
But  if  thy  flight  lay  toward  the  raging  sea, 
Thou'dst  meet  the  bear  i*the  mouth.    When  die 

mind's  free. 
The  body's  delicate :  the  tempest  in  my  mind 
Doth  from  my  senses  take  all  feeling  else. 
Save  what  beats  there.— Filial  ingratitude ! 
Is  it  not  as  this  mouth  should  tear  this  hand. 
For  lifting  food  to't.'— But  I  will  punish  home  .— 
No,  I  will  weep  no  more. — In  such  a  night 
To  shut  me  out !— Pour  on ;  I  will  endure  :— 
In  such  a  night  as  this !  O  Regan,  Goneril  I— 
Your  old  kind  father,  whose  frank  heart  gave  all,— 
O,  that  way  madness  lies ;  let  me  shun  that ; 
No  more  of  that, — 
Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Pr'ythee,  go  in  thyselfj  seek  thine  own 
ease; 
This  tempest  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  things  would  hurt  me  more. — But  1*11  go  in  : 
In,  boy;  go  first— [7b  the  Fool.]  ypa  houseleis 

poverty, — 
Nay,  get  toee  in.    Ill  pray,  and  then  TH  sWp.— 
[Fool  goes  M. 
Poor  naked  wretches,  wheresoe'er  you  are. 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitiless  storm. 
How  shall  your  houseless  heads,  and  unfed  sides. 
Your  loop'a  and  wiudow'd  raggedness,  defend  yon 
From  jeasons  such  as  these  f  O,  I  have  ta'en 
Too  little  care  of  this !    Take  physic,  pomp ; 
Expose  thyself  to  feel  what  wratches  feel ; 
That  thou  may'st  shake  the  supeiflux  to  them. 
And  show  the  heavens  more  just 
Edr.  [Within.]  Fathom  and  half,  iathom  and 
half!  Poor  Tom! 

[The  Fool  runs  out  from  the  hovd. 
Fool.  Come  not  in  here,  nuncle,  here's  a  spirit 
Help  me,  help  me  ! 
Kent.  Give  me  thy  band.— Who's  there  ? 
Fool  A  spirit,  a  spirit ;  he  says  his  name's  poor 

Tom. 
Kent.  What  art  thou  that  dost  gmmUe  there 
i'the  straw? 
Come  forth. 

Enter  Edgar,  disguUed  aa  a  madman. 

Edg.  Away !  the  foul  fiend  follows  me! — 
Through  the  sharp  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind.— 
Humph !  go  to  thy  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Lear.  Hast  thou  given  all  to  thy  two  daughten  ? 
And  art  thou  come  to  this  ? 

Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom  .'whooa 
the  foul  fiend  hath  led  through  fire  and  threogh 
flame,  throufrh  ford  and  whirlpool,  over  bo^  and 
quagmire ;  mat  hath  laid  knives  under  bis  pilkw. 


Clown's  song  in  Tw^tfth  JTight.  \ 


(3)  A  foice  already  landed. 
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and  halters  in  his  pew;  set  ratsbane  by  his  porridge; 
made  him  proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  bay  trotting- 
horse  over  four-inched  bridges,  to  course  his  own 
shadow  for  a  traitor : — Bless  thy  five  wits  !  Tom*s 
a-cold. — O,  do  de,  do  de,  do  de.— Bless  thee  from 
whirlwinds,  star-blasting,  and  taking !»  Do  poor 
Tom  some  charity,  whom  the  foul  fiend  vexes: 
There  could  I  have  him  now,— -and  there, — and 
there, — and  there  again,  and  there. 

[Storm  continues. 

Lear.  What,  have  his  daughters  brought  him  to 
this  pass  ? — 
Could'st  thou  save  nothing?  Didst  thou  give  them 
all? 

Fool.  Nay,  he  reserved  a  blanket,  else  we  had 
oeen  all  shamed. 

Lear.  Now,  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pendu- 
lous air 
Hang  fated  o*er  men^s  faults,  light  on  thy  daughters! 

Kent.  He  hath  no  daughters,  sir. 

Lear.  Death,  traitor !  nothing  could  have  sub- 
dued nature 
To  such  a  lowness,  but  his  unkind  daughters. — 
Is  it  the  fashion,  that  discarded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flesh  ? 
Judicious  punishment !  'twas  this  fle^  begot 
Those  pelican  daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  sat  on  pillicockVhill ; — 
Halloo,  halloo,  loo,  loo  ! 

Fool.  This  cold  night  will  turn  as  all  to  fools 
and  madmen. 

Edg.  Take  heed  of  the  foul  fiend :  Obey  thy 
parents ;  keep  thy  word  justly ;  swear  not ;  com- 
mit not  with  man's  sworn  spouse ;  set  not  thy  sweet 
heart  on  proud  array :  Tom's  a-cold. 

/..ear.  ^fVhat  hast  thou  been  ? 

Edg.  A  serving-man,  proud  in  heart  and  mind ; 
that  curled  my  hair;  wore  gloves  in  my  cap,3  served 
the  lust  of  my  mistress's  heart,  and  clid  the  act  of 
darkness  with  her ;  swore  as  many  oaths  as  I  spake 
tv-ords,  and  broke  them  in  the  sweet  face  of  heaven : 
one,  that  slept  in  the  contriving  of  lust,  and  waked 
to  do  it :  Wine  loved  I  deeply  ;  dice  dearly  ;  and 
in  woman,  out-paramoured  the  Turk :  False  of  heart, 
light  of  ear,  bloody  of  hand :  H(^  in  sloth,  fox  in 
stealth,  wolf  in  greediness,  do^  in  madness,  lion  in 

f)rey.  Let  not  the  creaking  of  shoes,  nor  the  rust- 
ing of  silks,  betray  thy  poor  heart  to  women  :  Keep 
thy  foot  out  of  brothels,  thy  hand  out  of  plackets, 
thy  pen  from  lenders'  books,  and  defy  the  foul  fiend. 
— Still  through  the  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind . 
Says  suum,  raun,  ha  no  nonny,  dolphin,  my  boy, 
my  boy,  sessa;  let  him  trot  by. 

[Storm  still  continues. 
Lear.  Why,  thou  were  better  in  thy  grave,  than 
to  answer  with  thy  uncovered  body  this  extremity 
of  the  skies. — Is  man  no  more  than  this?  Consider 
him  well :  Thou  owest  the  worm  no  silk,  the  beast 
no  hide,  the  sheep  no  wool,  the  cat  no  perfume : — 
Ha  !  here's  three  of  us  are  sophisticated  I — Thou 
art  the  thing  itself:  unaccomrnodated  man  is  no 
more  but  such  a  poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as  thou 
art — Oflf,  off,  you  lendings  : — Come;  unbutton 
be  re.'  [  Tearing  off  his  clothes. 

Fool.  Pr'vthee,  nuncle,  be  contented ;  this  is  a 
naughty  night  to  swim  in. — Now  a  little  fire  in  a 

(1)  To  take  is  to  blast,  or  strike  with  malignant 
influence. 

(2)  It  was  the  custom  to  wear  gloves  in  the  hat, 
as  the  favour  of  a  mistress. 

(3)  The  words  unlmtton  Jiere^  are  probably 
only  a  marginal  direction  crept  into  the  matter. 

(4)  Diseases  of  the  eye. 


wild  field  were  like  an  old  lecher's  heart:  a  small 
spark,  all  the  rest  of  his  body  cold.— Look,  here 
comes  a  walking  fire. 

Edg.  This  is  the  foul  fiend  Flibbertigibbet :  he 
begins  at  curfew,  and  walks  till  the  first  cock ;  he 
gives  the  web  and  the  pin,^  squints  the  eye,  and 
makes  the  hare-lip;  mildews  the  white  wheat,  and 
hurts  the  poor  creature  of  earth. 

Saint  WitholdifooUd  thrice  the  wold,* 

He  met  the  night-mare^  and  her  nine-fold; 
Bid  her  alight. 
And  her  troth  plight. 

And,  aroinf  thee,  witch,  aroint  thu! 

Kent.  How  fares  your  grace  ? 

Enter  Gloster,  with  a  torch, 

Lear.  What's  he? 

Kent.  Who's  there  ?  What  is't  you  seek  ? 

Glo.  What  are  you  there  ?  Your  names  ? 

Edg.  Poor  Tom ;  that  eats  the  swimming  frog, 
the  toad,  the  tadpole,  the  wall-newt,  and  the  water ;« 
that  in  the  fury  of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fiend 
rages,  eats  cow-dung  for  sallets ;  swallows  the  old 
rat,  and  the  ditch-dc«;  drinks  the  green  mantle  of 
the  standing  pool ;  who  is  whipped  from  ty  thing  to 
tything,9  and  stocked,  punished,  and  imprisoned; 
who  hath  had  three  suits  to  his  back,  six  shirts  to 
his  body,  horse  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  wear, — 

But  mice,  and  rats,  and  such  small  deer. 
Have  been  Tom's  food  for  seven  long  year. 

Beware  my  follower : — Peace,  Smolkin  ;>o  peace, 
thou  fiend  I 

Glo.  What,  hath  your  grace  no  better  company  ? 

Edg.  The  prince  of  darkness  is  a  gentleman ; 
Modo  he's  called,  and  Mahu.'^ 

Glo.  Our  flesh  and  blood,  my  lord,  is  grown  so 
vile. 
That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a-cold. 

Glo.  Go  in  with  me ;  my  duty  cannot  suffer 
To  obey  in  all  your  daughters'  hard  commands : 
Though  their  injunction  be  to  bar  mv  doors. 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you  ; 
Yet  have  I  ventur'd  to  come  seek  you  out. 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready. 

Lear.  First  let  me  talk  with  this  philosopher  :— 
What  is  the  cause  of  thunder  ? 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  take  his  offer ; 
Go  into  the  house. 

Lear.  I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  same  learned 
Theban : 
What  is  your  study  ? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  vermin. 

Lear.  Let  me  ask  you  one  word  in  private. 

Kent.  Imp6rtune  him  once  mOre  to  go,  my  lord, 
His  wits  begin  to  unsettle. 

Glo.  Canst  thou  blame  him  ? 

His  daughters  seek  his  death :— Ah,  that  good 

Kent  !— 
He  said  it  would  be  thus : — Poor  banish'd  man ! — 
Thou  say'st,  the  king  grows  mad ;  I'll  tell  thee, 

friend, 
I  am  almost  mad  myself:  I  had  a  son. 
Now  outlaw'd  from  my  blood ;  he  sought  my  life, 

(5)  A  saint  said  to  protect  his  devotees  from  the 
disease  called  the  night-mare. 

(6)  Wild  downs,  so  called  in  various  parts  of 
E^ngland. 

(7)  Avaunt.        (8)  t.  e.  The  water-newt 

(9)  A  tvthing  is  a  division  of  a  county.       • 

(10)  Name  of  a  spirit    (11)  The  chief  derO. 
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Bat  lately,  Teiy  late ;  I  br'cl  him,  fiiend, — 
No  &ther  his  son  dearer :  tnw  to  tell  thcie, 

[Sform  oonlcmiet. 
The  grief  hath  crasMnqrwita.  lYhatanighfathis! 
I  do  beseech  your  grace^ — 

Luw,  O,  C17  yoa  mercy. 

Noble  philosopher,  your  company. 
Edg.  Tom^  a-cold. 
Glo.  In,  fellovr,  there,  to  the  horel :  keep  thee 

warm. 
£ear.  Come,  let's  in  all 
Kent  This  way,  ray  lord. 

JLear.  With  him; 

I  will  keep  still  with  my  phik)eopher. 
Xienl.  Good  my  lord,  sooth  him;  lethfan  take  the 

felk>w. 
CHo.  Take  him  yoQ  on. 
Kent,  Sirrah,  come  on ;  eo  akng  with  us. 
Lear,  Come,  good  Athenian. 
Gla,  No  words,  no  words : 

Hash. 
Edg.  C5UU1  RomUmi  io  the  dark  Uftoer  eame^ 
His  word  soos  $tiUi—Fu,fah^  and  /um, 
ItKuU  the  blood  qf  a  BriUsh  man. 

[Elxetmt. 

SCEJfE  F.—A  room  in  Gloster*s  cosOc  Enter 
Cornwall  and  Edmund. 

Com.  I  will  have  my  reTeqge,  ere  I  depart  bis 
house. 

Edm.  How,  my  lord,  I  may  be  censured,  that 
nature  thus  gives  way  to  kiyalty,  something  feara 
me  to  think  oil 

Com.  I  now  perceive,  it  was  not  altogethei 
your  brother^s  evil  disposition  made  him  teek  hifl 
death ;  but  a  provoking  merit,  set  a-work  by  a  re- 
proveable  badness  in  hunseUl 
^  Edm.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I  mu9t 
repent  to  be  just!  This  is  tLe  letter  he  spoke  of, 
which  approves  him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  ad- 
vantages of  France.  O  heavens  I  mat  this  treason 
were  not,  ornot  I  the  detector ! 

Com.  Go  with  me  to  the  duchess. 

Edm.  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certain,  you 
have  mighty  business  in  hand. 

Com.  True,  or  false,  it  hath  made  thee  earl  of 
Gloster.  Seek  out  where  thy  father  is,  that  he  may 
be  ready  for  our  apprehension. 

Edm.  [Aside.]  ill  find  him  comforting  the  king, 
it  will  stuff  his  suspicion  more  fully. — I  will  perse- 
vere in  my  course  of  loyalty,  though  the  conflict  be 
sore  between  that  and  my  blood. 

Com.  I  will  lay  trust  upon  thee ;  and  thou  shalt 
find  a  dearer  fatlier  in  my  love.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ\rE  FI.—A  chamber  in  a  farm-house,  ad- 
joining the  castle.  Enter  Gloster,  Lear,  Kent, 
Fool,  and  Edgar. 

Glo.  Here  is  better  than  the  open  air;  take  it 
thankfully :  I  will  piece  out  the  comfort  with  what 
addition  I  can :  I  will  not  be  long  from  you. 

Kent.  All  the  power  of  bis  wits  has  given  way 
to  his  impatience : — TThe  gods  reward  your  kina- 


lExit  Gloster. 
tells 


Edg.  Frateretto  calls  me ;  and  tells  me,  Nero  is 
an  angler  in  the  lake  of  darkness.  Pray,  innocent,^ 
and  beware  the  fool  fiend. 

FooL  Pr*ythee,  nuncle,  tell  ipe,  whether  a  mad- 
man be  a  gentleman,  or  a  yeoman  f 

Lear,  A  king,  a  king ! 

(1)  Child  is  an  old  temi  for  knight 
(2^  Addressed  to  the  fool,  who  was  anciently 
called  an  innocent 


FboL  No;  he*s  a  yeoman,  diat  has  a  genttemaa 
to  his  son:  for  he*i  a  mad  yeoman,  that  sees  his  son 
a  gentleman  before  him. 

Lear.  To  have  a  thousand  with  red  boniing  spits 
Come  hissing  in  upon  them : — 

Edg.  The  foul  fiend  bites  my  back. 

fbol.  He's  mad,  that  trusts  in  the  temeness  of  a 
wolf,  a  hone's  health,  a  boy's  love,  or  a  whore's 
oath. 

Lear,  It  shall  be  done,  I  will  arraign  them 
straight: — 

Come,  sit  thou  here,  most  teamed  jnsticer ; 

[ToEiptT. 
Thou,  sapient  sir,  sit  here.  [To  the  Fool.]— ^ow, 
you  she  foxes  !— 

Edg.  Look,  where  he  stands  and  glares  !>• 
Wantest  thou  eyes  at  trial,  madam  f 

Come  o'er  the  boum,^  Bessy ^  tom/Sf^ 
FooL  Herboathaihaltak, 
And  she  must  not  speak 
Why  sAs  dares  not  come  over  to  thee, 

Edff.  The  foul  fiend  haun^  poor  Tom  in  the  voice 
of  a  nightingale.     Hopdanee  cries  in  Tom's  belly, 
for  two  white  herrings.    Croak  not,  black  angel ;  I 
have  no  food  for  th^ 
Kent  How  do  you,  sir?   Stand  you  not  so 
amas'd: 
Will  you  lie  down  and  rest  upon  the  cushions  ? 
Lear.  I'll  see  their  trial  first  -.—Bring  in  the  evi- 
deuce. — 
Thou  robed  man  of  justke,  take  thy  place ; 

tro  Edgar. 

And  thou,  his  ^^oke-fellow  of  equity,  [7V>  the  FooL 

Bench  by  his  side : — You  are  ol  me  commission, 

Sitvoutoo.  [TbKent 

Edg,  Let  us  deal  justly. 

Steepest,  or  vfokest  thou,  JoOy  shqtherd? 

Thy  sheep  beinthe  com; 
And  for  one  blast  of  thy  minikin  mouth. 
Thy  sheep  shall  take  no  harm, 

Purf  the  cat  is  grey. 

Lear.  Arraign  her  first ;  'tis  GooeriL  I  here  take 
mv  oath  before  this  honourable  assembly,  she  kick* 
ed  the  poor  king  her  father. 

FooL  Come  hither,  mistress;  Is  your  name 
Goneril  ? 

Lear.  She  cannot  deny  it 

FooL  Cry  you  mercy,  I  took  you  for  a  joint-stool. 

Lear.  And  here's  another,  whose  warp'd  looks 
proclaim 
What  store  her  heart  is  made  of. — Stop  her  thetv ! 
Arms,  aims,  sword,  fire ! — Corruption  in  the  place ! 
False  justicer,  why  hast  thou  let  her  'scape .' 

£d^-  Blessthy  five  wits! 

Kent.  O  pity ! — Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now. 
That  you  so  oft  have  boasted  to  retain  f 

Edr.  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  so  much. 
They'll  roar  my  counterfeiting.  [Aside. 

Lear.  The  pttle  dogs  and  aU, 
Tray,  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart,  see,  they  bark  at  me. 

Edg.  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them: — 
Avaunt,  you  curs ! 

Be  thy  mouth  or  black  or  white. 
Tooth  that  poisons  if  it  bite ; 
Mastiff,  grey-hound,  mongrel  grim. 
Hound,  or  spaniel,  brach,  or  Ivm ;' 
Or  bobtail  tike,  or  trundle-tail ; 
Tom  will  make  them  weep  and  wail : 

(3)  Edgar  is  speakii^  in  the  character  of  m  mad- 
man, who  thinks  he  sees  the  fiend. 

(4)  Brook  or  rivulet        (5)  A  blood^MMod. 
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For,  with  throwing^  thus  my  bead. 
Dogs  leap  the  batch,  and  all  are  fled. 

Dj  de,  de  de.  Sessa.  Come,  march  to  wakes  and 
fairts,  and  market-towns: — Poor  Tom,  thy  horn 
iadry. 

Lear.  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan ;  see  what 
breeds  about  her  heart :  Is  there  any  cause  in  na- 
ture, that  makes  these  hard  hearts  ? — You,  sir,  I 
entertain  you  for  one  of  my  hundred  ;  only,  I  do 
not  like  the  fashion  of  your  garments :  you  will 
say,  they  are  Persian  attire;  but  let  them  be 
changed.  [To  Edgar. 

Kent.  Now,  good  my  lord,  lie  here,  and  rest 
a  while. 

Lear.  Make  no  noise,  make  no  noise ;  draw  the 
curtains :  So,  so,  so :  We'll  go  to  supper  i'the  morn- 
ing :  So,  so,  sa 

FooL  And  I'll  go  to  bed  at  noon. 

Re-enter  Gloeter. 

Glo.  Come  hither,  friend :  Where  is  the  king  ray 
master.' 

Keni.  Here,  sir;  but  trouble  him  not,  his  wits 
are  gone. 

Glo.  Good  friend,  I  pr'ythee  take  him  in  thy  arms ; 
I  have  o'erheard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him : 
There  is  a  litter  ready ;  lay  him  in't. 
And  drive  towards  I)over,  friend,  where  thou  shalt 

meet 
Both  welcome  and  protection.  Take  up  thy  master: 
If  thou  should'st  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life, 
W^ith  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him, 
Stand  in  assured  loss :  Take  up,  take  up ; 
And  follow  me,  that  will  to  some  provision 
Give  thee  quick  conduct 

Kent.  Oppressed  nature  sleeps : — 

This  rest  might  yet  have  oalm'd  thy  broken  senses. 
Which,  if  convenience  will  not  allow. 
Stand  in  hard  cure. — Come,  help  to  bear  thy  master ; 
Thou  must  not  stay  behind.  [To  (he  Fool. 

Glo.  Come,  come,  away. 

[Exeunt  Kent,  Gloster,  and  the  Fool, 
bearing  off  the  King. 

Edg.  When  we  our  betters  see  bearing  our  woes. 
We  scarcely  think  our  miseries  our  foes. 
Who  alone  suffers,  suffers  most  i'the  mind  ; 
Leaving  free  things,  and  happy  shows,  behind : 
But  then  the  mind  much  sufferance  doth  o'erskip. 
When  grief  hath  mates,  and  bearing  fellowship. 
How  light  and  portable  my  pain  seems  now. 
When  ^at,  which  makes  me  bend,  makes  the  king 

bow  ; 
He  childed,  as  I  fathered ! — Tom,  away : 
Mark  the  high  noises ;'  and  thyself  bewray ,2 
When  false  opinion,  whose  wrong  thought  defiles 

thee. 
In  thy  just  proof,  repeals,  and  reconciles  thee. 
What  will  hap  more  to-night,  safe  'scape  the  king  ! 
Lurk,  lurk.  [£«/. 

SCEJ^TE  VII.^A  romnin  Gloster»8  eatiU.  En- 
ter Cornwall,  Regan,  Goneril,  Edmund,  and  Ser- 
vants. 

Com.  Post  speedily  to  my  lord  your  husband ; 
show  him  this  letter : — the  army  of  France  islanded: 
—Seek  out  the  villain  Gloster. 

[Exeunt  some  qf  the  Servants. 

Reg.  Hanff  him  instantly. 

Gon.  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Com.  Leave  him  to  my  displeasure. — Edmund, 

(1)  The  great  events  that  are  approaching. 

(2)  Betray,  discover. 


keep  vou  our  sister  company ;  the  revenges  we  are 
bound  to  take  upon  your  traitorous  father,  are  not 
fit  for  your  beholding.  Advise  the  duke,  where  you 
are  going,  to  a  most  festinate  preparation ;  we  are 
bound  to  the  like.  Our  posts  shall  be  swift  and  in- 
telligent  betwixt  us.  Farewell,  dear  sister;— fare- 
well, my  lord  of  Gloster.* 

£n<6r  Steward. 

How  now  ?  Where's  the  king  ? 
Stew.  My  lord  of  Gloster  hath  convey'd  him 
hence: 
Some  five  or  six  and  thirty  of  his  knights, 
Hot  questrists^  after  him,  met  him  at  gate ; 
Who,  with  soraeiDther  of  the  lord's  dependants. 
Are  gone  with  him  towards  Dover;  where  they 

boast 
To  have  well-armed  friends. 
Com.  Get  horses  for  your  mistress. 

Gon.  Farewell,  sweet  lord,  and  sister. 

[Exeunt  Goneril  and  Edmund. 
Com.  Edmund,  farewell. — Go,  seek  the  traitor 
Gloster, 
Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  us. 

[Exeunt  other  Servants. 
Though  well  we  may  not  pass  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  justice;  yet  our  power 
Shall  do  a  courtesy^  to  our  wrath,  which  men 
May  blame,  but  not  cootroL    Who's  there?    The 
traitor? 

Re-^nter  Servants,  with  Gloster. 

Reg.  Ingrateful  fox !  'tis  he. 

Com.  Bind  fast  his  corky^  arms. 

Gh.  What  mean  your  graces  .'—Good  my  friends, 
consider 
You  are  my  guests :  do  me  no  foul  play,  friends. 

Com.  Bind  him,  I  say.        [Servants  bind  him, 

Reg.  Hard,  hard :— O  filthy  traitor ! 

Glo.  Unmerciful  lady  as  you  are,  I  am  none. 

Com.  To  this  chair  bind  him: — Villain,  thou 
shalt  find—        [Regan  plucks  his  beard. 

Glo.  By  the  kind  gods,  'tis  most  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  heard. 

Reg.  So  white,  and  such  a  traitor ! 

Gh.  Naughty  lady. 

These  hairs,  which  thou  dost  ravish  from  my  chin, 
Will  quicken,?  and  accuse  thee :  I  am  your  host; 
With  robbers'  hands,  my  hospitable  favoun^ 
You  should  not  rufile  thus.     What  will  you  do  ? 

Cbm.  Come,  sir,  what  letters  had  you  late  from 
France  ? 

Reg.  Be  simple-answer*d,  for  we  know  the  troth. 

Com.  And  what  confederacy  have  you  with  the 
traitors 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom? 

Reg.  To  whose  hands  have  yon  sent  the  lonatic 
king? 
Speak. 

Glo.  I  have  a  letter  masnigly  set  down. 
Which  came  from  one  mat's  of  a  neutral  heart. 
And  not  from  one  oppoa'd. 

Com.  Cunning. 

Reg.  And  false. 

Com.  Where  hast  thoa  sent  the  king  ? 

Glo.  To  Dover. 

Reg.  Wherefore 

To  Dover?  Watt  thoo not  charged  at  thy  peril— 

(3)  Meaning  Edmund,  invested  with  his  lather*! 
titles. 

(4)  Inquirers.  (5)  Bend  to  our  wrath. 
(6)  Deceitful       (7)  Live.         (8)  Featom. 
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Act  IF 


Cbm.'WherefiiratoDOTer?  Let  him  fint  answer 

that 
Glo.  I  am  tied  to  the  stake,  and  I  must  stand  the 

course. 
/Zey.  Wherefore  to  Dorer.' 
Glo.  Because  I  would  not  see  thj  cruel  nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes ;  nor  thj  fierce  sbter 
In  his  anointed  flesh  stick  boarish  fangs. 
The  sea,  with  such  a  stoim  as  his  bare  head 
In  hell-black  nicht  endur*d,  would  have  buov*d  up, 
And  quench*d  the  stelledl  fires :  yet,  poor ola  heart, 
He  holp  the  heavens  to  rain. 
If  wolves  had  at  thy  gate  howPd  that  stem  time. 
Thou  should*st  have  said,  Good  porter^  iumthekey; 
All  craels  else  subscrib'd  :> — But  I  shall  see 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  such  children. 
Com.  See  it  shalt  thou  never: — Fellows,  hold 
the  chair: 
Upon  these  eyes  of  thine  Pll  set  my  foot 

[Gloster  is  held  down  in  the  chairs  while  Com- 
wall  phicks  out  one  of  hie  eye»f  and  sets 
his  foot  on  it. 
Glo.  He,  that  will  think  to  live  till  he  be  old. 
Give  me  some  help : — O  cruel !  O  ye  gods ! 
Reg.  One  side  will  meek  another;  me  other  too. 
Corn.  If  you  see  venreance, — 
Serv.  Hold  your  hand,  my  lord. 

I  have  servM  you  ever  since  I  was  a  child ; 
But  better  service  have  I  never  done  you, 
Than  now  to  bid  yon  hold. 
Reg.  How  now,  you  doe  f 
Sen.  If  you  did  wear  a  oeard  upon  your  chin, 
rd  shake  it  on  this  quarrel :  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Com.  My  villain !     [Draws,  and  runs  at  him. 
Serv.  Nay,  then  come  on,  and  take  the  chance 

of  anger. 
[Draws.     They  fight    Comwall  if  wounded. 
Reg.  Give  me  thy  sword. — [To  aiio<A«r  Servant] 

A  peasant  stand  up  thus ! 

[Snatches  a  sword,  comes  oehind,  and  stabs  him. 

Serv.  O,  I  am  slain  i — My  lord,  you  have  one 

eye  left 

To  see  some  mischief  on  him : — 0 !  [Dies. 

Com.  Lest  it  see  more,  prevent  it : — Out,  vile 

jelly! 

Where  is  thy  lustre  now  ? 

[Tears  out  Gloeter*s  other  eye,  and  throws 
it  on  the  ground. 
Glo.  All  dark  and  comfortless. — ^Where*s  my 
■on  Edmund  f 
Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  sparks  of  nature, 
To  quit'  this  horrid  act 

K^.  Out,  treacherous  villain ! 

Thou  calPst  on  him  that  hates  thee  :  it  was  he 
That  made  the  overture^  of  thy  treasons  to  us ; 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

CUo.  O  my  follies ! 

Then  Edgar  was  abus*d. —    • 
Kind  gods,  forgive  me  that,  and  prosper  him ! 

Reg.  Go,  thrust  him  out  at  gates,  and  let  him  smell 
His  way  to  Dover. — Hov^  is't,  my  lord  f  How  look 
you? 
Com.    I  have  receiTM  a  hurt:— Follow  me, 
lady.— 
Turn  out  that  eyeless  villain ; — throw  this  slave 
Upon  the  dunghill.— Regan,  I  bleed  apace : 
Untimely  comes  this  hurt :  Give  roe  your  ama. 

[Exit  Comwall,  led  by  Regan ;— Servants 
unbindGUitierf  and  lead  him  out, . 

n)  Starred. 

(i)  Yielded,  submitted  to  the  necessity  of  the 


(3)  Requite.    (4)  Laid  open.     (5)  Madman. 


1  Serv.  rn  never  care  what  wickedneas  I  do, 
If  this  man  comes  to  good. 

2  Serv.  If  she  live  long. 
And,  in  the  end,  meet  ihe  old  course  of  death, 
Women  will  all  turn  monsters. 

1  Serv.  Let*8  follow  the  old  earl,  and  get  the 

Bedlam» 
To  lead  him  where  he  would;  his  roguish  madness 
Allows  itself  to  any  thing. 

2  Serv.  Go  thou ;  PU  fetch  some  flax,  and  whites 

of  ef^ga. 
To  apply  to  his  bleeding  face.   Now,  heaven  help 
him !  [Exeunt  severally. 


ACT  IV. 

SCEJ>rE  I.— The  heath.    Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Tet  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  caa> 

temn*d. 
Than  still  contemned  and  flatter'd.A    To  be  wont. 
The  lowest,  and  most  dejected  thin^  of  fortune. 
Stands  still  in  esperance,?  lives  not  m  fear : 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  best ; 
The  worst  returns  to  laughter.     Welcome  then. 
Thou  unsubstantial  air,  that  I  embrace ! 
The  wretch,  that  thou  hast  blown  unto  the  worst. 
Owes  nothing  to  thy  blast*. — But  who  cornea 

here.' — 

Enter  Gloster,  led  by  an  0\d  Man. 
My  father,  poorly  led.'— World,  world,  O  world ! 
But  that  thy  strange  mutations'  make  us  hate  thee. 
Life  would  not  yield  to  ace. 

Old  Man.  O  my  good  lord,  I  have  been  your 
tenant,  and  your  &ther*s  tenant,  these  fourscore 
years. 

Gh.  Away,  get  thee  away ;  good  friend,  be  gone : 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all. 
Thee  they  may  hurt 

Old  Man.  Alack,  sir,  you  cannot  see  your  way. 

Glo.  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes ; 
I  stumbled  when  I  saw :  Full  oft  *tis  seen. 
Our  mean  secures  us ;  and  our  mere  defects 
Prove  our  commodities. — Ah,  dear  son  Edgar, 
The  food  of  thy  abused  father*s  wrath  I 
Might  I  but  live  to  see  thee  in  my  touch, 
Pd  say,  I  had  eyes  again ! 

Old  Man.  How  now  ?  Who*s  there  ? 

Edg.  [Aside.]OgodBl  Who  is*t  can  say,  /  «m 
tU  the  worst? 
I  am  worse  than  e*er  I  was. 

Old  Man.  *Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 

Edg.  [Aside.]  And  worse  I  may  be  yet :  The 
worst  IS  not, 
So  long  as  we  can  say.  This  is  the  worst 

Old  Man.  Fellow,  where  goest  ? 

Gh.  Is  it  a  beggar-maa? 

Old  Man.  Madman  and  beggar  too. 

Gh.  He  has  some  reason,  else  he  could  not  be|^. 
Pthe  last  night*s  storm  I  such  a  fellow  saw ; 
Which  made  me  think  a  man  a  worm :  My  son 
Came  then  into  my  mind ;  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  scarce  friends  with  him :  I  have  heard 

more  since : 
As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  the  gods ; 
They  kill  ns  for  their  sport. 

(6)  t.  e.  It  is  better  to  be  thus  contemned  and 
know  it,  than  to  be  flattered  by  those  who  iecntly 
contemn  us. 


(7)  In  hope. 


(8)  Changes. 
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Edg.  How  should  this  be  .'— 

Bad  it  the  trade  must  play  the  fool  to  sorrow, 
Angering  itself  and  others.  [Aside.] — Bless  thee, 
master ! 

Glo.  Is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 

Old  Man.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Glo,  Then,  pr*ythee,  get  thee  gone :  If,  for  my 
sake. 
Thou  wilt  overtake  us,  hence  a  mile  or  twain, 
I*the  way  to  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love ; 
And  bring  some  covering  for  this  naked  soul, 
Whom  V\\  entreat  to  lead  roe. 

Old  Man,  Alack,  sir,  he*s  mad. 

Glo.  *Tis  the  time's  plague,  when'  madmen  lead 
the  blind. 
Do  as  I  bid  thee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleasure ; 
Above  the  rest,  be  gone. 

Old  Man.  V\\  bring  him  the  best  'parel  that  1 
have. 
Come  oo't  what  will.  [Exit 

Glo.  Sirrah,  naked  fellow. 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a-cold — I  cannot  daub*  it  fur- 
ther. [Aside. 

Gb.  Come  hither,  fellow. 

Edg.  [Asid£.^  And  yet  I  must — Bless  thy  sweet 
eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo.  Know'st  thou  the  way  to  Dover  f 

Kdg.  Both  stile  and  gate,  horse-way,  and  foot- 
path. Poor  Tom  hath  ^n  scared  out  of  his  good 
wits :  Ble»s  the  good  man  from  the  foul  fiend ! 
Five  fiends  have  been  in  poor  Tom  at  once;  of  lust, 
as  Ohidicut ;  Hobbididance^  prince  of  dumbnesis ; 
^o/iu,  of  stealing;  Jtfbdo,  ot  murder ;  and  F/i6- 
btrtigibbetj  of  mopping  and  mowing ;  who  since 
po9<)e*>ses  chamber-maids  and  waiting-women.  So, 
blejNi  thee,  master ! 

Glo.   Here,  take  this  purse,  thou  whom  the 
heaven's  plagues 
Have  humbled  to  all  strokes  :  that  I  am  wretched. 
Makes  thee  the  happier : — Heavens,  deal  so  still ! 
liet  the  superfluous,  and  lust-dieted  man. 
That  slaves  your  ordinance,^  that  will  not  see 
localise  he  doth  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly ; 
So  distribution  should  undo  excess, 
\nd  each  man  have  enough. — Dost  thou  know 
Dover  ? 

Edg.  Ayt  master. 

Glo.  There  is  a  cliflf,  whose  high  and  bending 
head 
Looks  fearfully  in  the  confined  deep : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it. 
And  IMl  repair  the  misery  thou  dost  bear, 
With  something  rich  about  me :  from  that  place 
I  shall  no  leading  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  arm ; 

►r  T<       * 


Poor  Tom  shall  lead  thee. 


[Exeunt 


SCEJVE  II.— Before  the  Duke  of  Albany's  pal- 
ace. Enter  Gooeril  and  Edmund;  Steward 
meeting  them. 

Gon.  Welcome,  my  lord :  I  marvel,  our  mild 
husband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way: — Now,  where's  your 
*  master .' 
Slew.  Madam,  within;  but  never  man  so  chang'd: 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed  ; 
He  smil'd  at  it :  I  told  him,  you  were  coming ; 
His  answer  was,  The  v>orse:  of  Gloster's  treacheiy. 
And  of  the  loyal  service  of  his  son, 

(1)  Disguise. 

(2)  i.  e.  To  make  it  subject  to  us,  instead  of 
■ctins:  in  obedience  to  it 

VOL.  lu 


When  I  inform'd  him,  then  he  rali'd  me  sot ; 
.\nd  told  me,  I  had  tum'd  the  wrong  side  out . — 
What  most  he  should  dislike,  seems  pleasant  to  him ; 
What  Uke,  oflensive. 

Gon.  Then  shall  you  go  no  further. 

[To  Edmund. 
It  is  the  cowish  terror  of  his  spirit. 
That  dares  not  undertake  :  he'll  not  feel  wrongs, 
Which  tie  him  to  an  answer :  Our  wishes,  on  the 

way. 
May  prove  effects.^  Back,  Edmund,  to  my  brother; 
Hasten  his  musters,  and  conduct  his  powers  : 
I  must  change  arms  at  home,  and  give  the  distafl* 
Into  my  husband's  hands.     This  trusty  servant 
Shall  pass  between  us :  ere  long  you  are  like  to  hear, 
If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf, 
A  mistress's  command.  Wear  this ;  spare  speech ; 
[Giving  a  favour. 
Decline  your  head  :  this  kiss,  if  it  durst  speak, 
Would  stretch  thy  spirits  up  into  the  air ; — 
Conceive,  and  fare  tnee  well. 

Eldm.  Yours  in  the  ranks  of  death. 

Gon.  My  most  dear  Gloster ! 

[Exit  Edmund. 
O,  the  difference  of  man,  and  man  !  To  thee 
A  woman's  services  are  due ;  my  fool 
Usurps  my  bed. 

Stew.  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 

[Ext7  Steward. 

Enter  Albany. 

Gon.  I  have  been  worth  the  whistle.^ 

Alb.  O  Goneril  I 

You  are  not  worth  the  dust  which  the  rude  wind 
Blows  in  your  face. — I  fear  your  disposition  : 
That  nature,  which  contemns  its  origin, 
Cannot  be  border'd  certain  in  itself; 
She  that  herself  will  sliver*  and  disbranch 
From  her  material  sap,  perforce  must  wither. 
And  come  to  deadly  use. 

Gon.  No  more ;  the  text  is  foolish. 

Alb.  Wisdom  and  goodness  to  the  vile  seem  vile . 
Filths  savourbut  themselves.  What  have  you  done.^ 
Tigers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  perform'd  f 
A  father,  and  a  gracious  aged  man, 
Whose  reverence  the  head-lugg'd  bear  would  lick^ 
Most  barbarous,  most  degenerate  !  have  you  mad- 
ded. 
Could  my  good  brother  suffer  you  to  do  it.^ 
A  man,  a  prince,  by  him  so  benefited  ? 
If  that  the  heavens'do  not  their  visible  spirits 
Send  quickly  down  to  tame  these  vile  offences, 
'Twill  come. 

Humanity  must  perforce  prey  on  itself, 
Like  monsters  of  the  deep. 

Gon.  Milk-liver'd  man ! 

That  bear'st  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for  wrongs ; 
Who  hast  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  discerning 
Thine  honour  fpom  thy  suffering;  that  not  know'st,* 
Fools  do  those  villains  pity,  who  are  punish'd 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mischief.     Where's  thy 

drum.' 
France  spreads  his  banners  in  our  noiseless  land 
With  plumed  helm  thy  slayer  bej^ns  threats ; 
Whilst  thou,  a  moral  fool,  sit'st  still,  and  cri'st. 
Alack  I  why  doe*  he  so? 

Alb.  See  thyself,  devil! 

Proper  deformity  seems  not  in  the  fiend 
So  horrid,  as  in  woman. 

Gon.  O  vain  fool ! 

(3)  t.  e.  Our  wishes  oo  the  road  may  be  con»- 
pleted. 

(4)  Worth  calling  for.  (5)  Teur  oflC 
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AW.  ThoQ  chuig;ied  and  lelf-cover'd  things,  for 


Be-moDster  oot  thy  feature.    Were  it  my  fitness 
To  let  these  hands  obey  my  blood,! 
They  are  apt  enough  to  dislocate  and  tear 
Thy  flesh  and  bones : — However  thou  art  a  fiend, 
A  woman^s  shape  doth  shield  thee. 
Qnn.  Mairy,  your  manhood  now ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

AVb.  What  news? 

Mm,  O,  my  good  lord,  the  duke  of  CorowalPs 

Slain  br  Us  servant,  going  to  put  out 
The  other  eye  of  Gloster. 

Alb.  Glostex'seyes! 

Mta$.  A  servant  that  be  bred,  thrilPd  with  re- 


I'd  against  the  act,  bending  his  sword 
I^'his  great  master :  who,  thereat  enra^*d. 
Flew  on  him,  and  amongst  them  fellM  him  dead 
But  not  without  that  hannful  stroke,  which  since 
Hath  pluck*d  him  after. 

Alb.  This  shows  you  are  above. 

You  justicers,  that  these  our  nether  crimes 
So  speedily  can  venge !— But,  O  poor  Gloster ! 
Ixst  he  his  other  eye  ? 

Mat.  Both,  both,  my  lord.— 

This  letter,  madam,  craves  a  speedy  answer ; 
*Tis  from  your  sister. 

Gon.  [Anie.]  One  way  I  like  this  well; 
But  being  widow,  and  my  Gloster  with  her, 
May  all  ttie  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  Hie  :  Another  way, 
The  news  is  not  so  tart— Pll  read,  and  answer. 

[Exit. 

Alb.  Where  was  hit  son,  when  they  did  take  his 
eyes? 

Mess.  Come  with  my  lady  hither. 

Alb.  He  is  not  here. 

JMetf.  No,my  good  lord ;  I  met  him  back  again. 

Alb.  Knows  he  the  wickedness  ? 

Mess.  Ay,  my  good  lord;  'twas  be  infonn*d 
against  nim; 
fdid  quit  the  house  on  puipose,  that  their  punish- 
ment 
Might  have  the  fieer  conile. 

Alb.  Gloster,  I  live 

To  thank  thee  for  the  lore  thou  show*dst  the  king, 
And  to  revenge  thine  eyes. — Come  hither,  friend; 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  knowest  [Exeunt 

SCEJ^E  IIl^The  French  camp  near  Dover. 
Enter  Kent,  and  a  Grentleman. 

KenL  Why  the  kinz  of  France  is  so  suddenly 
gone  back  know  you  ue  reason  f 

Oeni.  Something  he  left  imperfect  in  the  state, 
Wluch  since  his  coming  forth  is  thought  of;  which 
Imports  to  the  kingdom  so  much  fear  and  danger, 
That  his  personal  return  waa  most  required. 
And  necessary. 

JKeni.  Who  bath  he  left  behind  him  general  > 

Qent.  The  mareschal  of  France,  Monsieur  le  Per. 

J£snt  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  queen  to  any 
demonstration  of  grief? 

Oeni.  Ay,  sir;  she  took  them,  read  them  in  my 
presence; 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  trill*d  down 
Her  delicate  cheek :  it  seemM,  she  was  a  queen 
Over  her  passion ;  who,  most  rebel-like. 


(1)  Inclination.    ([2)  Discourse,  conversation. 

(3)  t.  c  Let  not  pity  be  supposed  to  exist 

(4)  Dispositions.  (5)  Forces. 


Soueht  to  be  king  o*er  her. 

Kent  O,  then  it  movM  her. 

Geni.  Not  to  a  rage ;  patience  and  sorrow  strove 
Who  should  express  her  goodliest    You  have  seen 
Sunshine  and  rain  at  once ;  her  smiles  and  tears 
Were  like  a  better  day :  Those  happy  smiles. 
That  play*d  on  Iier  ripe  lip,  seem*a  not  to  Imaw 
What  guests  were  in  her  eves ;  which  parted  thence, 
As  pearls  from  diamonds  aropp'd. — In  brief,  sorrow 
Would  be  a  rarity  moat  bek)v*d,  if  all 
Could  so  become  it 

Kent.  Made  she  no  verbal  question  ?2 

Gent.  Taith,  once,  or  twice,  she  heavM  the  name 
oCfather 

Pantingly  forth,  aa  if  it  pressM  her  heart ; 
Cried,  Sisters  !  sisters  !— Shame  of  ladies  !  sisters! 
Kent! father!  sisters!  What?  f the  storm/  Cths 

night? 
Lei  pity  not  be  believed!i—TiMBn  she  shook 
The  holy  water  horn  her  heavenly  eyes, 
And  clanxiur  moistenM :  then  away  she  started 
To  deal  with  grief  alone. 

Kent.  It  is  the  stars. 

The  stars  above  us,  govern  our  conditions  i^ 
Else  one  self  mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  different  issues.  You  spoke  not  with  her  since  ? 

Gent.  No. 

Kent.  Waa  this  before  the  king  returo*d  ? 

Gent.  No,  since. 

Kent.  Well,  sir;  The  poor  distres8*d  Lear  is  i*tb* 
town: 
Who  sometime,  in  his  better  tune,  remembers 
What  we  are  come  about,  and  by  no  means 
Will  yield  to  see  his  daughter. 

Gent.  Why, good  sir? 

Kent  A  sovereign  shame  so  elbows  hun :  his  owa 
unkindness. 
That  stripped  her  from  his  benediction,  ture'd  her 
To  foreign  casualties,  gave  her  dear  rights 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters, — ihcae  things  stiog 
His  mind  so  venomously,  that  burning  shame 
Detains  him  from  Cordelia. 

Gent  Alack,  poor  gentleman ! 

Kent  Of  Albany's  and  Corawall*s  powen' joa 
heard  not  ? 

Gent.  'Tis  so;  thepr  are  afoot 

Kent.  Well,  sir,  1*11  brin^  you  to  our  master  Lear, 
And  leave  you  to  attend  him :  some  dear  caused 
Will  in  concealment  wrap  roe  up  a  while ; 
When  I  am  known  arig^ht,  you  shall  not  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance.    I  pray  you,  go 
Along  with  me.  [^eioil 

SCEJfE  ir.^The same.    A  tent    EnterCor- 
delia.  Physician,  and  Soldiers. 

Cor.  Alack,  'tis  he ;  why,  he  was  met  even  now 
As  mad  as  the  vex'd  sea :  singing  aloud ; 
Crown'd  with  rank  fumiter,'  and  fiirrow-weeds, 
With  harlocks,*  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckoo-flowers, 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  sustaining  com. — A  centuiy  send  hiih; 
Search  everv  acre  in  the  high  grown  field. 
And  brine  him  to  our  eye.  [Kxit  an  Officer.]^ 

What  can  man's  wudom  do, 
In  the  restoring  his  bereaved  sense  ? 
He,  that  helps  him,  take  all  my  outward  woctk 

Phy.  There  is  means,  madslm : 
Our  foster-nurse  of  nature  is  repose. 
The  which  he  lacks ;  that  to  provoke  in  him. 
Are  many  simples  operative,  whose  power 

(6)  Important  business.        (7)  FnmitoiT. 
(8)  Charlocks. 
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Will  close  the  eye  of  angnuh. 

Cor.  All  bles8*d  secrets. 

All  Yoa  unpubltshM  Tirtues  of  the  earth, 
Spnng  with  my  tears !  be  aidant,  and  remediate, 
Id  the  good  man's  distress ! — Seek,  seek  for  him ; 
Lest  his  ongoveroM  rage  dissolve  the  life 
That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it^ 

filler  a  Messenger. 

Meat,  Madam,  news ; 

The  British  powers  are  inarching  hitherward. 

Cor.  *Tis  known  before ;  our  preparatkn  stands 
In  expectation  of  them. — O  dear  father, 
It  is  tnr  business  that  I  go  about. 
Therefore  great  France 
My  mourning,  and  important  tears,  hath  pitied. 
No  blown>  ambition  doth  our  amis  incite, 
But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag*d  father^s  right : 
Soon  may  I  hear,  and  see  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJfE  v.— A  room  in  Glo8ter>s  eatOe,     En- 
ter Regan  and  Steward. 

JZef.  Bat  are  my  brother's  powers  set  forth  ? 

Stew.  Kjy  madam. 

Rtg.  Himself 

In  person  there  ? 

aiew.  Madam,  with  much  ado : 

Your  sister  is  the  better  soldier. 

Reg.  Lord  Edmund  spake  not  with  your  lord  at 
home? 

Stew.  No,  madam. 

Reg.  What  might  import  my  sistei's  letter  to  him? 

Stew.  I  know  not,  lady. 

Reg.  *Faith,  he  is  posted  hence  on  serious  matter. 
It  was  great  ignorance,  Gloster's  eyeM  being  out. 
To  let  him  live ;  where  he  arrives,  he  moves 
All  hearts  against  us :  Eklmund,  I  think,  is  gone, 
In  pitv  of  his  misery,' to  despatch 
Hitf  nighted  life;^  moreover,  to  descry 
The  strength  o*the  enemy. 

SUw.  I  must  needs  after  him,  madam,  with  my 
letter. 

Reg.    Our  troops  set  forth  to-morrow;   stay 
with  us ; 
The  ways  are  dangerous. 

Stew.  I  may  not,  madam ; 

My  lady  charg*d  my  duty  in  this  business. 

Rtg.  Why  should  she  write  to  Edmund  ?  Might 
not  you 
Transport  her  purposes  by  word  ?  Belike, 
Something— I  know  not  what : — 1*11  love  thee  much, 
Let  me  unseal  the  letter. 

Slew.  Madam,  I  had  rather— 

Reg.  I  know  your  lady  does  not  love  her  hus- 
band; 
1  am  sure  of  that :  and  at  her  late  being  here, 
She  e^ave  strange  ceiliads,*  and  most  speakine  looks 
To  noble  Edmund :  I  know,  you  are  of  her  bosom. 

Stew.  I,  madam } 

Reg.   I  speak  in  understanding;  yon  are,  I 
know  it: 
Therefore,  I  do  advise  yon,  take  this  note  -fi 
My  lord  is  dead ;  Edmund  and  I  have  talk'd; 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand. 
Than  for  your  lady's :— You  may  gather  more.^ 
If  yoa  do  find  him,  pray  you,  nvehim  this; 
And  when  your  mistress  bears  thus  much  from  jrou, 
I  pray,  desire  her  cadi  her  wisdom  to  her. 
So,  mm  yoa  w^L 

(1)  i  c  The  reaion  which  should  guide  it 

(2)  Importunate.        (.3)  Inflated,  swelling. 

(4)  t.  e.  His  life  made  dark  as  night. 

(5)  A  cast,  or  significant  glance  of  the  eye. 


If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor, 
Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off. 

Stew.  'Would  I  could  meet  him,  madam!  1 
would  show 
What  party  I  do  follofw. 

Reg.  Fare  thee  well.     [Ext. 

SCEJfE  r/.— 77^  eounlryiMor  Dover.    Enter 
Gloeter,  and  Edgar,  dreued  like  a  peagani. 

Olo.  When  shall  we  coooe  to  the  top  of  that  same 
hill? 

Edg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now :  look,  how  we 
labour. 

Glo.  Methinks,  the  groond  ia  even. 

Edg.  Horrible  steep : 

Hark,  do  joa  hear  the  tea  ? 

Gto.  No,  truly. 

Edg.  Why,  then  your  other  senses  grow  imper- 
fect 
By  TOUT  eyes'  anguish. 

Olo.  So  may  it  be,  indeed : 

Methinks,  thy  voice  is  alter'd ;  and  thou  speak'st 
In  better  phrase,  and  matter,  than  thou  didst 

Edg.  You  are  much  de^v'd ;  in  nothing  am  I 
chang'd. 
But  in  my  garments. 

Glo.  Methinks,  yon  are  better  spoken. 

Edg.  Come  on,  sir;  here's  the  place: — Standstill. 
— How  fearful 
And  dizzy  'tis,  to  cast  one's  eyes  so  low ! 
The  crows,  and  choughs,^  that  wine  the  midway  air. 
Show  scarce  so  gross  as  beetles :  Half  way  (Xiwn 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  samphire  ;*  dreadful  trade ! 
Methinks,  he  seems  no  bigger  than  his  head : 
The  fishermen,  that  walk  upon  the  beach. 
Appear  like  mice ;  and  yon'  tall  anchoring  bark, 
Dirainish'd  to  her  cock  ;)0  her  cock,  a  buoy 
Almost  too  small  for  sieht:  The  murmuring  turgjtf 
That  on  the  unnuinberd  idle  pebbles  chafes. 
Cannot  be  heard  so  high : — I'll  look  no  more ; 
Lest  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  sight 
Toppleii  down  headlong. 

Ulo.  Set  me  where  yoa  stand. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  hand :  You  are  now  within 
afoot 
Of  the  extreme  verge :  for  all  beneath  the  mooo 
Would  I  not  leap  upright 

Gh.  Let  go  my  hand. 

Here,  friend,  is  another  purse ;  m  it,  a  jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking :  Fairies,  and  gods. 
Prosper  it  witn  thee  !  Go  thou  further  off; 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  let  me  liear  thee  going. 

Edg.  Now  fare  yoowell,  good  sir.  [Seems  to  go. 

Glo.  With  all  my  heart 

Edg.  Why  I  do  trifle  thus  with  his  despair. 
Is  done  to  cure  it 

Glo.  O  you  mighty  gods ! 

This  world  I  do  renounce ;  and,  in  your  sights, 
Shake  patiently  my  great  affliction  off: 
If  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  opposeless  wills. 
My  snuff,  and  loathed  jpart  of  nature,  should 
Bum  itself  out    If  Edgar  live,  O,  bless  him !~ 
Now,  fellow,  &re  thee  well. 

[He  Uaptf  and  faUe  along. 

Edg.  Gone, sir?  Farewell.— 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  treasury  of  life,  when  life  itself*^ 
Yields  to  the  theft :  Had  he  been  where  he  thooriity 
By  this,  had  thoqght  been  past— Alive,  or  dead  } 

(6)  Observe  what  I  am  saying.  (7)  Infer  mora. 
(8)  Daws.  (9)  A  vegetable  gathered  for  picklinr. 
(10^  Her  cock-boat        (11)  TumWc. 
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Ho,  joa  rir !  friend  I — Hear  too,  »ir  ?— »pc«k ! 
Thus  mis^t  he  pats  indeed  :L— Vet  be  reviret : 
What  are  }  oo,  sir  ? 

Glo.  Awaj,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg.  Hadjit  thou  been  au^t  but  goiaaroer,  fiea- 
ihen,  air. 
So  many  fathom  down  precipitating. 
Thou  had<»(  »hiver*d  like  an  egg:  but  tboa  doat 

breathe; 
Hast  heavy  »ul>$lance ;  bleed^st  not ;  fpeak*flt ;  art 

sound. 
Ten  masts  at  each  make  not  the  altitude. 
Which  thou  hasit  perpendicularly  ft^ll ; 
Thv  life's  a  miracle  :  Speak  yet  again. 

Ulo.  i3ut  have  I  fallen,  or  no  ? 

fdg-.  From  the  dread  sununit  of  this  chalky 
bourn  :2 
Look  up  a-height; — the  Arill-gorg*d*  lark  w  for 
Cannot  be  seen  or  heard  :  do  but  look  up. 

Glo.  Alar  k,  I  have  no  eyes. — 
Is  wretchednew  deprived  that  benefit, 
To  end  il»r;lf  by  death  ?  *Twas  yet  some  comfort, 
Wh«n  m'tmry  ccjuld  beguile  the  tyrant**  rage, 
And  frustrate  his  proud  will. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  arm : 

Up: — So; — How  is't?  Feel  you  your  legs?  You 
stand. 

Glo.  Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg.  This  is  above  all  strangeness. 

Upon  the  crown  oMhe  cliflf,  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you.' 

Gh.  A  poor  unfortunate  beggar. 

Edg.  As  I  stood  here  below,  methought,  his  eyes 
Were  two  full  moons ;  he  had  a  thousand  noses, 
Horns  whelkM,^  and  wavM,  like  the  enridged  sea ; 
It  was  some  fiend  :  Therefore,  thou  happy  father, 
Think  that  the  clearest^  gods,   who  make  them 

honours 
Of  mcn^s  impossibilities,  have  preserved  thee. 

Glo.  I  do  remember  now  :  henceforth  PU  bear 
Affliction,  till  it  do  cry  out  itself, 
Enough,  enough^  and,  die.  That  thing  you  speak  of, 
I  took  it  for  a  man  ;  often  'twould  eay, 
TheJUndy  ihejiend:  he  led  me  to  that  place. 

Edg.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts. — But  who 
comes  here  .' 

Enitr  Iv<;ar,  fantastically  dressed  up  wiihjlowers. 

The  safer  i*n»e  will  ne'er  accommodate 
His  master  thus. 

lAar.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coining ;  I 
am  the  kin^  himnelf. 

Edg.  O  thou  side-piercing  sight ! 

Lear.  Nature's  above  art  in  that  respect. — There's 
your  press-money.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow 
like  a  rrow-kccper :  draw  me  a  clothier's  yard.6 — 
Look,  look,  a  mouse  !  Peace,  peace ; — this  piece  of 
toasted  cheese  will  do't. — There's  my  gauntlet;  PU 
prove  it  on  a  giant. — Bring  up  the  brown  bills.? — 
O,  well  llovvn,  bird! — i'the  clout,  i'the  clout  :8 
hewgh ! — (live  the  word.9 

Edg.  Sweet  marjoram. 

Lear.    Pass, 

Glo.  I  know  that  voice. 

Lear.  Ha  I  Goneril  I — with  a  white  beard  ! — 
They  flatter'd  me  like  a  dog;  and  told  me,  I  had 
white  hairs  in  my  beard,  ere  the  black  ones  were 
there.    To  say  ay,  and  no,  to  every  thing  I  said ! — 

(1)  Thus  might  he  die  in  reality. 

(2)  t.  e.  This  chalky  boundary  of  England. 

(3)  Shrill-throated. 

(4)  Twisted,  convolved.        (5)  The  purest 
(6)  An  arrow  of  a  cloth-yard  long. 


.Ay,and  no  too  was  no  good  divinity.  Wbca  d« 
rain  canfe  to  wet  me  ooce,  and  the  wind  lo  ma^e 
me  chatter  ;  when  the  thunder  would  do(  peace  ai 
my  bidding :  there  I  found  them,  there  I  moth 
them  out  (lO  to,  they  are  not  men  o*their  words: 
they  told  me  I  was  every  thing;  *Tis  a  lie;  I  am 
not  ague- proof 

Glo.  The  tnck'Oof  that  voice  I  do  well  remonber: 
Is't  not  the  king.' 

Ltar.  kj,  ererr  tofAk  a  kin^ : 

VVhen  I  do  stare,  see,  bow  the  subject  cpiakes. — 
I  pardon  that  man's  life  :  what  was  thy  cause  f 
Adultery.— 

Thou  shialt  not  die  :  Die  for  adultery  !  No : 
The  wren  goes  to't,  and  the  small  gilded  fly 
Does  lecher  in  my  sight 
Let  copulation  thrive,  for  Gloster's  bastard  son 
Was  kmder  to  his  father,  than  my  daughters 
Got  'tween  the  lawful  sheets. 
To't,  luxury-,  pell-mell,  for  I  lack  soldiers. — 
Behold  yon'  simpering  dame. 
Whose  face  between  her  forks  pre«a^th  aiow ; 
That  minces  virtue,  and  does  shake  the  head 
To  hear  of  pleasure's  name ; 
The  fitchew,  nor  the  soiled  horse,  goes  to't 
With  a  more  riotous  appetite. 
Down  from  the  waist  they  are  centaurs, 
Though  women  all  above  : 
But"  to  the  girdle  do  the  gods  inherit, t2 
Beneath  is  all  the  fiends' ;  there's  hell,  there's  dark 

ness. 
There  is  the   sulphurous  pit,  burning,   scaldif^, 
stench,  consumption  ; — Fie,  fie,  fie  I  pah  ;   pah ! 
Give  me  an  ounce  of  civet,  good  apothecary,  lo 
sweeten  my  imagination  :  there's  money  Ux  thee. 

Glo.  0,'let  me  kiss  that  hand  \ 

Lear.  I>et  me  wipe  it  first;  it  smells  of  morlalitr. 

Glo.  O  ruin'd  piece  of  nature !  This  great  world 
Shall  so  wear  out  to  nought — Dost  thou  know  me' 

Lear.  1  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough.  Ddst 
thou  squiny'3  at  me .'  No,  do  thy  worst.  Wind  Cu- 
pid ;  I'll  not  love. — Read  thou  this  challenge ;  mark 
but  the  penning  of  it 

Glo.  >Vere  all  the  letters  suns,  I  could  not  see  one. 

Edg.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report ; — it  is, 
And  my  heart  breaks  at  it 

Lear.  Read. 

Glo.  What,  with  the  case  of  eyes .' 

Lear.  O,  ho,  are  you  there  with  me .'  No  eyes 
in  your  head,  nor  no  money  in  your  purse .'  Ycwr 
eyes  are  in  a  heavy  case,  your  purse  in  a  light :  Yet 
you  see  how  this  world  goes. 

Glo.  I  see  it  feelingly. 

Lear.  What,  art  mad  .'  A  man  may  see  how  this 
world  goes,  with  no  eyes.  Look  with  thine  ear*  • 
see  how  yon'  justice  rails  upon  yon'  simple  thief. 
Hark,  in  thine  ear  :  Change  places  ;  ana,  haodj* 
dandy,  which  is  the  justice,  which  is  the  thief— 
Thou  hast  seen  a  fanner's  dog  bark  at  a  beggar.' 

Glo.  Ay,  sir. 

Lear.  And  the  creature  run  frcwn  the  cur  ?  There 
thou  might'st  behold  the  great  image  of  autborit/ : 
a  dog's  obeved  in  office. 
Thou  rascal  beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand : 
Why  dost  thou  lash  that  whore .'  Strip  thine  own 

back  ; 
Thou  hotly  lust'st  to  use  her  in  that  kind 
For  which  thou  whipp'st  her.  The  usurer  bai^  ths 
cozener. 

(7)  Battle-axes. 

(8)  The  white  mark  for  archers  to  aim  tt 

(9)  The  watch-word.     (10)  Likeness,  manner. 
(11)  Only.     (12)  Possess.     (13)  Look  asquinu 
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Through  tatterM  clothes  small  vices  do  appear ; 
Robes,  and  furr*d  gowns,  bide  all.     Plate  sin  with 

gold, 
And  the  strong  lance  of  justice  hurtless  breaks  : 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  p\gmy*i  straw  doth  pierce  it. 
None  does  offend,  none,  I  say,  none;  V\\  able  'em 
Take  that  of  me,  my  friend,  who  have  the  power 
To  seal  the  accuser's  lips.     Get  tliee  glass  eyes; 
And,  like  a  scurvy  politician,  seem 
To  see  the  things  thou  dost  not. — Now,  now,  now, 

now: 
Pull  off  my  boots  : — harder,  harder;  so. 

Edg.  O,  matter  and  impertinency  mix'd  ! 
Reason  in  madness ! 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my 

eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough ;  thy  name  is  Gloster : 
Thou  must  be  patient ;  we  came  crying  hither. 
Thou  know'i»t,  the  first  time  that  we  smell  the  air, 
We  wawl,  and  cry : — 1  will  preach  to  thee ;  mark 

me. 
Glo.  Alack,  alack  the  day  ! 
Lecar.  When  we  are  bom,  we  cry,  that  we  are 

come 

To  this  great  stage  of  fools ; This  a  good  block .'' 

It  were  a  delicate  stratagem,  to  shoe 
A  troop  of  horse  with  felt :  I'll  put  it  in  proof; 
And  when  I  have  stolen  upon  these  sons-in-law, 
Then,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

Enter  a  Gentleman,  unth  Attendants. 

Gent.  O,  here  he  is,  lay  hand  upon  him. — Sir, 
Your  most  dear  daughter 

Ltar.  No  rescue .'  What,  a  prisoner  }  I  am  even 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune. — Use  me  well ; 
You  shall  have  ransom.     Let  me  have  a  surgeon, 
I  am  cut  to  the  brains. 

Gent.  You  shall  have  any  thing. 

Lear.  No  seconds.'  All  myself.' 
Why,  thisi  would  make  a  man,  a  man  of  salt,^ 
To  use  his  eves  for  garden  water-pots. 
Ay,  and  for  laying  autumn's  dust 

Gent.  Good  sir, — 

Lear.    I  will  die  bravely,  like  a  brid^room: 
What.' 
I  will  be  jovial ;  come,  come;  I  am  a  king, 
My  masters,  know  you  that .' 

Gent.  Vou  are  a  roval  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  there's  life  in  it.  Nay,  an  you  get  it, 
you  shall  get  it  by  running.     Sa,  sa,  sa,  sa. 

[Eu7,  running.     Attendants  folUrw. 

Gent.  A  sight  most  pitiful  in  the  meanest  wretch  : 
Past  speaking  of  in  a  king  I — Thou  hast  one  daugh- 
ter. 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curse 
W^hich  twain  have  brought  her  to. 

EJg.  Hail,  gentle  sir. 

Gent.  Sir,  speed  you  :  Whafs  your  will .' 

Edg.  Do  you  hear  aught,  sir,  of  a  battle  toward  ? 

Gent.  Most  sure,  and  vulgar :  every  one  hears 
that. 
Which  can  distinguish  sound. 

Edg.  But,  by  your  favour. 

How  near's  the  other  army .' 

Gent.  Near,  and  on  speedy  foot ;  the  main  descry 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought.' 

Edg.  I  thank  you,  sir ;  that's  all. 

(1)  Block  anciently  signified  the  headrpari  of  a 
hat. 

(2)  f.  e.  A  man  of  tears. 

(3)  The  main  body  is  expected  to  be  descried 
every  hour. 


Gmt.  Though  that  the  queen  on  special  cause  if 
here. 
Her  army  is  mov'd  on. 

Edg.  I  thank  you,  sir.  (Ear.  Gent 

Glo.  You  ever-gentle  gods,  take  my  breath  froip 
me; 
Let  not  my  worser  spirit^  tempt  me  again 
To  die  before  you  please ! 

Edg.  Well  pray  you,  father 

Glo.  Now,  good  sir,  what  are  you  ? 

Edg.  A  most  poor  man,  made  tame  by  fortune's 
blows : 
Who,  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling  soorows. 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.     Give  me  your  hand, 
I'll  lead  you  to  some  biding. 

Glo.  Hearty  thanks : 

The  bounty  and  the  benizon^  of  heaven 
To  boot,  and  boot  I« 

Enter  Steward. 

Steto.  A  proclaim'd  prize !  most  happy ! 

That  eyeless  head  of  thine  was  first  fram'd  flesn 
To  raise  my  fortunes. — Thou  old  unhappy  traitor, 
Briefly^  thyself  remember : — The  sword  is  out 
That  must  destroy  thee. 

Glo.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand 

Put  strength  enough  to  it.  [Edgar  opposes. 

Stew.  Wherefore,  bold  peasant, 

Dar'st  thou  support  a  publish'd  traitor .'  Hence; 
Lest  that  the  infection  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.     Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg.  Ch'ill  not  let  go,  iir,  without  vurther'casion. 

Sleto.  Let  go,  slave,  or  thou  diest. 

Edg.  Good  gentleman,  go  your  gait,8  and  let 
poor  volk  pass.  And  ch'ud  ha'  been  zwagger'd  out 
of  my  life,  'twould  not  ha'  been  zo  long  as  'tis  by  a 
vortnight  Nay,  come  not  near  the  old  man ;  keep 
out,  che  vor'ye,  or  ise  try  whether  your  costard^  or 
my  bati»J  be  the  harder :  Ch'ill  be  plain  with  you. 

Stew.  Out,  dunghill .' 

Edg.  Ch'ill  pick  your  teeth,  zir :  Come ;  nt 
matter  vor  your  foins,it 

[They  Jight :  and  Edgar  knocks  him  down. 

Stew.  Slave,  thou  hast  slain  me : — Villain,  take 
my  purse ; 
If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  body ; 
And  give  the  letters,  which  thou  find'st  about  me. 
To  Edmund  earl  of  Gloster;  seek  him  out 

Upon  the  British  party  : O,  untimely  death  ! 

[Dies. 

Edg.  I  know  thee  well :   A  serviceable  villain i 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  mistress. 
As  badness  would  desire. 

Gh.  What,  is  he  dead  .' 

Edg.  Sit  you  down,  father ;  rest  you. — 
Let's  see  his  pockets :  these  letters,  that  he  speaks  of. 
May  be  my  friends. — He's  dead ;  I  am  only  sorry 
He  had  no  other  death's-man. — Let  us  see : 
Leave,  gentle  wax  ;  and,  manners,  blame  us  not : 
To  know  our  enemies'  minds,  we'd  rip  their  hearts ; 
Their  papers,  is  more  lawful. '2 

[Reads.]  Lei  our  reciprocal  vows  he  remem' 
bered.  You  hove  many  opportunities  to  cut  him 
off':  if  your  will  want  noty  time  and  place  will  he 
fruitfully  offered.  There  is  nothing  done^  \f  he 
return  the  conqueror :  Then  am  I  the  prisoner^ 
and  his  hed  my  gaol;  from  the  loathed  toarrhih 


(4)  Evn  genius.     (5)  Blessing.     (6)  Reward. 

(7)  Quickly  recollect  the  offences  of  thy  life. 

(8)  Go  your  way. 

(9)  Head.        (10)  Club.        (11)  Thrusts. 
(12)  To  rip  their  papers  is  more  UwfuL 
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wkertof  deliver  me,  and  tuppiy  the  place  fo^yottr 
labour. 

Your  wife  {so  I  vxndd  My,)  and  your 
affectumate  servant^ 

GONERIL. 

0  undlstinguish'd  space  of  woman's  will ! — 
A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  husband's  life : 

And  the  exchange,  my  brother! — Here,  in  the 

sands; 
Thee  Pll  rake  up,'  the  post  ansanctified 
Of  murderous  lechers :  and,  in  the  mature  time. 
With  this  ungracious  paper  strike  the  sight 
Of  the  death-practisM  cluke  :  For  him  'tis  well, 
That  of  thj  death  and  business  I  can  tell. 

[Exit  Edgar,  dragging  oul  the  body. 
Glo.  The  king  is  mad :  How  stiff  is  my  vile  sense. 
That  I  stand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  sorrows !  Better  I  were  distract : 
So  should  my  thoughts  be  sever'd  from  my  griefs ; 
And  woes,  bv  wrong  imaginations,  lose 
The  knowleoge  of  Uiemselves. 

Re-enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Give  roe  your  hand. 

Far  off,  methinks,  I  hear  the  beaten  drum. 
Come,  father,  I'll  bestow  you  with  a  friend.  [Elxe. 

SCEJ^E  VIl.—A  tent  in  theYrench  camp.  Lear 
on  a  bed  asleep;  Physician,  Gentleman,  and 
others,  attending :  Enter  Cordelia  and  Kent 

Cor.  O  thou  good  Kent,  how  shall  I  live,  and 
work. 
To  match  thy  goodness?  My  life  will  be  too  short. 
And  every  mepsure  fail  me. 

Kent.  To  be  acknowledg'd,  madam,  is  o*er-paid. 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modest  truth ; 
Nor  more,  nor  ciipp'd,  but  sa 

Cor.  Be  better-suited  :3 

These  weeds  b'^  memories'  of  those  woraer  hours ; 

1  pr'ythee,  put  them  off. 

Kent.  Pardon  me,  dear  madam 

Yet  to  be  known,  shortdhs  my  made  intent  r^ 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  roe  not, 
Till  time  and  I  think  meet 

Cor.  Then  h\  it  so,  my  good  lord. — How  does 
the  king  ?  [To  tke  Physician. 

Phys.  Madam,  sleeps  still. 

Cor.  O  you  kind  gods. 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abused  nature  ! 
The  untun'd  and  jarring  senses,  O,  wind  up 
Of  this  child-changed  father  ! 

Phys,  So  please  your  nmjesty. 

That  we  may  wake  the  king .''  he  hath  slept  long. 

Cor.  Be  govem'd  by  your  knowledge,  and  pro- 
ceed 
Pthe  sway  of  your  own  will.    Is  he  array'd  ? 

Gent.  Ay,  madam ;  in  the  heaviness  of  his  sleep, 
We  put  fresh  garments  on  him. 

Phys.  Be  by,  good  madam,  when  we  do  awake 
.    him; 
I  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Cor.  Very  well. 

Phys.  Please  you,  draw  near. — Louder  the  mu- 
sic there. 

Cor.  O  my  dear  father !  Restoration,  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips ;  and  let  this  kiss 
Repair  those  violent  harms,  that  my  two  sisters 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made ! 

Kent.  Kind  and  dear  princess ! 

(1)  I'll  cover  thee  (the  dead  steward)  in  the  sands. 

(2)  Dressed.     (3)  Memorials.     (4)  Intent  fomied. 
(5)  French,  enjans  perdus. 


Cor.  Had  yoa  not  been  their  &:ber,  these  white 
flakes 
Had  challeng'd  pit^  of  them.    Waa  this  a  &ce 
To  be  expos'd  agamst  the  warring  winds  f 
To  stand  against  the  deep  dread-bolted  thunder? 
In  the  roost  terrible  and  nimble  stroke 
Of  quick,  cross  lightning  ?  to  watch  (poor  perda  .•») 
With  this  thin  helm  .*«  Mine  enemy's  dog. 
Though  he  had  bit  me,  should  have  stood  that  night 
Against  my  fire  \  And  wast  thou  fain,  poor  fiither. 
To  hovel  thee  with  swine,  and  rogues  forlorn, 
In  short  and  musty  straw  >  Alack,  alack  ! 
'Tis  wonder,  that  thy  life  and  wits  at  once 
Had  not  concluded  all. — He  wakes ;  speak  to  Ua. 

Phys.  Madam,  do  you  ;  'tis  fittest 

Cor.  How  does  my  royal  lord  ?  How  fares  yonr 
majesty  ? 

Lear.  You  do  roe  wrong,  to  take  me  out  oHhe 
grave  : — 
Thou  art  a  soul  in  bliss ;  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  scald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me? 

Lear.  You  are  a  spirit,  I  know ;  When  did  yoa 
die.? 

Cor.  Still,  still,  far  wide ! 

Phys.  He's  scarce  awake ;  let  him  alone  awhikw 

Lear.  Where  have  I  been  .'—Where  am  I  ?— Fair 
dav -light  ? — 
I  am  mightily  abus'd.— I  should  even  die  with  pity. 
To  see  another  thus, — I  know  not  what  to  say.— 
I  will  not  swear,  these  are  my  hands:— let's  see; 
I  feel  this  pin  prick.    'Would  I  were  astnu'd 
Of  my  condition. 

Cor.  O,  look  upon  me,  sir. 

And  hold  your  hands  in  benediction  o'er  me : 
No,  sir,  you  must  not  kneel. 

Lear.  Pray*  do  not  nnock  me : 

I  am  a  very  foolish  fond  old  man. 
Fourscore  and  upward ;  and,  to  deal  plainly, 
I  fear,  I  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind. 
Methinks,  I  should  know  you,  and  know  thu  maa : 
Yet  I  am  doubtful :  for  I  am  mainl  v  ignorant 
What  place  this  is ;  and  all  the  skill  I  have 
Remembers  not  these  garments ;  nor  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  lodge  last  night :  Do  not  laugh  at  me; 
For,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think  this  lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Cor.  And  so  I  am,  I  am. 

Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet  ?  Yes,  'fedth.    I  pray, 
weep  not : 
If  you  have  poison  for  me,  I  will  drink  it 
I  know,  you  do  not  love  roe ;  for  your  sisters 
Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong : 
You  have  some  cause,  they  have  not 

Cor.  No  cause,  no  caase. 

Lear.  Am  I  in  France  ? 

Kent.  In  your  own  kingdom,  ut. 

Lear.  Do  not  abuse  me. 

Phys.  Be  comforted,  good  madam:  the  great 
rage. 
You  see,  is  cur'd  in  him :  and  yet  it  is  dangn 
To  make  him  even'  o'er  the  time  he  has  lost 
Desire  him  to  go  in  ;  trouble  him  no  more. 
Till  further  settling. 

Cor.  Will't  please  your  highness  walk  ? 

Lear.  You  must  bear  with  me*. 

Pray  now,  forget  and  foigive :  I  am  old,  and  foolish 
[Exetmi  Lear,  Cordelia,  Physician,  and 
Attendants. 

Gent.  Holds  k  true,  sir, 

(6)  Thin  covering  of  hair. 

(7)  To  reconcile  it  to  his  appreheosMn. 
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That  the  duke  of  Cornwall  was  so  slain  ? 

Kent.  Most  certain,  sir. 

Gent  Who  is  conductor  of  his  people  ? 

Kent.  As  *tis  said, 

The  bastard  son  of  Gloster. 

Gent.  They  say, 

His  banished  son,  is  with  the  earl  of  K^t 
In  Germany. 

Kent.  Report  is  changeable. 

Tis  time  to  look  about ;  the  powers^  o^the  kingdom 
Approach  apace. 

Uent.  The  arbitrement^  is  like  to  be  a  bloody. 
Fare  you  well,  sir.  [ElxiL 

KaU.  My  point  and  period  will  be  throughly 
wrought, 
Or  well,  or  ill,  as  this  day*s  battlers  fought  [Exit 


ACT  V. 

SCEJ^E  I.— The  camp  of  the  British  forcetf 
near  Dover.  Enter^  with  drums  and  colours, 
Edmund,  Regan,  Officers,  Soldiers,  and  others. 

Edm.  Know  of  the  duke,  if  his  last  purpose  hold; 
Or,  whether  since  he  is  advis'd  by  au^ht 
To  change  the  course  :  He*s  full  of  alterab'on. 
And  self-reproving : — bring  his  constant  pleasure.' 
[To  an  officer,  who  goes  out. 

Ree.  Our  sister*s  man  is  certainly  miscarried. 

Earn.  'Tis  to  be  doubted,  madam. 

Reg.  Now,  sweet  lord, 

You  know  the  goodness  I  intend  upon  you : 
Tell  me, — but  truly, — but  then  speak  the  truth, 
Do  you  not  love  my  sister  ? 

JEdm.  In  honour'd  love. 

Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  brother's  way 
To  the  forefended*  place  ? 

Edm.  That  thought  abuses'  you. 

Reg.  I  am  doubtful  that  you  have  been  conjunct 
And  bosom'd  with  her,  as  far  as  we  call  hers. 

Edm.  No,  by  mine  honour,  madam. 

Reg.  I  never  shalV  endure  her :  Dear  my  lord. 
Be  not  familiar  with  her. 

Edm.                            Fear  me  not : 
She,  and  the  duke  her  husband, 

ErUer  Albany,  Goneril,  and  Soldiers. 

Gon.  I  had  rather  lose  the  battle,  than  that  sister 
Should  loosen  him  and  me.  [Aside. 

Alb.  Our  ver>'  loving  sister,  well  be  met. — 
Sir,  this  I  hear, — The  king  is  come  to  his  daughter. 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  state 
ForcM  to  cry  out.     Where  I  could  not  be  honest, 
I  never  yet  was  valiant :  for  this  business. 
It  touches  us  as  France  invades  our  land, 
Not  holds'  the  king ;  with  others,  whom,  I  fear, 
Most  just  and  heavy  causes  make  oppose.^ 

Edm.  Sir,  you  speak  nobly. 

Reg.  Why  is  this  reasoned  ? 

Gon.  Combine  tt^ether  '^inst  the  enemy  : 
For  these  domestic  and  particular  broils 
Arc  not  to  question  here. 

Alb.  Let  us  then  determine 

With  the  ancient  of  war  on  our  proceedings. 

Edm.  I  shall  attend  you  presently  at  your  tent. 

Reg.  Sister,  youMl  go  with  us  f 

Gon.  No. 

(1)  Forces.        (2)  Decision 

(3)  His  settled  resolution.        (4)  Forbidden. 

(5)  Imposes  on  you. 

(6)  I .  e.  Embol(iens  him.        (7)  Oppositioo. 


Reg.  'Tis  roost  convenient ;  pray  yoa,  go  with  us. 
G<m.  O,  ho,  I  know  the  riddle :  [^nVfe!]  I  will  go. 

As  they  are  going  out,  enter  Edgar,  disguised, 

Edg.  If  e'er  your  grace  had  speech  with  maa 
so  poor. 
Hear  me  one  word. 
AlJb.  I'll  overtake  yoa. — Speak. 

[Exeunt  Edmund,  Regan,  Goneril,  Officers, 
Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 
Edg.  Before  you  6ght  the  battle,  ope  this  letter. 
If  you  have  victory,  let  the  trumpet  sound 
For  him  that  brought  it :  wretched  though  1  leem, 
I  can  produce  a  champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there  :  If  you  miscarry. 
Your  business  of  the  world  hath  so  an  end. 
And  machination  ceases.^    Fortune  love  you! 
Alb.  Stay  till  I  have  read  the  letter. 
Edg.  I  was  forbid  it 

When  time  shall  serve,  let  but  the  herald  ciy. 
And  I'll  appear  again.  [Exit 

Alb.  Why,  fare  thee  well ;  I  will  o'erlook  thy 
paper. 

IZe-m^  Edmund. 

Edm.  The  enemy's  in  view, draw  upyour  powers. 
Here  is  the  guess  of  their  true  strength  ana  forces 
By  diligent  discoveiy ; — but  your  haste 
Is  now  urg'd  on  you. 
Alb.  We  will  greet  the  time.'  [Exit 

Edm.  To  both  these  sisters  have  I  sworn  my  love; 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  stung 
Are  of  the  adder.     Which  of  them  smill  I  take  f 
Both  ?  one  ?  or  neither  ?  Neither  can  be  enjoy'd, 
If  both  remain  alive :  To  take  the  widow,      ) 
Exasperates,  makes  mad  her  sister  Goneril ; 
And  hardly  shall  I  carry  out  my  side,io 
Her  husband  being  alive.     Now  then,  we'll  use 
His  countenance  for  the  battle ;  Which  being  done. 
Let  her,  who  would  be  rid  of  him,  devise 
His  speedy  takii^  oS.    As  for  the  mercy 
Which  he  intends  to  Lear,  and  to  Cordelia,— 
The  battle  done,  and  they  within  our  power, 
Shall  never  see  his  pardon :  for  my  state 
Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  [ElxiL 

SCEUYE  IT.— A  Jield  bttv>een  the  two  camps. 
Alarum  within.  Enter,  with  drum  and  colours, 
Lear,  Cordelia,  and  their  forces;  and  exeunt 
Enter  Edgar  and  Gloster. 

Edg.  Here,  father,  take  the  shadow  of  this  tre« 
For  your  good  host ;  pray  that  the  right  may  thrive . 
If  ever  I  return  to  you  again, 
I'll  bring  you  comfort. 

Glo.  Grace  go  with  you,  sir ! 

[Exit  Edgar 

Alarums ;  afterwards  a  retreat.  Re-enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Away,  old  man,  give  me  thy  hand,  away ; 
King  Lear  hath  lost,  he  and  his  daughter  ta'en : 
Give  me  thy  hand,  come  on. 

Glo.  No  further,  sir;  a  man  may  rot  even  here. 

Edg.  What,  in  ill  thoughts  again  ?   Men  muM 
endure 
Their  going  hence,  even  as  their  coming  hither : 
Ripeness  is  all  :>i  Come  on. 

Glo.  And  that's  true  too. 

[Exeunt 

(8)  t.  e.  All  designs  against  your  life  will  haT« 
an  end. 

(9)  Be  ready  to  meet  the  occasion. 

(10)  t.  e.  Make  my  party  good. 

(11)  t.  e.  To  be  reaay  prepared,  is  alL 
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SCEJ^TE  ITT.^The  British  camp  near  Dover. 
Enier^  in  conqvesU  leith  drum  and  colours^  YA- 
round ;  Lear  and  Cordelia,  as  prisoners  ;  Ojffi- 
cerSf  Soldiers^  S(C. 

Edm.  Some  ofllicers  take  them  away :  gtx)d  guard ; 
Until  their  greater  pleasures  first  be  known 
That  are  to  censure*  them. 

Cor.  We  are  not  the  first. 

Who,  with  best  meaning,  have  incurr'd  the  worst. 
For  thee,  oppre!»!«ed  king,  am  I  cast  down  ; 
Myself  could  else  out-frown  false  fortune's  frown. — 
Shiall  we  not  see  these  dau^ters,  and  these  sisters .' 

Lear.    No,  no,  no,  no:    Come,  let*s  awajr  to 
prison: 
We  two  alone  will  sing  like  birds  i'the  cage : 
When  thou  dost  ask  me  blessing.  Til  kneel  down. 
And  ask  of  thee  forgiveness  :  So  we'll  live. 
And  pray,  and  sing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laogfa 
At  gilded  butterflies*,  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court  news;  and  we'll  talk  with  them  too, — 
Who  lo«es,  and  who  wins ;  who's  in,  who*s  out ; — 
And  take  upon  us  the  my^ery  of  things. 
As  if  we  were  God's  spies  :    And  we'll  wear  out. 
In  a  waird  privm,  packs  and  sects  of  great  ones, 
That  ebb  and  flow  oy  the  moon. 

Edm.  Take  them  away. 

Lear.  Upon  such  sacrifices,  my  Cordelia, 
The  gods  themselves  throw  incense.  Have  I  caught 

thee.^ 
He,  that  parts  ut,  shall  bring  a  brand  from  heaven^ 
And  fire  us  hence,  like  foxes.     Wipe  thine  eyes ; 
The  goujerrs^  shall  devour  them,  fl^esh  and  fell,' 
Ere  they  shall  make  us  weep :  we'll  see  them  starre 

first 
Come.  [Exe.  Lear  and  Cor.  guarded. 

Eldm.  Come  hither,  captain  ;  hark. 
Take  thou  this  note ;  [Giving  a  paper.]  go,  follow 

them  to  prison : 
One  step  I  have  advanc'd  thee ;  if  thou  dost 
As  this  instructs  thee,  thou  dost  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes  :  Know  thou  this, — that  men 
Are  as  the  lime  is :  to  be  tender-minded 
Does  not  become  a  sword : — Thy  great  emplorment 
Will  not  bear  Question  ;*  either  say,  thouMt  dot, 
Or  thrive  by  otner  means. 

(m.  I'll  do't,  my  lord. 

Edm.  About  it ;  and  write  happy,  when  thou  hast 
done. 
Mark, — I  say,  instantly ;  and  carry  it  so, 
As  I  have  set  it  down. 

Ojffi.  I  cannot  draw  a  cart,  nor  eat  dried  oats; 
If  it  be  man's  work,  I  will  do  it         [Exit  Officer. 

Flourish.    Enter  Albany,  Goneril,  Regan,  Offi- 
cers^ and  Attendants. 

Alb.   Sir,  you  have  shown  to-day  your  valiant 
strain. 
And  fortune  led  you  well :  You  have  the  captives 
Who  were  the  opposites  of  this  day's  strife  : 
We  do  recjuirc  triem  of  you  ;  so  to  use  them, 
As  we  shall  find  their  merits  and  our  safety 
May  equally  determine. 

Edm.  Sir,  I  thought  it  fit 

To  >end  the  old  and  miserable  king 
To  some  retention,  and  appointed  guard ; 
Whose  age  ha;*  charms  in  it,  whose  title  more, 
To  pluck  the  common  bosom  on  his  !»ide. 
And  turn  our  impress'd  lances  in  our  eyes 

(1)  Pass  judgment  on  them. 

(2-  The  Fn-n.h  disease.         (3)  Skin. 

(1)  Admit  of  debate. 

(5)  To  be  discoursed  of  in  greater  privacy. 


Which  do  command  themu     With  him  I  sent  tfie 

queen; 
.My  reason  all  the  same ;  and  they  are  ready 
To-motrow,  or  at  further  space,  to  appear 
Where  you  shall  hold  your  seasion.     At  this  tune. 
We  sweat,  and  bleed:   the  friend  hath  \oA  bis 

friend ; 
.\nd  the  hei>\  quarrels,  in  the  heat,  are  cun'd 
B>'  those  that  feel  their  sharpness  : — 
liie  question  of  Cordelia,  and  her  &ther, 
Reouires  a  fitter  place.* 

Alb.  Sir,  by  your  patienoe, 

I  hold  you  but  a  subject  of  this  war, 
Not  as  a  brother. 

Reg.  That's  as  we  list  to  grace  him. 

Methinks,  our  pleasure  might  have  been  demanded, 
Ere  you  had  s[X)ke  so  far.     He  led  our  powers; 
Bore  the  commission  of  my  place  and  penoa ; 
The  which  immediacy^  may  well  stand  up. 
And  call  itself  your  brother. 

Gon.  Not  so  hot : 

In  his  own  grace  be  doth  exalt  himself 
More  than  in  your  advancement 

Reg.  In  my  rights. 

By  me  invested,  he  compeers  the  best 

Gon.  That  were  the  roost,  if  he  should  husbvid 
you. 

Reg.  Jesteis  do  oA  prove  profits. 

Gon.  Holloa,  holloa! 

That  eye,  that  told  you  so,  look'd  but  a-souint? 

Reg.  Lady,  I  am  not  well ;  else  I  should  answer 
From  a  full-flowing  stomach. — General, 
Take  thou  my  soldiers,  prisoners,  patrinKny ; 
Dispose  of  them,  of  me  ;  the  walls  are  thine : 
Witness  the  world,  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  lord  and  master. 

Gon.  Mean  you  \o  enjoy  him .' 

Alb.  The  let-alone^  Ues  not  in  your  good  wilL 

E^dm.  Nor  in  thine,  lord. 

Alb.  Half-blooded  fellow,  yes. 

Reg.  Let  the  drum  strike,  and  pro\'e  my  title 
thine.  [To  Edroaod.   . 

Alb.  Stay  yet ;  bear  reason  : — Edmund,  I  arrest 
thee 
On  capital  treason  ;  and,  in  thy  arrest. 
This  gilded  serpent :  [  Pointing  to  Gon.] — For  your 

claim,  fair  si<ter, 
I  bar  it  in  the  interest  of  my  wife ; 
'Tis  she  is  sub-contracted  to  this  lord. 
And  I,  her  husband,  contradict  your  bans. 
If  you  will  marry,  make  your  love  to  roe. 
My  lady  is  bespoke. 

'Gon.  An  interlude ! 

Alb.  Thou  art  arm'd,  Gloster  :— Let  the  tmmpet 
sound: 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  person. 
Thy  heinous,  manifest,  and  many  treasons. 
There  is  my  pledge ;  [  Throwing  down  a  glove.]  PH 

prove  it  on  thy  heart. 
Ere  I  ta»te  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  less 
Than  I  have  here  proclaim'd  thee. 

Reg.  Sick,  O,  sick  : 

Gon.  If  not,  I'll  ne'er  trust  poison.  [Asidt. 

Edm.  There's  my  exchange  :  [Throwing  down 
a  glove,]  what  in  the  world  he  is 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lies: 
Call  by  thy  trumpet :  be  that  dares  approach, 
On  him,  on  you,  (who  not .')  I  will  maintain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

(6)  Authority  to  act  on  bis  own  judgment 

(7)  .Alluding  to  the  pro\erb :  *  Lo\e  being  jesj- 
ou*  makes  a  good  eye  look  a-s^inL^ 

(8)  The  hindrance. 
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Alb.  A  herald,  ho! 

Edm.  A  herald,  ho,  a  herald ! 

ACb.  Trust  to  thj  single  virtue  ;>  for  thy  soldiers, 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  discharge. 

Reg.  This  sickness  grows  upon  roe. 

Enter  a  Herald. 

Alb.  She  is  not  well ;  convey  her  to  my  tent 

[Exit  Regan,  led. 
Come  hither,  herald, — Let  the  trumpet  sound, — 
And  read  out  this. 

Offi.  Sound,  trumpet  [A  trumpet  sounds. 

Herald  retids. 

If  any  man  of  qttaUty^  or  degree j  within  the 
lists  of  the  armtft  VfiU  maintain  upon  Edmund, 
supposed  earl  of  Gloster,  that  he  is  a  manifold 
traitor,  let  him  appear  at  the  third  sound  of  the 
trumpet:  He  is  bold  in  his  d^ence. 

Edm.  Sound.  Tl  Trumpet. 

Her.  Again.  [2  Trumpet. 

Her.  Again.  -  [3  Trumpet. 

[Trumpet  answers  unihin. 

Enter  Edgar,  armedy  preceded  by  a  trumpet. 

Alb.  Ask  him  his  purposes,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  call  o*the  trumpet 

Her.  What  are  you  } 

Vour  name,  your  quality  ?  and  why  you  answer 
This  present  summons  ? 

Eag.  Know,  my  name  is  lost ; 

By  treason*s  tooth  bare-gnamni,  and  canker-bit : 
Yet  am  I  noble,  as  the  adversaiy 
1  come  to  cope  withal. 

Alb.  Which  is  that  adversary  ? 

Edg.  What*8  he,  that  speaks  for  Edmund  earl 
of  Gloster  ? 

Edm.  Himself ;— What  say'st  thou  to  him  ? 

Edg.  Draw  thy  sword ; 

That,  if  my  speech  offend  a  noble  heart, 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  justice :  here  is  mine. 
Behold,  it  is  the  privilege  of  mine  honours. 
My  oath,  and  ray  profession  :  I  protest, — 
Mauan'e^  thy  strength,  youth,  place,  and  eminence. 
Despite  thy  victor  sword,  and  fire-new  fortune, 
Thv  valour,  and  thy  heart, — Thou  art  a  traitor : 
False  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father ; 
Conspirant  Against  this  high  illustrious  prince ; 
And,  from  the  extremest  upward  of  thy  head. 
To  the  descent  and  dust  beneath  thy  feet, 
A  tnost  toad-spotted  traitor.     Say  thou,  JVb, 
This  sword,  this  arm,,  and  my  best  spirits,  are 

bent 
To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  speak. 
Thou  liest 

Edm.        Tn  wisdom,  I  should  ask  thy  name ;' 
But,  since  thy  outside  looks  so  fair  and  warlike, 
A  nd  that  thy  tongue  some  *say  ^  of  breeding  breathes. 
What  safe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay 
By  rule  of  knighthood,  I  disdain  and  spurn : 
Back  do  I  toss  these  treasons  to  thy  head : 
With  the  hell-hated  lie  overwhelm  thy  heart ; 
Which  (for  they  yet  glance  by,  and  scarcely  bruise,) 
This  sword  of  mine  shall  give  them  instant  way, 
Where  they  shall  rest  for  ever. — Trumpets,  speak. 
[Alarums.     They  fght.  Edmund  falls. 

Alb.  O  save  him,  save  him ! 

(1)  t.  e.  Valour.         (2)  Notwithstanding. 
(3)  Because  if  his  adversary  was  not  of  equal 
iBiik,  Ednittnd  might  have  declined  the  combat 

VOL.  II. 


Cron,  This  t«  mere  practice,*  Gloster : 

By  the  law  of  arms,  thou  wast  not  bound  to  answer 
An  unknown  opposite ;  thou  art  not  vanquished, 
But  cozenM  and  beguiPd. 

Alb.  Shut  your  mouth,  dame, 

Or  with  this  paper  shall  I  stop  it: — Hold,  sir  : — 
Thou  worse  than  any  name,  read  thine  own  evil  :- 
No  tearing,  lady ;  I  perceive,  you  know  it 

[Gives  the  letter  to  Edmund. 

Gon.  Say,  if  I  do;  the  laws  are  mine,  not 
thine  : 
Who  shall  arraign  roe  forU  ? 

Alb.      ^  Most  monstrous ! 

Know*st  thou  this  paper  ? 

Gon.  Ask  me  not  what  I  know 

[Exit  Goneril. 

AUt.  Go  after  her :  she^s  desperate ;  govern  her. 
[To  an  Officer,  who  goes  out. 

Edm.  What  you  have  charged  me  with,  that 
have  I  done ; 
And  more,  much  more :  the  time  will  bring  it  out ; 
'Tis  past,  and  so  am  I :  But  what  art  thou. 
That  hast  this  fortune  on  me  }  If  thou  art  noble, 
I  do  forgive  thee, 

Edg.  Let*s  exchange  charity. 

I  am  no  less  in  blood  than  thou  art,  Edmund ; 
If  more,  the  more  thou  hast  wroog'd  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  father's  son. 
The  gods  are  just,  and  of  our  pleasant  vices 
Make  instruments  to  scourge  us  : 
The  dark  and  vicious  place  where  thee  he  got, 
Cost  him  his  eyeA. 

Edm.  Thou  hast  spoken  right,  'tis  tme ; 

The  wheel  is  come  full  circle ;  I  am  here. 

Alb.  Methought,  thy  very  gait  did  prophesy 
A  royal  nobleness : — I  must  embrace  tbee ; 
Let  sorrow  split  mv  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee,  or  thy  father  ! 

Edg.  Worthy  pnnce, 

I  know  it  well 

Alb.  Where  have  you  hid  yourself? 

How  have  you  known  the  miseries  of  your  father.' 

Edg.  By  nursing  them,  my  lord.— Lbt^  a  brief 
tale  ;— 
And,  when  'tis  told,  O,  that  my  heart  would  burst'^ 
The  bloody  proclamation  to  escape. 
That  followed  me  so  near,  (O  our  lives'  sweetness: 
That  with  the  pain  of  death  we'd  hourly  die, 
Rather  than  die  at  once !)  taught  me  to  shift 
Into  a  madman's  ra^s ;  to  assume  a  semblance 
That  very  dogs  disdain'd  :  and  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings. 
Their  precious  stones  new  lost ;  became  his  g^ide. 
Led  him,  begg'd  for  him,  sav'd  him  from  despair ; 
Never  (O  fault !)  reveal'd  myself  unto  him. 
Until  some  half-hour  past,  when  I  was  arm'd. 
Not  sure,  though  hopuig,  of  this  good  success, 
I  ask'd  his  blessing,  and  from  first  to  last 
Told  him  my  pilgrimage :    But  his  flaw'd  heart, 
(Alack,  too  weak  the  conflict  to  support !) 
'Twixt  two  extremes  of  passion,  joy  and  grief, 
Burst  smilingly. 

Edm.  This  speech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  roe. 
And  shall,  perchance,  do  good :  but  speak  you  on; 
You  look  as  you  had  something  more  to  say. 

Alb.  If  there  be  more,  more  woful,  hold  it  in  ; 
For  I  am  almost  ready  to  dissolve. 
Hearing  of  this. 

Edg.  This  would  have  seem'd  a  period 

To  such  as  love  not  sorrow ;  but  another, 
To  amplify  too  much,  would  make  much  more. 
And  top  extremity.   * 

I     (4)  Sample.        (5)  Stratagem.       (6)  Hew. 
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Wliilft  I  was  big  io  clamour,  came  there  a  man. 
Who  having  seen  roe  in  mjr  wont  estate, 
Shunn'd  my  abhorred  societj  ;  but  then,  finding 
Who  *twas  that  so  endurM,  with  his  strong  annt 
He  fastenM  on  mjr  neck,  and  bellowM  out 
As  heM  burst  heaven;  threw  him  on  mjr  father; 
Told  the  most  pit«}us  tale  of  Lear  and  him. 
That  ever  ear  receivM  :  which  in  recountin|f 
His  grief  grew  puissant,  and  the  strings  of  hfe 
Began  to  crack  :  Twice  then  the  trumpet  sounded, 
And  there  I  left  him  tranced. 

Jilb.  But  who  was  this? 

Eldg.  Kent,  sir,  the  banishM  Kent ;  who  in  dis- 
guise 
Followed  his  enemy  king,  and  did  him  service 
Improper  for  a  slave. 

Enter  a  Gentleman  hastily,  with  a  bloody  kntfe. 

Gent  Help!  help!  Ohelp! 

Edg.  What  kind  of  help? 

Alb.  Speak,  man. 

Edg.  What  means  that  bloody  knife? 

Gent  'Tis  hot,  it  smokes; 

It  came  even  from  the  heart  of— 

Alb.  WIk),  man  ?  speak. 

Gent  Your  lady,  sir,  your  lady :  and  her  sister 
By  her  is  poisoned  ;  she  confesses  it. 

Edm.  I  was  contracted  to  them  both;  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  instant 

Alb.  Produce  their  bodies,  be  they  alive  or  dead  ! 
This  JQdgment  of  the  heavens,  that  makes  us 

tremble. 
Touches  us  not  with  pity.  [Exit  Gentleman. 

Enier  Kent. 

Edg.  Here  comes  Kent,  sir. 

Alb.  O !  it  is  he. 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  compliment, 
Which  very  manners  urges. 

Kent  I  am  come 

To  bid  my  king  and  master  aye^  good  night ; 
Is  he  not  here  ? 

Alb.  Great  thing  of  us  forgot ! — 

Speak,  Edmund,  whereas  the  king  ?  and  whereas 

Cordelia?— 
See^st  thou  this  object,  Kent  ? 

[  The  bodies  of  Goneril  and  Regan  are 
brought  in. 

Kent  Alack,  why  thus  ? 

Edm.  Yet  Edmund  was  belov'd : 

The  one  the  other  poisonM  for  my  sake, 
And  after  slew  herself. 

Alh.  Even  so. — Cover  their  faces. 

Edm.  I  pant  for  life  : — Some  good  I  mean  to  do, 
Despite  of  mine  own  nature.     Quickly  send, — 
Be  orief  in  it, — to  the  castle ;  for  my  writ 
Is  on  the  lifo  of  Lear,  and  on  Cordelia  : 
Nny,  send  in  time. 

J4/6.  Run,  run,  O,  run — 

Edg.  To  who,  my  lord?- Who  has  the  office? 
send 
Thv  token  of  reprieve. 

kdm.  Well  thought  on ;  take  my  sword. 
Give  it  the  captain. 

Alb.  Haste  thee,  for  th^  life.  [Exit  Ed«rar. 

Edm.  He  hath  commission  from  thy  wife  and 
me 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prison,  and 

(1)  For  eveix  (2)  Destroyed  herself. 

(3)  The  end  of  the  world,  or  the  horrible  cir- 
cumstances preceding  it. 


To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  despair. 
That  she  fordid^  herseUl 
Alb.  The  gods  defend  her!    Bear  him  henoe 
a  while.  [Edonund  is  borm  f^ 

Enier  Lear,  yjoith  Cordelia  dead  in  his  arwts  ;  Ed- 
gar, Ofiicer,  and  others. 

Lear.  Howl,  howl,  howl,  bowl! — O,  yon  are 
men  of  stones ; 
Had  I  your  tongues  and  eyes,  Td  use  them  so 
That  heaven^s  vault  should  crack  : — O,  she  b  gone 

for  ever  I — 
I  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives ; 
She*s  dead  as  earth : — Lend  roe  a  looking-glass; 
If  that  her  breath  will  mist  or  stain  the  stone, 
WTiy,  then  she  lives. 

Aent.  Is  this  the  promised  eod.'> 

Edg.  Or  image  of  that  horror? 

Alb.  Fall,  and  cease  .'4 

Lear.  This  feather  stirs;  she  hves !  if  it  be  so, 
It  is  a  chance  that  does  redeem  all  sorrows 
That  ever  I  have  felt 

Kent.  O  my  good  master ! 

[Kneeling. 

Lear.  Pr'ythee,  away.  • 

Edg.  'Tis  noble  Kent,  your  friend 

Lear,  A  plague  upon  you,  murderers,  tiaiton 
all! 
I  might  have  savM  her ;  now  she's  gone  for  ever  !— 
Cordelia,  Cordelia,  stay  a  little.     Ha ! 
What  is't  thou  say^st  ? — Her  voice  was  ever  soft. 
Gentle,  and  low ;  an  excellent  thing  in  wonuui : — 
I  killM  the  slave  that  was  a  hangii^  thee. 

Of.  'Tis  true,  my  lords,  he  did. 

Lear.  Did  l  not,  felkiw  ? 

I  have  .seen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  faulchion 
I  would  have  made  them  skip  :  I  am  old  now. 
And  these  same  crosses  spoil  me. — Who  are  yoo  ? 
Mine  eyes  are  none  o*the  best :— I'll  tell  you  straight 

Kent.  If  fortune  brag  of  two  she  lovM  and  bated, 
One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear.  This  is  a  dull  sight :  Are  you  not  Kent  ? 

Kent  The  same; 

Your  servant  Kent :  Where  is  your  servant  Cains? 

Lear.  He*s  a  good  fellow,  I  can  tell  you  that; 
HeUl  strike,  and  quickly  too: — He's  dead  and 
rotten. 

Kent.  No,  my  good  lord ;  I  am  the  very  man  ^- 

Lear.  I'll  see  mat  straight. 

Kent.   That,  from  your  first  of  difiference  and 
decay. 
Have  follow'd  your  sad  steps. 

Lear.  You  are  welcome  hither. 

Kent  Nor  no  roan  else;  all's  cheerless,  dark, 
and  deadly. — 
Youreldcst  daughters  have  fore-doom'd  themselves, 
And  desperately  are  dead. 

Lear.  Ay,  so  I  think. 

Alb.  He  knows  not  what  he  says ;  and  rain  it  ii 
That  we  present  us  to  him. 

Edg.  Very  bootless.* 

Enter  an  Officer. 
0/7!  Edmund  is  dead,  my  lord. 
Alb.  That's  but  a  trifle  here.— 

You  lords,  and  noble  friends,  know  our  intent 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decay*  may  come, 
Shall  be  applied  :  For  us,  we  will  resign. 
During  the  life  of  this  old  majesty. 
To  him  our  absolute  power : — You,  to  your  r^iti; 
[70  Edgar  aii</ Kent. 

(4)  t.  r.  Die ;  Albany  speaks  to  Lear. 

(5)  Useless.         (6)  t.  «.  Lear. 
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With  boot,*  and  such  addition^  as  }our  Itoncmrs 
Have  more  than  merited. — All  friends  ^all  m*le 
The  wai;e^  of  their  virtue,  and  all  U^e* 
The  cup  of  their  deservin^s. — O,  se%\  tee  I 

Lear.  And  my  poor  fool'  is  haiigM  \  No,  nO|  no 
life : 
Why  should  a  dc^,  a  horse,  a  rat,  huve  life^ 
And  thou  no  breath  at  allf  O,  thou  wilt  cotne  tio 

more, 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  never  ! 
Pray  you,  undo  thiii  button:  Thank  you,  bir.^ 
Do  you  see  this?  Look  on  her, — look,^lw:r  Ijps, — 
Look  thtre,  look  there ! —  [Ht  dita 

Edg.  He  faints ! — My  lord*  my  lord,— 

Kent.  Break,  heart;  I  pr'ythee,  brtsik  ] 
Edg.  Look  uj>,  my  lord 

Kent.  Vex  not  his  ghost : — O,  let  him  p^^  I*  hi 
hates  him. 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  tou^h  worJd 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg.  O,  he  is  gone,  indited, 

Kent.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  cndur'd  so  Itmg: ; 
He  but  usurpM  his  life. 

Alb.  Bear  them  from  hence. — Our  preiejil  busi- 
ness 
Is  general  wo.     Friends  of  my  soul,  joti  twain 

[  jfo  KeiM  and  Edjaf. 
Rule  in  this  realm,  and  the  gor'd  stale  suiitamH 

Kent.  I  have  a  journey,  sir,  shortly  to  go  \ 
My  master  calls,  and  I  must  not  say,  na 

Alb.    The   weight  of  this  sad   urrn:  we  rtiu*t 
obey  ; 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ouf^ht  to  *ay. 
The  oldest  hath  borne  most :  we,  tbiit  are  youn^. 
Shall  never  see  so  much,  nor  live  so  long;. 

\  Exeunt  J  with  a  de^td  march  r 


The  tragedy  of  Lear  is  deservedty  celebmtcd 
among  the  dramas  of  Shakspeare.  Thf  ro  It  perhaps 
DO  play  which  keeps  the  attention  so  slroti^fy  fi\ed  ; 
vhich  so  much  ap^itates  our  passions,  Miid  ifiTereit^ 
our  curiosity.  The  artful  involutions  ijf  distinct  in^ 
terest^,  the  striking  oppositions  of  contrary  charac- 
ters, the  sudden  changes  of  fortune,  and  th«  quick 
succession  of  events,  fill  the  mind  witli  a  perpt-luaJ 
tumult  o(  indignation,  pity,  and  hope.  There  if  no 
scene  which  does  not  contribute  to  the  ag^^ravatifHi 
of  the  distress  or  conduct  to  the  actioti,  smJ  scarce 
a  line  which  does  not  conduce  to  the  pro^rrM  of  the 
scene.  So  powerful  is  the  current  of  tlie  psjer? 
imagination,  that  the  mind,  which  once  vctilutf:^ 
within  it,  is  hurried  irresistibly  along. 

On  the  seeming  improbability  of  Ltcir^-i  condijrt, 
it  may  be  observed,  that  he  is  representeft  ytcwrd 
iog  to  histories  at  that  time  vulgarly  received  a; 
true.  And,  perhaps,  if  we  turn  our  ihoughtui  uptui 
the  barbarity  and  ignorance  of  the  agf-  to  whi«  h 
this  story  is  referred,  it  will  appear  not  so  niiEilteh' 
as  while  we  estimate  Lear's  manner?*  by  oiir  own. 
Such  preference  of  one  daughter  to  another,  or  r<"- 
signation  of  dominion  on  such  condiliofifi,  would 
be  vet  credible,  if  told  of  a  petty  prince  cjfGu into 
or  Madagascar.  Shakspeare,  indeed,  by  the  im  fi- 
tion  of  his  earls  and  dukes,  has  given  us  thn  idea 
of  times  more  civilized,  and  of  life  ire*^jlot*^d  Ui 
softer  inanncrs ;  and  the  truth  is,  that  thui^h  be  so 

(1)  Benefit.  (2)  Titles. 

(3)  Poor  fool  in  the  time  of  ShaJfspefiK:,  wai 
•n  expression  of  endearment 
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nicely  discriminates,  and  so  minutely  describes  the 
characters  of  men,  he  commonly  neglects  and  con- 
founds the  characters  of  ages,  by  mingling  custoiui 
ancient  and  modem,  English  and  foreign. 

My  learned  friend  Mr.  Warton,*  who  has  in  T%e 
Adventurer  ver}'  minutely  criticised  this  play,  re- 
marks, that  the  instances  of  cruelty  are  too  savage 
and  shocking,  and  that  the  intervention  of  Edmund 
destroys  the  simplicity  of  the  story.  These  objec- 
tions may,  I  think,  be  answered  by  repeatine:,  that 
(he  cruelty  of  the  daughters  is  an  historical  fact,  to 
which  the  poet  has  added  little,  having  only  drawn 
it  into  a  series  by  dialogue  and  action.  But  1  am 
not  able  to  apologize  with  equal  plausibility  for  the 
extrusion  of  Gloster's  eyes,  which  seems  an  act  too 
horrid  to  be  endured  in  dramatic  exhibition,  and 
such  as  must  always  compel  the  mind  to  relieve  its 
dfstress  by  incredulity.  Yet  let  it  be  remrunbered 
that  our  author  well  knew  what  would  please  the 
audience  for  which  he  wrote. 

The  injury  done  by  Edmund  to  the  simplicity  of 
the  action  is  abundantly  recompensed  by  the  addi- 
tion of  variety,  by  the  art  with  which  he  is  made  to 
co-operate  with  the  chief  design,  and  the  opportu- 
nity which  he  gives  the  poet  of  combining  perfidy 
vvith  perfidy,  and  connecting  the  wicked  son  with 
the  wickert  daughters,  to  impress  this  important 
moral,  that  villany  is  never  at  a  stop,  that  crimes 
lead  to  crimes,  and  at  last  terminate  in  ruin. 

But  though  this  moral  be  incidentally  enforced, 
Shal<*.peare  has  suffered  the  virtue  of  Cordelia  to 
perish  in  a  just  cause,  contrary  to  the  natural  ideas 
of  ju.«tice,  to  the  hope  of  the  reader,  and  what  is 
yet  more  strange,  to  the  faith  of  chronicles.  Yet 
this  conduct  is  justified  by  The  Spectator^  who 
blames  Tate  for  giving  Coraelia  success  and  happi- 
ness in  his  alteration,  and  declares,  that  in  his  opin- 
ion, the  tragedy  has  lost  half  its  beauty.  Den- 
nis has  remarked,  whether  justly  or  not,  that,  to 
secure  the  favourable  reception  of  CatOy  the  town 
was  poisoned  with  much  false  and  abominable 
criticism^  and  that  endeavours  had  been  used  to 
discredit  and  deer)'  poetical  justice.  A  play  in 
which  the  wicked  prosper,  and  the  virtuous  mis- 
carry, may  doubtless  be  good,  because  it  is  a  just 
representation  of  the  common  events  of  human  life : 
but  since  all  reasonable  beings  naturally  love  jus- 
tice, I  cannot  easily  be  persuaded,  that  the  obser- 
vation of  justice  makes  a  play  worse ;  or  that,  if 
other  excellencies  are  equal,  the  audience  will  not 
always  rise  better  pleased  from  the  final  triumph 
of  persecuted  virtue. 

In  the  present  case  thepublic  has  decided.  Cor- 
iJelia,  from  the  time  of  Tate,  has  always  retired 
with  victory  and  felicity.  And,  if  my  sensations 
could  add  any  thing  to  the  general  sutlVage,  I  might 
relate,  I  was  many  years  ago  so  shocked  by  Cor- 
ilelia's  death,  that  1  know  not  whether  I  ever  en- 
dured to  read  again  the  last  scenes  of  the  play,  till 
[  undertook  to  revise  them  as  an  editor. 

There  is  another  controversy  among  the  critics 
roncerning  this  play.  It  is  disputed  whether  the 
predominant  image  in  Lear's  disordered  mind  be  the 
loss  of  his  kingdom  or  the  cruelty  of  his  daughters. 
Mr.  Murphy,  a  \'ery  judicious  critic,  has  evinced 
by  induction  of  particular  passages,  that  the  cruel- 
ly of  his  daughters  is  the  primary  source  of  his  dis- 
tress, and  that  the  loss  of  royalty  affects  him  only 
as  a  secondary  and  subordinate  evil.  He  ok>- 
!%rvc8,  with  great  justness,  that  Lear  would  move 
our  compassion  but  little,  did  we  not  rather  coi^  ' 
iider  the  injured  father  than  the  degraded  king;. 


(4)  Die. 


(5)  Dr.  Joseph  Wartoo. 
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The  11017  of  this  play,  exeepft  the  episode  of  £d- 
mnod,  which  !•  derlTwIf  I  think.  fW>in  Bldner,  is 
takMD  origUuiIly  (torn  QeoiBtf  of  Monmoath,  woom 
HoUinthod  geaenXtf  oopied;  but  perhape  immedi- 
■taly  (torn  an  old  historical  ballad.  My  rossoo  for 
believing  that  the  phiy  was  posterior  to  the  baUad, 
rather  than  the  ballad  to  the  play,  la,  that  the  bal- 
lad has  nothing  of  Shakspeare's  nocCuraal  tempest, 
which  is  too  striking  to  hare  been  omittedi  and 


that  It  foOows  the  ehronide;  it  hss  the  mdimeuli 
of  the  pisy.  but  none  of  its  amplifleatlons:  It  flm 
hinted  Lean  madness,  bat  did  not  array  it  in  dr- 


The  writer  of  the  ballad  i 
thing  to  the  history,  which  Is  a  proof  that  he  woold 
have  added  more,  if  more  had  oocnrred  to  his  mind; 
and  more  most  hare  oocnrred  if  ha  had  i 


jomcsoH. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


E:}calu9,  prince  of  Verona. 

P»ris,  a  young  nobleman,,  kinsman  to  the  prince. 

Montague,  )  heads  of  two  houses,  at  variance  with 

Capulet,     )  each  other. 

An  Old  Man^  uncle  to  Capulet 

Romeo,  son  to  Montague. 

Mcrcutio,  kinsman  to  the  prince,  and  friend 'to 

Romeo. 
Benrolio,  nephew  to  Montague,  and  friend  /«> 

Romeo. 
Tybalt,  nephew  to  Lady  Capulet, 
Friar  Lawrence,  a  Franciscan, 
Friar  John,  of  the  same  order. 
Balthazar,  servant  to  Romeo.  ' 

Abram,  servant  to  Montague. 


An  Apothecary. 
Three  Musicians. 
Chorus.     Boy. 
Page  to  Paris. 
Peter.    An  Officer, 

Lady  Montague,  wife  to  Montague. 
Lady  Capulet,  wife  to  Capulet. 
Juliet,  daughter  to  Capulet. 
JVurse  to  Juliet. 

Citizens  of  Verona ;  several  Men  and  Women, 
relations  to  both  houses;  Maskers,  Guards, 
Watchmen,  and  Attendants. 

Scene,  during  the  greater  part  qf  the  play,  in  Ve- 
rona :  once,  in  the  fjth  act,  at  Manhio. 


PROLOGUE. 

Two  households,  both  alike  in  dignity, 

In  fair  Verona,  where  we  lay  our  scene, 
Ftx)in  ancient  grudge  break  to  new  mutiny, 

Where  civil  blood  makes  civil  hands  unclean. 
From  forth  the  fatal  loins  of  these  two  foes 

A  pair  of  star-cross*d  lovers  take  their  life; 
Whose  misadventurM  piteous  overthrows 

Do,  with  Iheir  death,  buiy  their  parents*  strife. 
The  fearful  passage  of  their  death-mark*d  love. 

And  the  continuance  of  their  parents*  rage. 
Which,  but  their  children's  end,  nought  could  re- 
move. 

Is  now  the  two  hours'  traffic  of  our  sta^e ; 
The  which  if  you  with  patient  ears  attena. 
What  here  shall  miss,  our  toil  shall  strive  to  mend. 


ACT  I. 

SCEJfE  I.-— A  public  place.    Enter  Sampson 
and  Gr^oiy,  armed  ujith  swords  and  bucklers. 

Sampson, 

GREG0R7,  o'my  word,  we'll  not  cany  coals.' 

Gre.  No,  for  then  we  should  be  colliers. 

.Stm.  I  mean,  an  we  be  in  choler,  we'll  draw. 

Gre.  Ay,  while  you  live,  draw  your  neck  out  of 
the  collar. 

.Sam.  I  strike  qtiickly,  being  moved. 

Gre.  But  thou  art  not  quickly  moved  to  strike. 

.Sam.  A  dog  of  the  house  of  Montague  moves  me. 

Gre.  To  move,  is — to  stir;  and  to  be  valiant,  is— 
to  stand  to  it :  therefore,  if  thou  art  moved,  thou 
nino'st  away. 

.Sam.    A  dog  of  that  bouse  shall  move  me  to 

(\)  A  phrase  formerly  in  use  to  signify  the  bear- 
wg  injuries. 


!)tand  :  I  will  take  the  wall  of  any  man  or  maid  of 
Montague's. 

Gre.  That  shows  thee  a  weak  slave;  for  the 
weakest  goes  to  the  wall. 

Sam,  True;  and  therefore  women,  being  the 
weaker  vessels,  are  ever  thrust  to  the  wall : — 
therefore  I  will  push  Montague's  men  from  the 
wall,  and  thrust  his  maids  to  the  wall. 

Gre.  The  quarrel  is  between  our  masters,  and  at 
their  men. 

•Sam.  'Tis  all  one,  I  will  show  myself  a  tyrant : 
when  I  have  fought  with  the  men,  I  will  be  cruel 
with  the  maids ;  I  will  cut  off  their  heads. 

Gre.  The  heads  of  the  maids  ? 

Sam.  Ay,  the  heads  of  the  maids,  or  their  maid- 
enheads ;  take  it  in  what  sense  thou  wilt 

Gre.  They  must  take  it  in  senv,,  that  feel  it. 

Sam.  Me  they  shall  feel,  while  I  am  able  to 
stand  :  and,  'tis  known,  I  am  a  pretty  piece  of  fletih. 

Gre.  'Tis  well,  thou  art  not  fish ;  if  thou  hadst, 
thou  hadst  been  poor  JcA,n.3  Draw  thy  tool ;  here 
comes  two  of  the  house  ot  the  Montagues.' 

Enter  Abram  and  Balthazar. 

Sam.  My  naked  weapon  is  out ;  quarrel,  I  wiD 
back  thee. 

Gre.  How.'  turn  thy  back,  and  run? 

Sam.  Fear  me  not. 

Gre.  No,  marry :  I  fear  thee  ! 

Sam.  Let  us  take  the  law  of  our  sides ;  let  them 
begin. 

Gre.  I  will  frown,  as  I  pass  by ;  and  let  them 
take  it  as  they  list 

Sam.  Nay,  as  they  dare.  I  will  bite  my  thumb 
at  them ;  which  is  a  disgrace  to  them,  if  they 
bear  it 

Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  sir  ? 

Sam.  I  do  bite  my  thumb,  sir. 

Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  nr.^ 

(2)  Poor  John  is  hake,  dried  and  salted. 

(3)  The  disregard  of  concord  is  io  character. 
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Sam.  Tb  the  law  on  our  side,  if  I  mj— «7 ' 

Gre.  No. 

Sam.  No,  sir,  I  do  not  bite  mj  thumb  at  jou, 
•ir ;  but  1  bite  my  thumb,  sir. 

Grt.  Do  you  quarrel,  sir? 

Aifr.  Quarrel,  sir  ?  no,  sir. 

Sam.  If  you  do,  sir,  I  am  for  joa ;  I  lenre  as 
gpod  a  man  as  you. 

Ahr.  No  better. 

Sam.  Well,  sir. 

Enter  Benvolio,  ai  a  distance. 

Ore.  Say— better ;  here  comes  one  of  my  mas- 
ter's kinsmen. 

Sam.  Yes,  better,  sir. 

Abr.  You  lie. 

Sof?i.  Draw,  if  you  be  men. — Gregonr,  remem- 
ber thy  swashing  blow.  [Theyjight 

Ben.  Part,  fools ;  put  upyour  swords ;  ^ou  know 
not  what  you  do.  [Beats  down  their  swords. 

Enter  Tybalt 

7^6.  What,  art  thou  drawn  among  these  heart- 
less hinds  ? 
Turn  thee,  Benvolio,  look  upon  thy  death. 

Ben.  I  do  but  keep  the  peace ;  put  up  thy  sword. 
Or  manage  it  to  part  these  men  with  me. 

7^6.  What,  drawn  and  talk  of  peace  ?  I  hate 

the  word. 

As  I  hate  hell,  all  Montagues,  and  thee : 

Have  at  thee,  coward.  [They  Jight. 

Enter  several  Partixans  of  both  hottseSy  icho  join 
the  fray ;  then  enter  Citizens,  toith  clubs. 

1  Cit.  Clubs,!  bills,  and  partizans !  strike .'  beat 
them  down ! 
Down  with  the  Capulets !  down  with  the  Monta- 
gues ! 

Enter  Capulet,  in  his  gown ;  and  Lady  Capulet. 

Cap.  What  noise  is  this? — Give  me  my  long 

sword,  ho ! 
La.  Cap.  A  crutch,  a  crutch !  Why  call  you  for 

a  sword  ? 
Cap.  My  sword,  I  say ! — Old  Montague  is  come, 
And  flourishes  his  blade  in  spite  of  me. 

Enter  Montague  and  Lady  Montague. 

Mon.  Thou  villain  Capulet, — Hold  me  not,  let 

me  go. 
Ltk.  J^on.  Thou  shalt  not  stir  one  foot  to  seek 

a  foe. 

Enter  Prince,  with  Attendants. 
Prince.  Rebellious  subjects,  enemies  to  peace, 
Profaners  of  this  neighbour-stained  ste^I, 
Will  theynothear? — what  ho!  you  men,  you  beasts, 
That  quench  the  fire  of  your  pernicious  rage 
With  purple  fountains  issuing  from  your  veins, 
On  pain  of  torture,  from  those  blooay  hands 
Throw  your  mislcmper'd^  weapons  to  the  ground, 
And  hear  the  sentence  of  your  moved  prince. — 
Three  civil  brawls,  bred  of  an  aiiy  word, 
By  thee,  old  Capulet  and  Montague, 
Have  thrice  disturb'd  the  quiet  of  our  streets ; 
And  made  Verona*s  ancient  citizens 
Cast  by  their  grave  beseeming  ornaments, 
To  wield  old  partizans,  in  hands  as  old, 
Canker'd  with  peace,  to  part  your  cankerM  hate : 
If  ever  you  disturb  our  streets  again. 
Your  lives  shall  pay  the  forfeit  c^  the  peace. 

(1)  Clubs !  was  the  usual  exclamation  at  an  af- 
fray in  the  streets,  as  we  now  call  Watch ! 


For  this  time,  all  the  rest  depart  away  : 
You,  Ca{)ulet,  shall  go  along  with  me  ; 
And,  Montague,  come  you  mis  afternoon, 
To  know  our  further  pleasure  in  this  case. 
To  old  Free-town,  our  common  judgment-pbce. 
Once  more,  on  pain  of  death,  all  men  depart 
[Elxe.  Princej  and  Attendants  {  Capiilet,  Lady 
Capulet,  TVbalt,  Citizens,  and  Seroanis. 
Mon.  Who  set  this  ancient  quarrel  new  abroach  ? 
Speak,  nephew,  were  you  by,  when  it  began  ? 

Ben.  Here  were  the  servants  of  your  advenaiy. 
And  yours,  close  fighting  ere  I  did  approach: 
I  drew  to  part  them ;  in  the  instant  came 
The  fiery  Tybalt,  with  his  sword  prepar'd ; 
Which,  as  be  breathM  defiance  to  my  ears. 
He  swung  about  his  head,  and  cut  the  winds. 
Who,  nouing  hurt  withal,  hissM  him  in  scora : 
While  we  were  interchanging  thrusts  and  blows. 
Came  more  and  more,  and  fought  on  part  and  part, 
Till  the  prince  came,  who  parted  eitner  part 
La.  Jaon.  O,  where  is  Komeo  ? — saw  you  him 
to-day  ? 
Right  glad  I  am,  he  was  not  at  this  fray. 

Ben.  Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worshipped  su 
Peer*d'  forth  the  golden  window  of  the  east, 
A  troubled  mind  drave  me  to  walk  abroad 
Where, — underneath  the  grove  of  syeammv. 
That  westward  rooteth  from  the  ci^*s  side, — 
So  early  walking  did  I  see  your  son  : 
Towards  him  I  made ;  but  he  was  'ware  of  me, 
And  stole  into  the  covert  of  the  wood  : 
I,  measuring  his  affections  by  my  own, — 
That  most  are  busied  when  they  are  nrast  alone,— 
Pur»uM  my  humour,  not  pursuing  his. 
And  gladly  shunnM  who  gladly  Bed  from  me. 

Mon.  Many  a  morning  hath  he  there  been  seen. 
With  tears  augmenting  the  fresh  morning's  dew, 
Adding  to  clouds  more  douds  with  his  dieeps^fai: 
But  all  fo  soon  as  the  all-cheering  sun 
Should  in  the  furthest  east  begin  to  draw 
The  shady  curtains  from  Aurora's  bed. 
Away  from  light  steals  home  my  heavy  son. 
And  private  in  his  chamber  pens  himself; 
Shuts  up  his  windows,  locks  fair  dav-ligfat  oat. 
And  makes  himself  an  artificial  night : 
Black  and  portentous  must  this  humour  prove. 
Unless  good  counsel  may  the*  cause  remove. 
Ben.  My  noble  uncle,  do  you  know  the  caose  ? 
Mon.  I  neither  know  it,  nor  can  learn  of  him. 
Ben.  Have  you  imp6rtun'd  him  by  any  means? 
Mon.  Both  by  myself,  and  many  other  friends : 
But  he,  his  own  affections'  counsellor, 
Is  to  himself— I  will  not  say,  how  true — 
But  to  himself  so  secret  and  so  close. 
So  far  from  sounding  and  discovciy. 
As  is  the  bud  bit  with  an  envious  worm. 
Ere  he  can  spread  his  sweet  leaves  to  the  air. 
Or  dedicate  his  beauty  to  the  sun. 
Could  we  but  leara  from  whence  his  sorrows  grow 
We  would  as  willingly  give  cure,  as  know. 

Enter  Romeo,  at  a  distance. 
Ben.  See,  where  he  comes :  So  please  you,  step 
aside; 
I'll  know  his  grievance,  or  be  much  denied. 

Mon.  I  would,  thou  wert  so  happy  by  thy  stty, 
To  hear  true  shrift. — Come,  madam,  let's  nwav. 
[Exeunt  Montague  and  Ladr. 
Ben,  Good  morrow,  cousin. 
Rom.  Is  the  day  so  yoong  ? 

Ben.  But  new  struck  nine. 
Rom.  Ah  me !  sad  houn  seem  kxig. 


(2)  Angry. 


(3)  Appeared 
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Was  that  mj  father  that  went  hence  so  &ft  ? 

Ben.   It  was: — What  sadaess  lengthens  Ro- 
meo^s  hours  ? 

i2ofn.  Not  having  that,  which  having,  makes 
them  short 

Ben.  In  love  ? 

Rom.  Out— 

Ben.  Of  love  ? 

Bom.  Out  of  her  favour,  where  I  am  in  lore. 

Ben.  Alas,  that  love,  so  eentle  in  his  view. 
Should  be  so  tyrannous  androu^  in  proof! 

Rom.  Alas,  that  love,  whose  view  is  muffled  still, 
Should,  without  eyes,  see  mtthways  to  his  will ! 
Where  shall  we  dine  .^— O  me ! — What  fray  was 

here.' 
Yet  tell  me  not,  for  I  have  heard  it  all. 
Here^s  much  to  do  with  hate,  but  more  with  love : — 
Why  then,  O  brawling  love !  O  loving  hate ! 
O  any  thing,  of  nothing  first  create ! 
O  heavy  lightness !  senous  vanity  ! 
Mis-shapen  chaos  of  well-seeming  forms  ! 
Feather  of  lead,  bright  smoke,  cold  fire,  sick  health; 
Still-waking  sleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is  ! — 
This  love  feel  I,  that  feel  no  love  in  this. 
Dost  thou  not  laugh .' 

Ben.  No,  coz,  I  rather  weep. 

Rom.  Good  heart,  at  what  ? 

Ben.  At  thy  good  hearths  oppression, 

Rom.  Why,  such  is  love's  tran^ressioo. — 
Griefs  of  mine  own  lie  heavy  in  my  breast ; 
Which  thou  wilt  propa^te,  to  have  it  prest 
With  more  of  thine  :  this  love,  that  thou  nast  shown, 
Doth  add  more  grief  to  too  much  of  mine  own. 
Love  is  a  smoke  raisM  with  the  fume  of  sighs ; 
Being  purgM, a  fire  sparkling  in  lovers*  eyes; 
Being  vex'd,  a  sea  nourished  with  lovers'  tears  : 
What  is  it  else  ?  a  madness  most  discreet, 
A  choking  gall,  and  a  preserving  sweet 
Farewell,  my  coz.  [Going. 

Ben.  Soft,  I  will  go  along ; 

And  if  you  leave  me  so,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Rom.  Tut,  I  have  lost  myself;  I  am  not  here ; 
This  is  not  Romeo,  he's  some  other  where. 

Ben.  Tell  me  in  sadness,!  who  she  is  you  love. 

Rom.  What,  shall  I  groan,  and  tell  thee  f 

Ben.  Groan  ?  why,  no ; 

But  sadly  tell  me,  who. 

Rom.  Bid  a  sick  man  in  sadness  make  his  will : — 
Ah,  word  ill  urg'd  to  one  that  is  so  ill ! — 
In  sadness,  cousin,  I  do  love  a  woman. 

Ben.  I  aim'd  so  near,  when  I  suppos'd  you  lov'd. 

Rom.  A  right  good  marksman ! — And  she's  fair 
I  love. 

Ben.  A  right  fair  mark,  fair  coz,  is  soonest  hit. 

Rom.  Well,  in  that  hit, you  miss:  she'll  not  be  hit 
With  Cupid*8  arrow,  she  hath  Dian's  wit ; 
And,  in  strong  proof  of  chastity  well  arm'd, 
From  love's  weak  childish  bow  she  lives  unharm'd. 
.She  will  not  stay  the  siege  of  loving  terms. 
Nor  bide  the  encounter  of  assailing  eyes, 
Nor  ope  her  lap  to  saint-seducing  gold  : 
O,  she  is  rich  in  beauty ;  only  poor. 
That,  when  she  dies,  with  Iwauty  dies  her  store. 

Ben.  Then  she  hath  sworn,  that  she  will  still 
live  chaste  ? 

Rom.  She  hath,  and  in  that  sparing  makes  huge 
waste; 
For  beauty,  starv'd  with  her  severity. 
Cuts  beauty  off  from  all  posterity. 
She  is  too  /air,  too  \vise ;  wisely  too  fair, 

(1)  In  seriousness. 

(2)  t.  e.  What  end  does  it  answer. 
^3)  Account,  estimation. 


To  merit  bliss  by  making  me  despair : 

She  hath  forsworn  to  love ;  and,  in  that  vow, 

Do  I  live  dead,  that  live  to  tell  it  now. 

Ben.  Be  rul'd  by  me,  forget  to  think  of  her. 

Rom.  O,  teach  me  how  I  should  forget  to  think. 

Ben.  By  giving  liberty  unto  thine  eyes ; 
Examine  other  beauties. 

Rom.  'Tis  the  way 

To  call  hers,  exquisite,  in  (][ue8tion  more : 
These  happy  masks,  that  kiss  fair  ladies'  brows, 
Bein^  black,  put  us  in  mind  they  hide  the  fiur ; 
He,  that  is  strucken  blind,  cannot  foreet 
The  precious  treasure  of  his  eyesight  lost : 
Show  me  a  mistress  that  is  passing  fair, 
What  doth  her  beauty  serve,^  but  as  a  note 
Where  I  may  read,  who  pass'd  that  passing  fair.^ 
Farewell ;  thou  canst  not  teach  me  to  for^t 

Ben.  I'll  pay  that  doctrine,  or  else  die  in  debt 

[Elxeuni. 

SCRXE  II.—A  street.    Enter  Capulet,  Paris, 
anJ  Servant 

Qip.  And  Montague  is  bound  as  well  as  I, 
In  penalty  alike ;  and  'tis  not  hard,  I  think, 
For  men  so  old  as  we  to  keep  the  peace. 

Par.  Of  honourable  reckoning*  are  you  both ; 
And  pity  'tis,  you  liv'd  at  odds  so  long. 
But  now,  my  lord,  what  say  you  to  my  suit } 

Cap.  But  saying  o'er  what  I  have  said  before : 
My  child  is  yet  a  straneer  in  the  world. 
She  hath  not  seen  the  change  of  fourteen  years ; 
Let  two  more  summers  wither  in  their  pride. 
Ere  we  may  think  her  ripe  to  be  a  bri(^ 

Par.  Younger  than  she  are  happy  mothers  made. 

Cap.  And  too  soon  marr'd  are  tnose  so  early  mada. 
The  earth  hath  swallow'd  all  my  hopes  but  she. 
She  is  the  hopeful  lady  of  my  earth : 
But  woo  her,  gentle  Paris,  get  her  heart, 
My  will  to  her  consent  is  but  a  part ;         ^ 
An  she  agree,  within  her  scope  of  choice 
Lies  my  consent  and  fair  according  voice. 
This  night  I  hold  an  old  accustom  d  feast. 
Whereto  I  have  invited  many  a  guest, 
Such  as  I  love ;  and  you,  among  the  store. 
One   more,  roost  welcome,  makes   my  number 

more. 
At  my  poor  house,  look  to  behold  this  night 
Earth-treading  stars,  that  make  dark  heaven  light : 
Such  comfort,  as  do  lusty  young  men  feel 
When  well-apparell'd  April  on  the  heel 
Of  limping  winter  treads,  even  such  delieht 
Among  fresh  female  buds  shall  you  this  night 
Inherit^  at  my  house ;  hear  all,  all  see. 
And  like  her  most,  whose  merit  most  shall  be : 
Such,  amongst  view  of  many,  mine,  being  one, 
May  stand  in  number,  though  in  reckonins;^  none. 
Come,  go  with  me ; — Go,  sirrah,  trudge  about 
Through  fair  Verona ;  find  those  persons  out. 
Whose  names  are  written  there,  [Gives  a  paper.] 

and  to  them  say. 
My  house  and  welcome  on  their  pleasures  stay. 

[Exeunt  Capulet  and  Paris. 

8erv.  Find  them  out,  whose  names  are  written 
here.'  It  is  written— that  the  shoemaker  should 
meddle  with  his  yard,  and  the  tailor  with  his  last, 
the  fisher  with  his  pencil,  and  the  painter  with  his 
nets ;  but  I  am  sent  to  find  those  persons,  whose 
names  are  here  writ,  and  can  never  find  what 
names  the  writing  person  hath  here  writ  I  must 
to  the  learned :— -In  good  time. 

(4)  To  inherit,  in  the  language  of  Shakspeare,  if 
to  possess. 

(5)  Estimation. 
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Ad  I. 


Enter  Benvolio  and  Roiiiea 

Ben.  Tu(,  man !  ooe  fire  bams  oat  •nodiei's 
burning, 

One  pain  is  lessenM  by  another^s  ai^ish ; 
Turn  giddy,  and  be  holp  by  backwarn  taming ; 

One  de«>perategriefcure«  with  another's  languish: 
Take  thou  some  new  infection  to  thy  eye, 
And  (he  rank  poimn  of  the  old  will  die. 

Rom.  Your  plantain  leaf  is  excellent  for  that 

Ben,  For  what,  1  pray  thee  ? 

Rotn,  For  your  broken  shin. 

Ben.  Why,  Romeo,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Jiom,  Not  mad,  but  bound  more  than  a  mad- 
man is: 
Shut  up  in  prison,  kept  without  my  food, 
"Whipped,  and  tormented,  and — GoodVen,  good 
fellow. 

Serv.  God  gi'  good  e*en. — I  pray,  sir,  can  you 
read? 

Rom.  Ay,  mine  own  fortune  in  my  misery. 

Serv.  Perhaps  you  have  leam'd  it  without  book : 
But  I  pray,  can  you  read  any  thing  you  see  f 

Rom.  Ay,  if  \  know  the  letters,  and  the  language. 

Serv.  Ye  say  honestly  ;  Rest  you  merry  ! 

Rom.  Stay,  fellow  ;  I  can  read.  [Reads. 

Signior  Martino,  and  his  unfe,  and  daughters  ; 
County  Anselme,  and  his  beauteous  sisters  f  The 
lady  widow  qf  Vitruvio ;  Signior  Placentio,  and 
his  lovely  nieces  ;  Mercutio,  and  his  brother  Val- 
entine :  Mine  uncle  Capulet,  his  vnJfi  and  daugh- 
ters ;  My  fair  niece  Kosaline ;  Livia ;  Signior 
Valentio,  and  his  cousin  Tybalt ;  Lacio,  and  the 
lively  Helena. 

A  fair  assembly ;  [Gives  back  the  note.]  Whither 
sliould  they  come  ? 

Serv.  Up. 

RoA.  Whither.^ 

Serv.  To  supper ;  to  our  house. 

Rxtm.  Whose  house  J 

Serv.  My  master's. 

Rom,  Indeed,  I  should  hare  asked  you  that  be- 
fore. 

Serv.  Now  ril  tell  you  without  asking :  My 
m-aster  is  the  great  rich  Capulet ;  and  if  you  be  not 
of  the  house  of  Montagues,  I  pray,  come  and  crush 
a  cup  of  wine.*     Rest  you  merry.  [Exit. 

Ben.  At  this  same  ancient  feast  of  Capulet's 
Sups  the  fair  Rosaline,  whom  thou  so  lov^st ; 
With  all  the  admired  beauties  of  Verona : 
Go  thither ;  and,  with  unattaintcd  eye. 
Compare  her  face  with  some  that  I  shall  show, 
And  I  will  make  thee  think  th^  swan  a  crow. 

Rom.  When  the  devout  religion  of  mine  eye 

Maintains  such  faUehood,  then  turn  tears  to  fires! 
And  these, — who,  often  drown'd,  could  never  die, — 

Transparent  heretics,  be  bumt  for  liars ! 
One  fairer  than  my  love  !  the  all-seeing  sun 
Ne'er  saw  her  match,  since  first  the  world  begun. 

Ben.  Tut !  you  saw  her  fair,  none  else  being  by. 
Herself  pois'd^  with  herself  in  either  eye  : 
But  in  those  crystal  scales,  let  there  be  weighed 
Your  lady's  love  against  some  other  maid 
That  I  will  show  you,  shining  at  this  feast. 
And  she  shall  scant'  show  well,  that  now  shows 
best. 

Rom.  ril  go  along,  no  such  sight  to  be  shown. 
But  to  rejoice  in  splendour  of  mine  own.  [Exeunt. 

4     (1)  We  still  say  in  cant  language — to  crack  a 
bottie. 

(2)  Weighed.  (3)  Scarce,  hardly. 

(4)  To  my  sorrow. 


$C£JV2: ///.—j9  room  th  Capalet*a  AotcML   £•- 
ter  Lady  Capulet  and  None. 

Ijbl  Cap.  Nurse,  where*s  my  daogfater.'  cdlha 

forth  to  me. 
J^urse.   Now,  by  my  maiden-bead,  at  twebt 
vear  old, — 
I  bade   her  come.— WT»t,  lamb!    what,  kdy- 

bird  !— 
God  forbid !— where's  this  girl  .^— what,  Juliet ! 

Enter  Juliet 

JuL  How  now,  who  calls } 

JVurte.  Yourmothce.  , 

JuL  MadaoLfl  am  heic 

ViYuii  is  your  will  f  ^ 

La.  dp.  This  is  the  matter : — Nurse,  give  leavt 
a  while. 
We  must  talk  in  secret — Nurse,  come  beck  w^mn; 
I  have  remember'd  me,  thou  shalt  hear  our  coonaeL 
Thou  know'st,  my  daughter's  of  a  pretty  age. 

J^'urse.  'Faith,  I  can  tell  her  age  unto  an  bov. 

La.  Cap.  She's  not  fourteen. 

jSurse.  I'll  lay  fourteen  of  ray  teells 

And  yet,  to  my  teen^  be  it  spoken,  I  have  but  ibar,'— 
She  is  not  fourteen :  How  long  is  it  now 
To  Lammas-tide  ? 

La.  Cap.  A  fortnight,  and  odd  days. 

A'urK.  Even  or  odd,  of  all  days  in  the  year. 
Come  Lammas-eve  at  night,  shall  she  be  fouiteea. 
Susan  and  she, — God  rest  all  Christian  souls ! — 
Were  of  an  age. — Well,  Susan  is  with  God ; 
She  was  too  good  for  me  :  But,  as  I  said. 
On  Lammas-eve  at  night  shall  she  be  fourteen : 
That  shall  she,  man^' ;  I  remember  it  well 
'Tis  since  the  earthciuake  now  eleven  years; 
And  she  was  wean'd, — I  never  shall  forget  it^— > 
Of  all  the  days  of  the  year,  upon  that  day : 
For  I  had  then  laid  wormwood  to  my  dug. 
Sitting  in  the  sun  under  the  dove-house  wall. 
My  lord  and  you  were  then  at  Mantua  : — 
Nay,  I  do  bear  a  brain  :' — but,  as  1  said, 
When  it  did  taste  the  wormwood  on  the  nipple 
Of  my  dug,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty  fool ! 
To  see  it  tetchy,  and  fall  out  with  the  dug. 
Shake,  quoth  the  duve-house :  'twas  no  ne«I,  I  tmr, 
To  bid  me  trudge. 

And  since  that  time  it  is  eleven  yean  : 
For  then  she  could  stand  alone  ;  nav,  by  the  rood,' 
She  could  have  run  and  waddled  all  about 
For  even  the  day  before,  she  broke  her  brow : 
And  then  my  husband — God  be  with  his  soul ! 
'A  was  a  merry  man ; — took  up  the  child : 
YeOj  quoth  he,  dcst  thou  Jail  upon  thy  face  f 
Thou  wilt  fall  backtoardywhen  thou  hastmoreieit; 
IVill  thou  noi^  Jule  ?  and  by  my  holy-dam,^ 
The  pretty  wretch  left  crying,  and  said — Ay: 
To  see  now,  how  a  jest  shall  come  about  I 
I  warrant,  an  1  should  live  a  thousand  years, 
I  never  should  forget  it ;   ^ViU  thou  noi^  Jrihf 

quoth  he : 
And,  pretty  fool,  it  stinted,^  and  said — Ay. 

La.  Cap.  Elnough  of  this ;  I  pray  thee,  boU  thj 
po4ice. 

nATurse.  Yes,  madam ;  Yet  I  cannot  choose  but 
laugh, 
To  think  it  should  leave  crying,  and  say — Ay: 
And  yet^  I  warrant,  it  had  upon  its  brow 
A  buiup  as  big  as  a  young  cockrel's  stone; 

(5)  t.  e.  I  have  a  perfect  remembrance  or  recol- 
lection. 

(6)  The  cross. 

1^7)  Holy  dame,  t.  e.  the  blessed  Virgin. 
{Q)  It  stopped  crying. 
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A  parloos  knock ;  and  it  cried  bitterly. 

Yea,  quoth  ny  husband,  fair  at  upon  thy  face? 

Thou  wilt  fall  backward,  when  thou  conCet  to 


age; 
Wat  thou  not,  Jule  ?  it  stinted,  and  said— ^y. 
Jul  And  stint  thou  too,  I  pray  thee,  nurse,  say  1 
^Curst,  Peace,  I  have  done.    God  mark  thee  t( 
his  grace  .'i  . 

Thou  wast  the  prettiest  babe  that  e'er  I  nura'd : 
An  I  might  live  to  see  thee  married  once, 
I  have  my  wish. 

La.  Cap.  Many,  that  many  is  the  very  theme 
I  came  to  talis  of :— Tell  me,  daughter  Juliet, 
How  stands  your  disposition  to  be  married ! 
Jvl.  It  is  an  honour  that  I.  dream  not  of. 
JSTurse.  An  honour !  were  not  I  thine  only  nurse, 
I  d  j?ay,  thou  hadst  suckM  wisdom  from  thy  teat 
£a.  Cap.  Well,  think  of  marriage  now ;  younger 
than  you. 
Here  in  Verona,  ladies  of  esteem, 
Are  made  already  mothers :  by  my  count, 
I  was  your  mother  much  upon  these  years. 
That  you  are  now  a  maid.     Thus  then,  in  brief;— 
The  valiant  Paris  seeks  you  for  his  love. 

J^urse.  A  man,  voung  lady !  lady,  such  a  man. 
As  all  the  world— Why,  he's  a  man  of  wax.2 
La,  Cap.   Verona's  sunmier  hath  not  such  a 

flower. 
JVttrae.   Nay,  he's  a  flower;  in  faith,  a  verv- 

flower. 
La.  Cap.  What  say  you  }  can  you  love  the  gen- 
tleman f 
This  night  you  shall  behold  him  at  our  feast : 
Read  o'er  the  volume  of  youn^  Paris'  face, 
And  find  delight  writ  there  with  beauty's  pen ; 
Examine  every  married  lineament. 
And  see  how  one  another  lends  content ; 
And  what  obscur'd  in  this  fair  volume  lies, 
Find  written  in  the  margin  of  his  eyes.' 
This  precious  book  of  love,  this  unbound  lover, 
To  beautify  him,  only  lacks  a  cover : 
The  fish  lives  in  the  sea  ,•<  and  'tis  much  pride, 
For  fair  without  the  fair  within  to  hide : 
That  lx»k  in  many's  eyes  doth  share  the  gloiy, 
That  in  gold  clasps  locks  in  the  eolden  stoiy ; 
So  shall  you  share  all  thai  he  doth  possess, 
By  having  him,  making  yourself  no  less. 
JVttr«.  No  less  >  nay,  bigger;  women  grow  by 

men. 
La,  Cap.  Speak  briefly,  can  you  like  of  Paris' 

Jul.  V\\  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move : 
But  no  more  deep  will  I  endart  mine  eye. 
Than  your  consent  gives  strength  to  make  it  fly. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Sero.  Madam,  the  guests  are  come,  supper  served 

up,  you  called,  my  youne  lady  asked  for,  the  nurse 

cursed  in  the  pantry,  and  every  thing  in  extremity. 

I  must  hence  to  wait ;  I  beseech  you,  follow  straight. 

La.  Cap.  We  follow  thee.— Juliet,  the  county 

stays. 
J^urse.  Gro,  girl,  seek  happy  nights  to  happy 
daj».  [Exeunt. 

(1)  Favour. 

(2)  Well  made,  as  if  he  had  been  modelled  in  wax. 

(3)  The  comments  on  ancient  books  were  al- 
ways printed  in  the  margin. 

(4;  i.  e.  Is  not  yet  caught,  whoce  skin  Was  want- 
ed to  bind  him. 

(5)  t.  «.  Long  speeches  are  oat  of  fashion. 

(6)  A  scare-crow,  a  figure  made  up  to  frighten 
crows 


SCEJ^E  ir.—A  street.  Enter  Romeo,  Mercu- 
tio,  Benvolio,  ufiih  Jive  or  nx  Maskers,  Torch- 
bearers,  and  others. 

Rom.  What,  shall  this  speech  be  spoke  for  our 
excuse  ? 
Or  shall  we  on  without  apology.^ 

Ben.  The  date  is  out  of  such  prolixity  :• 
We'll  have  no  Cupid  hood-winkM  with  a  tctt, 
Bearing  a  Tartar's  painted  bow  of  lath, 
Scaring  the  ladies  like  a  crow-keeper ;« 
Nor  no  without-book  prologue,  faintly  spoke 
After  the  prompter,  for  our  entrance  : 
But,  let  them  measure  us  by  what  thev  will, 
We'll  measure  them  a  measure,'  and  be  gone. 
liotn.  Give  me  a  torch,^ — I  am  not  for  this  am 
bling ; 
Being  but  heavy,  I  will  bear  the  light 
Mer.  Nay,  gentle  Romeo,  we  must  have  yoo 

dance. 
Rom.  Not  I,  believe  me :  you  have  dancing  shoes. 
With  nimble  soles :  I  have  a  soul  of  lead. 
So  stakes  me  to  the  ground,  I  cannot  move. 

Jtfirr.  You  are  a  lover;  borrow  Cupid's  wings, 
And  soar  with  them  above  a  common  bound. 

Rom.  I  am  too  sore  enpierced  with  his  shaft, 
To  soar  with  his  light  feathers;  and  so  bound, 
I  cannot  bound  a  pitch  above  dull  wo : 
Under  love's  heavy  burden  do  I  sink. 

Mer.  And,  to  sink  in  it,  should  you  burden  kwe; 
Too  great  oppression  for  a  tender  thing. 

Rom.  Is  love  a  tender  thing  ?  it  is  too  rough. 
Too  rude,  too  boist'rous ;  and  it  pricks  like  thorn. 
JtfJrr.  If  love  be  rough  with  you,  be  rough  with 
love ; 
Prick  love  for  pricking,  and  you  beat  love  down.— 
Give  me  a  case  to  put  my  visage  in  : 

[Futiing  on  a  mask 
A  visor  for  a  visor ! — ^what  care  I, 
What  curious  eye  doth  quoted  deformities.' 
Here  are  the  beetle-brows,  shall  blush  for  me. 

Ben.  Come,  knock,  and  enter ;  and  no  sooner  iq. 
But  every  man  betake  him  to  his  legs. 

Rom.  A  torch  for  me:  let  wantons,  light  of  heart. 
Tickle  the  senseless  rushes^  with  their  heels; 
For  I  am  proverb'd  with  a  grandsire  phrase, — 
I'll  be  a  candle-holder,  and  look  on, — 
The  game  was  ne'er  so  fair,  and  I  am  done.il 
JHer.  Tut !  dun's  the  mouse,  the  constable's  own 
word: 
If  thou  art  dun,  we'll  draw  thee  from  the  hiire 
Of  this  (save  reverence)  love,  wherein  thou  stick'st 
Up  to  the  ears.— Come,  we  bum  day-light,  ha 
Rom.  Nay,  that's  not  so. 
^'^^'  I  mean,  sir,  in  delay 

We  waste  our  lights  in  vain,  like  lamps  by  day. 
Take  our  good  meaning ;  for  our  judgment  sits 
Five  times  in  that,  ere  once  in  our  five  wits. 

Rom.  And  we  mean  well,  in  going  to  this  mask ; 
But  'tis  no  wit  to  go. 
•Mer.  Why,  may  one  ask  ? 

Rom.  I  dreamt  a  dream  to-night 
•W«r.  And  so  did  i. 

Rom.  Well,  what  was  yours  .> 
•^I^*  That  dreamers  often  lie. 


(7)  A  dance. 

(8)  A  torch-bearer  was  a  constant  appendage  to 
eveiy  troop  of  maskers. 

^9)  Observe. 

(10)  It  was  anciently  the  custom  to  strew  roofos 
with  rushes. 

(11)  This  is  equivalent  to  phrases  in  commoo 
use — /  am  done,  lor,  it  is  over  unth  me. 
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Adl 


Rom,  In  bed,  asleep,  while  tbej  do  dream  things 
true. 

Mtr.  O,  then,  I  tee,  qaeen  Mab  hath  been  with 
jou. 
She  is  the  fairies*  midwife ;  and  she  conies 
In  shape  no  bigger  than  an  agate-stone 
On  the  ibre-finger  of  an  aldemian, 
Drawn  with  a  team  of  little  atomies^ 
Athwart  roen*s  noses  as  thej  lie  asleep : 
Her  waggon-spokes  made  of  lone  spmners*  legs ; 
The  cover,  of  the  wings  of  grasshoppers; 
The  traces,  of  the  smallest  spider's  web ; 
The  collars,  of  the  moonshine's  watnr  bouns : 
Her  whip,  of  cricket's  bone ;  the  lash,  of  film  : 
Her  waggoner,  a  small  gre?-coated  gnat. 
Not  halfso  bif  as  a  round  little  worm 
Prick'd  from  the  lazjr  finger  of  a  maid : 
Her  chariot  is  an  empty  hazle-nut. 
Made  by  the  joiner  squirrel,  or  old  grub. 
Time  out  of  mind  the  &iries'  coach-makers. 
And  in  this  state  she  gallops  night  by  night 
Through  lovers'  brains,  and  then  tliej  dream  of 

love  : 
On  courtiers'  knees,  that   dream   on   court'sies 

straight : 
O'er  lawyers'  fingers,  who  straight  dream  on  fees : 
O'er  ladies'  lips,  who  straight  on  kisses  dream  ; 
Which  oft  the  angry  Mab  with  blisters  plagues. 
Because  their  breaths  with  sweetmeats  tainted  are. 
Sometime  she  gallops  o'er  a  courtier's  nose. 
And  then  dreams  be  of  smelling  out  a  suit  :3 
And  sometimes  comes  she  with  a  tithe-pig's  tail. 
Tickling  a  parson's  nose  as  'a  lies  asleep. 
Then  dreams  he  of  another  benefice  : 
Sometime  she  driveth  o'er  a  soldier's  neck. 
And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  foreign  throats. 
Of  breaches,  ambuscadoes,  Spanish  blades. 
Of  healths  five  fathom  deep  ;  and  then  anon 
Drums  in  his  ear;  at  which  be  starts,  and  wakes ; 
And,  being  thus  frighted,  swears  a  prayer  or  tivo. 
And  sleeps  again.     This  is  that  venr  Mab, 
That  plats  the  manes  of  horses  in  the  night ; 
And  bakes  the  elf-locks'  in  foul  sluttish  hairs. 
Which  once  untangled,  much  misfortune  bodes. 
This  is  the  ha^,  when  maids  lie  on  their  backs. 
That  presses  mem,  and  learns  them  first  to  bear, 
Makiuj^  them  women  of  good  carriage. 
This,  this  is  she — 

Rimi.  Peace,  peace,  Mercutio,  peace ; 

Thou  talk'st  of  nothing. 

Mer.  True,  I  talk  of  dreams; 

Which  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain. 
Begot  of  nothing  but  vain  fantasy ; 
Which  is  as  thin  of  substance  as  the  air ; 
And  more  inconstant  than  the  wind,  who  woos 
Even  now  the  frozen  bosom  of  the  north. 
And,  being  anger'd,  puffs  away  from  thence. 
Turning  his  face  to  the  dew-dropping  south. 

Ben.  This  wind,  you  talk  o(j  blows  us  from  our- 
selves ; 
Supper  is  done,  and  we  shall  come  too  late. 

Kom.  I  fear,  too  early  :  for  mj  mind  missives, 
Some  consequence,  vet  hangine  in  the  stars, 
Shall  bitterly  begin  his  fearful  date 
With  this  night's  revels ;  and  expire  the  term 
Of  a  despised  life,  clos'd  in  my  breast, 
By  some  vile  forfeit  of  untimely  death  : 
But  He,  that  hath  the  steerage  of  my  course. 
Direct  my  sail ! — On,  lusty  gentlemen. 

B<n.  Strike,  drum.  [E^xeunt 

(1)  Atoms.  (2)  A  place  in  court 

(3)  t.  e.  Fairy-locks,  locks  of  hair  dotted  and 
gled  in  the  night 


SCEIME  V.^A  haU  m  Capalef  s  Amuc    Jlfb- 
nctatu  vmting.    EfUer  Senraata. 

1  Serv.  Where's  Potpan,  that  he  helps  noC  to  take 
away  ?  he  shift  a  trencher  ?  he  scrape  a  trencher.' 

2  Serv.  When  rood  manners  shall  lie  all  in  oos 
or  two  men's  hamu,  and  they  unwashed  too,  *tis  a 
foul  thing. 

1  Serv.  Away  with  the  joint-stools,  remofm  (he 
court-cupboard,^  look  to  the  plate : — rood  thou, 
save  me  a  piece  of  marchpane;*  and,  as  thoa 
lovest  me,  let  the  porter  let  in  Susan  Griodstooe, 
and  Nell.— Antony  !  and  Potpan ! 

2  Serv.  Ay,  boy  ;  ready. 

1  Serv.  You  are  looked  for,andc«Ued  for,aiked 
for,  and  sought  for,  in  the  great  diamber. 

2  Serv.  We  cannot  be  here  and  there  toa— 
Cheerly,  boys ;  be  brisk  a  while,  and  the  knger 
liver  take  all.  [They  rzUrt  behind. 

Enter  Capulet,  4^.  triih  the  Chusts  mnd  f4f 
Maskers. 

Cap.  Gentlemen,  welcome '  ^dies,  that  hate  their 

toes 
Unplagu'd  with  corns,  will  have  a  boot  widiyoa  :— 
.Ah  ha,  my  mistresses !  which  of  you  all 
Will  now  deny  to  dance  ?  she  that  makes  dainty,ihe, 
I'll  swear,  hath  corns;  Am  I  come  near  you  now  f 
You  are  welcome,  gentlemen  :  I  have  seen  the  day, 
That  I  have  worn  a  visor ;  and  could  tell 
A  whispering  tale  in  a  fair  lady's  ear. 
Such  as  would  please ; — 'tis  gone,  'tis  gone,  "lii 

gone: 
You  are  welcome,  gentlemen. — Come,  mosiciaai, 

play. 
A  hall !  a  hall  ^  give  room,  and  foot  it,  girls. 

[Music  playsj  and  they  dsaet 
More  light,  ye  knaves ;  and  turn  the  tables  up, 
And  quench  the  fire,  the  room  is  grown  too  hot— 
.Ah,  sirrah,  this  unlook'd-for  sport  comes  well 
Nay,  sit,  nay,  sit,  good  cousin  Capulet; 
For  you  and  I  are  past  our  dancing  days : 
How  long  is't  now,  since  last  yourself  and  I 
Were  in  a  mask  ? 
2  Cap.  By'r  lady,  thirty  jenxn. 

1  Cap.  What,  man !  'tis  not  so  much,  'tis  not » 

much: 
'Tis  since  the  nuptial  of  Lucentto, 
Come  Pentecost  as  quickly  as  it  will. 
Some  6ve-and-twenty  ^ears ;  and  then  we  maskVL 

2  Cap.  'Tis  more,  'tis  more :  his  son  is  elder,  w: 
His  son  is  thirty. 

1  Cap.  Will  you  tell  me  that  ? 

Hb  son  was  but  a  ward  two  years  ago. 

Rom.  What  lady's  that,  which  doth  enridb  te 
hand 
Of  yonder  knight .' 

Serv.  I  know  not,  sir. 

Rom.  O,  she  doth  teach  the  torches  to  bom  bn^ 
Her  beauty  hangs  upon  the  cheek  of  night 
Like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  Ethiop's  ear : 
Beauty  too  rich  for  use,  for  earth  too  dear-! 
So  shows  a  snowy  dove  trooping  with  crows, 
As  yonder  lady  o'er  her  fellows  shows. 
The  measure'  done,  I'll  watch  her  place  of  stand, 
And,  touching  here,  make  happy  my  rude  hand. 
Did  ray  heart  love  till  now  .>  forswear  it,  sight! 
For  I  ne'er  saw  true  beauty  till  this  nicht 

7)/b.  This,  by  his  vokc,  should  be  a  Montague  :— 

(4)  A  cupboard  set  in  a  comer,  like  a  baauH* 
which  the  plate  was  (rfaced. 

(5)  Alroond-cakc.  (6)  i.  t.  Make  rooB. 
(7)  The  dance 
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Fetch  me  my  rapier,  boy : — What !  dares  the  slave 
Come  hither,  covered  with  an  antic  hce. 
To  fleer  and  scorn  at  our  solemnity  f 
Now,  by  the  stock  and  honour  of  my  kin, 
To  strike  him  dead  I  hold  it  not  a  sin. 

1  Cap.   Why,  how  now,  kinsman?  wherefore 
storm  you  so? 

lyb.  Uncle,  this  is  a  McMitagne,  our  foe ; 
A  villain,  that  is  hither  come  in  spite, 
To  scom  at  our  solemnity  this  night 

1  Cap.  Young  Romeo  is't  ? 

Tyb.  'Tis  be,  that  villain  Romeo. 

1  Cap.  Content  thee,  eentle  cox,  let  him  alone, 
He  bears  him  like  a  portly  gentleman  ; 
And,  to  say  truth,  Vercxia  brags  of  him. 
To  be  a  virtuous  and  well-govem*d  youth : 
I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  all  this  town. 
Here  in  my  house,  do  him  disparagement : 
Therefore  be  patient,  take  no  note  of  him. 
It  is  my  will ;  the  which  if  thou  respect. 
Show  a  fair  presence,  and  put  odf  these  frowns. 
And  ill-beseeming  semblance  for  a  feast 

Tyb.  it  fits,  when  such  a  villain  is  a  guest; 
I'll  not  endure  him. 

1  Cap.  He  shall  be  endur'd ; 

What,  goodman  boy  ! — 1  say,  he  shall ; — Go  to ; — 
Am  I  the  master  here,  or  you  ?  go  to. 
YouMl  not  endure  him ! — God  shall  mend  my  soul — 
You'll  make  a  mutiny  among  mv  guests ! 
You  will  set  cock-a-hoop !  you'll  be  the  man ! 

7^6.  Why,  uncle,  *tis  a  shame. 

1  Cap.      '  Go  to,  go  to. 

You  are  a  saucy  boy : — Is't  so,  indeed  ? — 
This  trick  may  chance  toscathi  yoa\ — I  know  what 
You  must  contrary  me !  marry,  *tis  time — 
Well  said,  my  hearts : — You  are  a  princox  -^  go : — 
Be  quiet,  or — More  liffht,  more  light,  for  shame  I — 
V\\  make  you  quiet;  What! — Cheerlv,  my  hearts. 

Tyb.  l4tience  perforce  with  wilful  cholermeet- 
ine, 
Makes  my  flesh  tremble  in  their  different  greetings 
I  will  withdraw :  but  this  intrusion  shall. 
Now  seeming  sweet,  convert  to  bitter  gall.    [Exit 

Rom.  If  I  profane  with  my  unworthy  hand 

[To  Juliet 
Thb  holy  shrine,  the  gentle  fine  is  this, — 
My  lips,  two  blushing  pilgrims,  ready  stand 

To  smooth  that  rough  touch  with  a  tender  kiss. 

Jul  Good  pilgrim,  you  do  wrong  your  hand  too 
mucn, 

Which  mannerly  devotion  shows  in  this  ; 
For  saints  have  hands  that  pilgrims'  hands  do  touch. 
And  palm  to  palm  is  noTy  palmers'  kiss. 

Rom.  Have  not  saints  lips,  and  holy  palmers  too  ? 

Jul   Ay,  pilgrim,  lips  that  they  must  use  in 
prayer. 

Rom.  O  then,  dear  saint,  let  lips  do  what  hands 
do; 

They  pray,  grant  thou,  lest  faith  turn  to  despair. 

JuL    Saints  do  not  move,   though   grant   for 
prayers'  sake. 

Rom.  Then  move  not,  while  my  prayer's  effect 
I  take. 
Thus  from  my  lips,  by  yours,  my  sin  is  purg'd. 

[Kissing  her. 

Jul.  Then  have  my  lips  the  sin  that  they  have  took. 

Rom.  Sin  from  my  lips?  O  trespass  sweetly  urg'dl 
Give  me  my  sin  again. 

Jul  You  kiss  by  the  book. 

^urse.  Madam,  your  mother  craves  a  word 
with  you. 

(I)  Do  you  nn  injury.  (2)  A  coxcomb. 

(3)  A  collation  (if  fruit,  wine,  Sec. 


Rom.  Whatishermotfier? 

JVurj*.  Marry,  bachelor, 

Her  mother  is  the  ladv  of  the  house, 
And  a  good  lady,  ana  a  wise,  and  virtuous : 
I  nurs'J  her  daughter,  that  you  talk'd  withal ; 
1  tell  vou, — he,  mat  can  lay  hold  of  her, 
Shall  have  the  chinks. 

Rom.  Is  she  a  Capulet? 

0  dear  account !  ray  life  is  my  foe's  debt 
Ben.  Away,  begone ;  the  sport  b  at  the  best 
Rom.  Ay,  so  I  fear ;  the  more  is  my  unrest 

1  Cap.  Nay,  gentlemen,  prepare  not  to  be  gone ; 
We  have  a  trifling  foob'sh  banquet'  towards. — 
Is  it  e'en  so  ?  Why,  then  I  thank  you  all ; 

1  thank  you,  honest  gentlemen ;  good  night : — 
More  torches  here ! — Come  <mi,  then  let's  to  bed. 
Ah,  sirrah,  [To  2  Cap.]  by  mv  fay ,4  it  waxes  late ; 
I'll  to  ray  rest    [Elxeuni  all  but  Juliet  and  Nurse. 

Jul.  Come  hither,  nurse :  What  is  yon  gentleman? 

^urse.  The  son  and  heir  of  old  Tiberio. 

Jul.  What's  he,  that  now  is  going  out  of  door  ? 

^urse.  Marry,  that,  I  think,  be  young  Pletruchio. 

Jul.  What's  he,  that  follows  there,  that  would 
not  dance  ? 

^urse.  I  know  not 

Jul.  Go,  ask  his  name : — if  he  be  married. 
My  grave  is  like  to  be  my  wedding  bed. 

Jyurse.  His  name  is  Rcuneo,  ana  a  Montague; 
The  only  son  of  your  great  enemy. 

Jul.  My  only  love  sprui^  from  my  ool  v  hate ! 
Too  early  seen  unknown,  and  known  too  late ! 
Prodieious  birth  of  love  it  is  to  me, 
That  I  must  love  a  loathed  enemy. 

JVurse.  What's  this?  what's  this? 

JuL  A  rfiyme  I  leam'd  even  now 

Of  one  I  danc'd  withal.   [One  calls  unthin^  Juliet 

JVurse.  Anon,  anon : — 

Come,  let's  away ;  the  strangers  all  are  gone. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Chorus. 
Now  old  desire  doth  in  his  death-bed  lie. 

And  voung  affection  gapes  to  be  his  heir ; 
That  fair,  which  love  groan'd  for,  and  would  die. 

With  tender  Juliet  match'd  is  now  not  fair. 
Now  Romeo  is  belov'd,  and  loves  again. 

Alike  bewitched  bv  the  charm  of  looks; 
But  to  his  foe  suppos'd  he  must  complain. 

And  she  steal  love's  sweet  bait  from  fearful  hooks : 
Being  held  a  foe,  he  may  not  have  access 

To  breathe  such  vows  as  lovers  use  to  swear; 
And  she  as  much  in  love,  her  means  much  less 

To  meet  her  new-beloved  anv  where : 
But  passion  lends  them  power,  time  means  to  meet, 
Temp'ring  extremities  with  extreme  sweet  [£xt<. 


ACT  II. 

SCEJ^TE  I. — An  open  place^  adjoining  Capulet's 
garden.    Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.  Can  I  go  forward,  when  ray  heart  is  here  ? 
Turn  back,  dull  earth,^  and  find  thy  centre  out 
[He  climbs  the  wallj  and  leaps  down  within  it. 

Enter  Benvolio,  and  Mercntio. 
Ben.  Romeo !  my  cousin  Romeo ! 
Jtfa*.  He  is  wise ; 

And,  on  my  life,  hath  stolen  hira  home  to  bed. 
Ben.  He  ran  this  way,  and  leap'd  this  orchard 
all : 


(4)  Faith. 


(5)  i.  e.  HimielC 
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Aah. 


Call,  good  MercQtia 

Mtr.  Nay,  Pll  conjure  foa — 

Romeo!  humoan!  madman!  passion!  lover! 
Appear  thou  in  the  likeness  of  a  sigh, 
Speak  but  one  rhvme,  and  I  am  satisfied ; 
Cry  but — Ah  me!  couple  but — love  and  dove; 
Speak  to  my  gossip  Venus  one  fair  word, 
One  nick-name  for  her  purblind  son  and  heir, 
Youn^  Adam  Cupid,  he  that  shot  so  trim, 
When  king  Cophetua  lov*d  the  beggar-maid.  1 — 
He  heareth  not,  stirreth  not,  he  moveth  not ; 
The  ape2  is  dead,  and  I  must  coniure  him. — 
I  conjure  thee  by  Rosaline*s  bright  eyw. 
By  her  high  forehead,  and  her  scarlet  lip. 
By  her  fine  foot,  straight  leg,  and  quivering  thigh, 
And  the  demesnes  that  there  adjacent  lie, 
That  in  thy  likeness  thou  appear  to  us. 
Ben.  An  if  be  hear  thee,  lliou  wilt  anger  him. 
Mer.  This  cannot  anger  him :  *twould  anger  him 
To  raise  a  spirit  in  his  mistress*  circle, 
Of  some  strange  nature,  letting  it  there  stand 
Till  she  had  laid  it,  and  conjur*d  it  down; 
That  were  some  spite  :  my  invocation 
Is  fair  and  honest,  and,  in  his  mistress*  name, 
I  conjure  only  but  to  raise  up  him. 
Bm.  Come,  be  hath  hid  himself  among  those 
trees, 
To  be  consorted  with  the  humorous"  night : 
Blind  is  his  love,  and  best  befits  the  dark. 

Mer.  If  love  be  blind,  love  caimot  hit  the  mark. 
Now  will  he  sit  under  a  medlar-tree. 
And  wish  his  mistress  were  that  kind  of  fruit. 
As  maids  call  medlars,  when  they  laugh  alone. — 
Romeo,  good  night; — I'll  to  my  truckle-bed ; 
This  field-bed  is  too  cold  for  me  to  sleep : 
Come,  shall  we  go .' 

Ben.  Go,  then ;  for  'tis  in  rain 

To  seek  him  here,  that  means  not  to  be  found. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  //.— Capulet's  garden.    Enter  Romea 

Rom.  He  jests  at  scars,  that  never  felt  a  wound. — 

[Juliet  appears  above,  at  a  windmo. 

But,  soft !    what  light  through  yonder  window 

breaks  ? 
It  is  the  east,  and  Juliet  is  the  sun ! — 
Arise,  fair  sun,  and  kill  the  envious  nnoon. 
Who  is  already  sick  and  pale  with  grief, 
That  thou  her  maid  art  far  more  fair  than  she : 
Be  not  her  maid,^  since  she  is  envious; 
Iler  vestal  livery  is  but  sick  and  green, 
And  none  but  fools  do  wear  it ;  cast  it  off. — 
It  is  my  lady ;  O,  it  is  my  love : 
O,  that  she  knew  she  were ! — 
She  speaks,  yet  she  says  nothing ;  What  of  that  ? 
Her  eye  discourses,  I  will  answer  it. — 
I  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  to  me  she  speaks : 
Two  of  the  fairejJt  stars  in  all  the  heaven, 
Havinsj  some  business,  do  entreat  her  eyes 
To  twuikle  in  their  spheres  till  they  return. 
What  if  her  eyes  were  there,  they  in  her  head  ? 
The  brightness  of  her  cheek  would  shame  tho5c 

stars, 
As  daylight  doth  a  lamp ;  her  eye  in  heaven 
Would  through  the  airy  region  stream  so  bright, 
That  birds  would  tiing,  and  think  it  were  not  night 
See,  how  she  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand! 
O,  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand, 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek ! 

(1)  Alluding  to  the  old  ballad  of  the  king  and 
the  bemr. 

(2)  This  phrase  in  Shakspeare's  time  was  use<l 
M  an  expreMion  of  tenderness.  j 


Jvl  Ah  me  • 

Rom.  ^Sheipeaki:— 

O,  speak  again,  bright  angel !  for  tboa  art 
As  glorious  to  this  night,  beii^  o'er  vaj  head. 
As  IS  a  winged  messenger  o(  bearen 
Unto  the  white  up-turned  wond'rin^  eyes 
Of  mortals,  that  fall  back  to  gaze  ca  lum. 
When  he  bestrides  the  lazy -pacing  deads. 
And  sails  upon  the  bosom  of  the  air. 
JuL  O  Romeo,  Romeo !  wherefore  art  dioa  Ro> 
meo  ? 
r>eny  thy  father,  and  refuse  thy  name  : 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  sworn  my  love, 
.\nd  I'll  no  lons^er  be  a  Capulet 
Rom.  Shall  I  bear  more,  or  shall  I  speak  at  tfaii? 

[Anit, 
Jul  'Tis  but  thy  name,  that  is  my  eneinjr;— 
Thou  art  thyself  though,  not  a  Montague. 
What's  Montague  ?  it  is  nor  hand,  nor  foot, 
iNor  arm,  nor  face,  nor  any  other  part 
l^longing  to  a  man.     O,  be  some  other  name ! 
What's  in  a  name .'  that  which  we  call  a  rote, 
By  any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet; 
So  Romeo  would,  were  he  not  Romeo  call'd. 
Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owet,* 
Without  that  title : — Romeo,  doff<  thy  name; 
And  for  that  name,  which  is  do  part  of  thee. 
Take  all  myself. 

Rom.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word : 

Call  me  but  love,  and  I'll  be  new  baptiz'd ; 
Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Roroeo. 
JuL  What  man  art  thou,  that,  thus  beacreen'd 
in  night. 
So  stumblest  on  my  counsel.^ 

Rom.  By  a  name 

I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am : 
My  name,  dear  saint,  is  hateful  to  myself^ 
Because  it  is  an  enemy  to  thee ; 
Had  I  it  written,  I  would  tear  the  word. 

Jul.  My  ears  have  not  yet  drunk  a  hundred  wordi 
Of  that  tongue's  utterance,  yet  I  know  the  soond ; 
Art  thou  not  Romeo,  and  a  Montague  f 
Rom.  Neither,  fair  saint,  if  either  thee  dislike. 
JuL   How  cam'st  thou  hither,  tell  me?  aad 
wheref6re  ? 
The  orchard  walls  are  high,  and  hard  to  ciiah ; 
And  the  olace  death,  considering  who  thou  art, 
If  any  of  m^  kinsmen  find  thee  bepe, 
Rom.  With  love's  Itg^t  wings  did  I  o'er-percb 
these  walls ; 
For  stony  limits  cannot  hold  love  out : 
And  what  love  can  do,  that  dares  love  attempt, 
Therefore  thy  kinsmen  are  no  let^  to  me. 
Jul.  If  they  do  see  thee,  they  will  muider  thee. 
Rom.  Alack  !  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  eye, 
Than  twenty  of  their  swords ;  \ook  thou  bat  sweet, 
And  1  am  proof  against  their  enmity. 
Jul.  I  would  not  for  the  world,  they  saw  thee  here 
Rom.  I  have  night's  cloak  to  hide  me  from  their 
sight ; 
And,  but  thou  love  me ,8  let  them  find  roe  here: 
My  life  were  better  ended  by  their  hate. 
Than  death  prorogued,  wanting  of  thy  love. 
Jul.  By  who^  direction  found'st  diou  oat  dui 

place  ? 
Rom.  By  love,  who  first  did  prompt  roe  to  inquire; 
He  lent  me  counsel,  and  I  lent  him  eyes. 
1  am  no  j)ilot :  yet,  wert  thou  as  for 
As  that  vast  shore  waah'd  with  the  furthest  Mt, 

(3)  Humid,  moist. 

(4)  A  votary  to  the  moon,  to  Diana. 

(5)  Owns,  possesses.  (6)  Do  off. 

(7)  Hindrance.  (8)  Unless  tboa  lore  Bt. 
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I  would  adventure  for  such  merchandise. 
Jul  Thou  know*8t,  the  mask  of  night  is  on  my 
face ; 
Else  would  a  maiden  blush  bepaint  my  check, 
For  that  which  thou  hast  heard  me  jsioeak  to-night. 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form,  ftin,  fain  deny. 
What  I  have  spoke  ;  But  farewell  compliment ! 
Dost  thou  love  me  ?  I  know,  thou  wilt  say — Ay  ; 
And  1  will  take  thy  word :  yet,  if  thou  swcar'st, 
Thou  may*s>t  prove  false ;  at  lovers'  pf  rjurics, 
They  say,  Jove  laughs.     O,  gentle  Komeo, 
If  thou  dosit  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully  ; 
Or  if  thou  think'st  1  am  too  quickly  won, 
I'll  frown,  and  be  perverse,  and  say  thee  nay, 
So  thou  wilt  woo ;  but,  else,  not  for  the  world. 
in  truth,  fair  Montague,  I  am  too  fond  ; 
And  therefore  thou  may'st  think  my  baviour^  light : 
But  trust  mc,  gentleman,  I'll  prove  more  true 
Than  those  that  have  more  cunning  to  be  strange.s 
I  should  have  been  more  strange,  f  must  corlfe^s, 
But  that  thou  over-he ard'st,  ere  I  was  Nvare, 
My  true  love's  passion  :  therefore  pardon  me ; 
And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  love, 
Which  the  dark  night  hath  so  discovered. 

Rom.  Lady,  by  yonder  blessed  moon  I  swear. 
That  tips  with  silver  all  these  fruit-tree  tops, — 
Jul  O,  swear  not  by  the  moon,  the  incofistant 
moon. 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  orb, 
Lchl  that  thy  love  prove  likewise  variable. 
Jiom.  What  shall  I  swear  by  ^ 
Jul.  Do  not  swear  at  all ; 

Or,  if  thou  will,  swear  by  thy  gracious  self, 
Which  is  the  god  of  my  idolatry, 
And  I'll  believe  thee. 

Rom.  If  my  heart's  dear  love— 

Jul.  Well,  do  not  swear  :  although  I  joy  in  thee, 
I  have  no  joy  of  this  contract  to-night: 
It  is  too  rash,  too  unadvis'd,  too  sudden ; 
Too  like  the  lightning,  which  doth  cease  to  be, 
Ere  one  can  say — It  Tightens.     Sweet,  good  night ! 
This  bud  of  love,  by  summer's  ripening  breath, 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flower  when  next  we  meet. 
Good  night,  zooA  night !  as  sweet  repose  and  rest 
Come  to  thy  neart,  as  that  within  my  breast  ! 
Rom.  O,  wilt  thou  leave  me  so  unsatisfied  .' 
Jul.  What  satisfaction  canst  thou  have  to-night  ? 
Rom.  The  exchange  of  thy  love's  faithful  vow 

for  mine. 
Jvl.  I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didst  request  it: 
And  yet  I  would  it  were  to  give  again. 

Rom.  Would'st  ihou  withdraw  it  .•*  for  what  pur- 
pose, love .' 
Jul.  But  to  be  frank,'  and  give  it  thee  again. 
And  yet  I  wish  but  for  the  thing  I  have : 
My  liounty  is  as  boundless  as  the  sea. 
My  love  as  deep ;  the  more  I  give  to  thee. 
The  more  f  have,  for  both  are  infinite. 

[Nurse  calls  within. 
I  hear  some  noise  within  ;  Dear  love,  odieu  ! 
Anon,  good  nurse ! — Sweet  Montague,  be  true. 
Slay  but  a  little,  I  will  come  again.  [Exit. 

Rom.  O  blessed,  blessed  night !  I  am  afeard, 
Being  in  night,  all  this  is  but  a  dream, 
Too  flattering-sweet  to  be  substantial. 

Re-enter  Juliet,  above. 

JvL  Three  words,  dear  Romeo,  and  good  night, 
indeed. 
If  that  thy  bent^  of  love  be  honourable, 

(1)  Behaviour.  (2)  Shy. 

(3)  Free.  (4)  Inclination. 

(5)  The  male  of  the  goshawk. 


Thy  purpose  mamagc,  send  me  word  to-niont)w. 
By  one  that  I'll  procure  to  come  to  thee, 
Vvhere,  and  what  time,  thou  wilt  perform  the  rite; 
And  all  my  fortunes  at  thy  foot  I'll  lay. 
And  follow  thee,  my  lord,  throughout  the  world: 

Nurse.  [Within^  Madam. 

JuL  I  come,  anon : — But  if  thou  mean'st  not 
well, 
I  do  beseech  thee, — 

Nurse.  [Within.]  Madam. 

Jul.  Hy  and  by,  I  come : — 

To  cease  thy  suit,  and  leave  me  to  my  grief: 
To-morrow  will  I  send. 

Rom.  So  thrive  my  soul, — 

Jul.  A  thousand  times  good  night !  [  KtH. 

Rom.  A  thousand  times  the  worse,  to  want  thy 
light- 
Love  goes  toward  love,  as  school-boys  from  their 

books; 
But  love  from  love,  toward  school  with  heavy  looks. 
[Retiring  slowly. 

Re-enter  Juliet,  above. 

Jul.   Hist !  Romeo,  hist ! — O,  for  a  falconer't 
voice. 
To  lure  this  tassel -gentle*  back  again  ! 
(bondage  is  hoarse,  and  may  not  speak  aloud ; 
Klse  would  I  tear  the  cave  where  Echo  lies. 
And  make  her  airr  tongiie  more  hoarse  than  mine, 
With  repetition  of  mv  Komeo's  name. 

Rom.  It  is  my  soul,  that  calls  upon  my  name : 
How  silver-sweet  sound  lovers'  tongues  by  night, 
Like  softest  music  to  attending  ears .' 

JuL  Romeo! 

Rom.  My  sweet ! 

Jul.  At  what  o'clock  to-morrow 

Shall  I  send  to  thee  ? 

Rom.  At  the  hour  of^nine. 

Jul.  I  will  not  fail ;  'tis  twenty  yean  till  then. 
I  have  forgot  why  I  did  call  thee  back. 

Rom.  Let  me  stand  here  till  thou  remember  it 

Jul.  I  shall  forget,  to  have  thee  still  stand  there, 
Reraemb'ring  how  I  love  thy  company. 

Rom.  And  I'll  still  stay,  to  have  thee  still  forget, 
Forgetting  any  other  home  but  this. 

Jul.  'Tis  almost  morning,  I  would  hare  thee 
gone: 
And  yet  no  further  than  a  wanton's  bird ; 
Who  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand. 
Like  a  poor  pnsoner  in  his  twisted  gvves,« 
.And  with  a  silk  thread  plucks  it  back  again. 
So  loving-jealous  of  his  liberty. 

Rom.  I  would,  I  were  thy  bird. 
*  Jul.  Sweet,  80  would  I : 

Yet  I  should  kill  thee  with  much  cherishing, 
(iood  night,  good  night!  parting  is  such  sweet 

sorrow. 
That  I  shall  say— good  night,  till  it  be  morrow. 

[Ent. 

Rom.  Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  eyes,  peace  in  thy 
breast ! — 
'Would  I  were  sleep  and  peace,  so  sweet  to  rest ! 
Honce  will  I  to  my  ghostly  father's  cell ; 
His  help  to  crave,  and  my  dear  hap7  to  tell.  [Exit. 

SCEJ^E  III— Friar  Laurence's  rell  Enter  Fri- 
ar Laurence,  with  a  basket. 

Fri.  The  grey-ey'd  mom  smiles  on  the  frowning 
night. 
Checkering  the  eastern  clouds  with  streaks  of  light; 
And  fleck^s  d&rkness  like  a  drunkard  reels 

(6)  Fetters.  (7)  Chance,  fortune. 

(8)  Spotted,  streaked. 
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ActU 


From  forth  daj*i  p»di-waj,  mtde  hj  Titan's^ 

wheeb: 
Novr  ere  die  fan  edvaiice  bk  baroinr  qre, 
The  dar  to  cheer,  end  night'i  denk  dew  to  diy, 
I  most  nil  an  this  oaier  cage  of  onn, 
With  balefiu  weeds,  and  precioa»-{aiced  flowen. 
The  earth,  that^s  nature*!  mother,  u  her  tomb ; 
What  it  her  baiyinr  grave,  that  is  her  womb : 
And  from  her  womb  children  of  divers  itind 
We  socking  on  her  natnral  bosom  find ; 
Many  for  many  virtoes  excellent, 
None  bat  for  some,  and  yet  all  different 
O,  mickle  is  the  powerful  grace,3  that  lies 
In  herbs,  plants,  stones,  and  their  true  qualities : 
For  nought  so  vile  that  on  the  earth  doth  live. 
Bat  to  the  earth  some  special  eood  doth  give; 
Nor  aught  so  good,  but,  strain*d  firom  that  foir  use, 
Revolts  from  true  birth,  stumbling  on  abuse : 
Virtue  itself  tuns  vice,  being  misapplied ; 
And  vice  sometiroe*s  by  action  d»nioed. 
Within  the  infant  rind  of  this  small  flower 
Pbison  hath  residence,  and  medicine  power : 
For  this,  being  smelt,  with  that  part  cheers  each 

part; 
Being  tasted,  slays  all  senses  widi  the  heart 
Two  such  opposed  foes  encamp  them  still 
In  man  as  well  as  herbs^,  grMX,  and  rude  will ; 
And,  where  the  worser  is  predominant. 
Full  soon  die  canker  death  eats  ap  that  plant 

£nler  Romea 

Rem,  Good  morrofw,  fotber! 

Frl  BoudidU! 

What  early  tongue  so  sweet  salutedi  me  ?— 
Yoang  son,  it  aigues  a  distempered  head, 
So  soon  to  bid  good  morrow  to  thv  bed : 
Care  keeps  his  vratch  in  every  old  man*s  eye. 
And  whcm  care  lodges,  sleep  will  never  lie ; 
Bat  where  unbniised  vooth,  with  unstuflPd  brain. 
Doth  ooudi  his  limbs,  there  eolden  sleep  doth  reign : 
Tlierefore  thy  earliness  dotn  me  asnre, 
Thou  art  up-roas*d  by  some  distemp'ratnre; 
Or  if  not  so,  then  here  I  hit  it  rirht— 
Oar  Romeo  hadi  not  been  in  bed  to-night 

Rom.  That  last  is  true,  the  sweeter  rest  was  mine. 

FrL  God  pardon  sin !  wast  dwu  widi  Roialine  ? 

IZom.  Widi  Rosaline,  my  ghosdy  fodier  f  no; 
I  have  foreot  that  name,  and  that  name^s  wa 

Fri.  T%at*s  my  good  son :  But  where  hast  thou 
beendien? 

Ram.  1*11  tell  thee,  ere  thou  ask  it  me  again. 
I  have  been  feasting  with  mine  enemy ; 
Where,  on  a  sadden,  one  hath  wounoed  me,         • 
That's  by  me  wounded ;  both  oar  remedies 
Widiin  tfav  help  and  holy  physic  lies : 
I  bear  no  hatrM,  blessed  man;  for,  lo. 
My  intercession  likewise  steads  my  foe. 

Fri.  Be  plain,  good  son,  and  homely  in  thy  drift ; 
Riddling  confe«kn  finds  but  riddling  shrift. 

Rem.  Then  plainly  know,  my  heart's  dear  love 
is  set 
On  die  foir  daughter  of  rich  Capulet : 
As  mine  on  hers,  so  hers  is  set  on  mine ; 
And  all  combined,  save  what  thoa  must  combine 
By  holy  marriage :  When,  and  where,  and  how. 
We  met,  we  wooM,  and  made  exchange  of  vow, 
1*11  tell  d>ee  as  we  pass ;  but  diis  I  nray. 
Tint  thou  consent  to  marir  us  this  day. 

fW.  Holy  Saint  Francis!  what  a  change  is  here! 
b  Rosaline,  whom  thou  didst  kwe  so  dear, 


n)Thei 


?3)t.e.  It  is  of  the 
slM  hasty, 


Virtue. 


forme 


So  soon  forsaken?  young  men's  love  then  lies 

Not  tivhr  in  their  hearts,  but  in  their  eyes. 

Jem  Maria  !  what  adoil  of  brine 

Hadi  wash'd  diy  salknr  cheeks  for  Rosaline ! 

How  much  salt  water  thrown  a%vay  in  waste, 

To  season  love,  diatof  it  dodi  not  taste ! 

The  sun  not  yet  day  sighs  from  heaven  clears. 

Thy  old  groans  ring  yet  in  my  ancient  ears ; 

Lo,  here  upon  diy  cheek  the  stain  doth  sit 

Of  an  old  tear  that  isnot  vrash'd  off  yet : 

If  e'er  thou  wast  thyself  and  these  woes  thine. 

Thou  and  these  woes  were  all  for  Rosaline; 

And  art  thou  chang'd?  pronounce  this  sentfsice 

dien— 
Women  may  fall,  when  there's  no  strength  in  men. 

Rom.  Thou  chidd'st  me  oft  for  kiving  Rosaline. 

FH.  For  doting,  not  for  loving,  pupU  mine. 

Rom.  And  ba^st  me  buiy  kive. 

Fri  Not  in  a  grave, 

To  lay  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 

Rim.  I  pray  thee,  chide  not:  she,  whom  I  kwe 
now, 
Doth  grace  for  grace,  and  love  for  kwe  allow; 
The  odier  did  not  sa 

Fri.  O,  she  knew  well. 

Thy  love  did  read  by  rote,  and  could  not  spell 
But  come,  young  waverer,  come  go  with  me, 
In  one  respect  I'll  thy  assistant  be ; 
For  this  alliance  may  so  happy  prove. 
To  turn  your  households'  rancour  to  pore  love. 

Ram.  0,letnshence;  I  stand  on  sudden  haste.* 

Fru  Wisely,  and  sbw ;  dicy  stumble,  diat  run 
fost  [£xnmt 

SCEKE  IT.— A  ttrteL    £!nto-  Bcnvolio  md 
Mercutio. 

Msr.  Where  die  devil  should  dus  Romeo  be?- 
Came  he  not  home  to-night? 

Ben.  Not  to  his  father's;  I  spoke  with  his  maiu 

Mer.  Ah,  that  same  pale  hardJiearted  wench, 
diat  Rosaline, 
Torments  him  so,  that  he  vriH  sure  run  mad. 

Ben,  Tybalt,  die  kinsman  of  old  Capulet, 
Hath  sent  a  letter  to  his  fodier's  house. 

Mer.  A  challenge,  on  my  life. 

Ben,  Romeo  wiU  answer  it 

JIfer.  Any  man,  that  can  write,  may  answer  a 
letter. 

Ben.  Nay,  he  will  answer  die  letter's  master,  bow 
he  dares,  being  dared. 

JIfsr.  Alas,  poor  Romeo,  he  is  already  dead ; 
stebbed  vridi  a  white  wench's  black  eye ;  shot  dio- 
rough  the  ear  with  a  love-song ;  the  very  pin  of  his 
heart  cleft  widi  die  blind  bow-boy's  butt-shaft  ,*< 
And  is  he  a  man  to  encounter  Tybalt? 

Bm.  Why,  what  is  Tybalt? 

JIfer.  More  than  prince  of  cats,*  I  can  tell  yoe. 
O,  he  is  the  courageous  captain  of  compliments. 
He  fighte  as  you  sing  prick-song,*  kee|M  time,  dis- 
tance, and proportkn ;  rests menis  minim  rest, one, 
two,  and  the  tnird  in  yoar  bosom :  the  very  butcher 
of  a  silk  button,  a  dueUist,  a  duellist ;  a  gentknan 
of  the  very  first  house,--of  the  first  and  second 
cause :  All,  the  immortal  passado!  the  punto  re- 
verso!  the  hay  !7 

Ben.  The  what? 

Mer.  The  pox  of  soch  antic,  lisping,  at^dng 
fantasticoes;  these  new  tuners  of  accenti ! — B$ 
JtWLy  a  wry  good  Uode  i — a  wry  loll  wmn  .'—m 
very  good  tsAors.'— Why,  is  not  diis  a  laoocnUble 

(4)  Arrow.    (5)  See  die  story  of  Reynard  diefox. 

(6)  By  notes  prkked  down. 

(7)  lonns  of  die  fencing-scfapoL 
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thing,  gnndsire,  that  we  ihoold  be  thas  afflicted 
with  tt^se  strange  flies,  these  fashion-moogers,  these 
parfUmnex-moys,  who  stand  so  much  on  the  oew 
form,  that  they  cannot  sit  at  ease  on  the  old  bench  ? 
O,  their  bonSt  their  bans  ,'^ 

Enter  Romeo. 

Ben.  Here  comes  Romeo,  here  comes  Romea 
Jfer.  Without  his  roe,  like  a  dried  herrins :— O 
flesh,  flesh,  how  art  thou  fishified  ! — Now  is  oe  for 
the  numbers  that  Petrarch  flowed  in :  Laura,  to  his 
lady,  was  but  a  kitchen-wench ; — Many,  she  had 
a  better  love  to  be-ihyroe  her:  Dido,  a  dowdy; 
Cleopatra,  a  gipsy ;  Helen  and  Hero,  hildings  and 
harlots ;  Thisb^,  a  grey  eye  or  so,  but  not  to  the 


purpose. — Signior  Romeo,  bon  jour!  there's  a 
French  salutation  to  your  French  slop.^  You  gave 
OS  the  counterfeit  foirly  last  night 

RonL  Good-morrow  to  you  both.  What  couo' 
terfeit  did  I  give  you  ? 

Jier.  The  slip,  sir,  the  slip  ^  Can  you  not  con- 
ceive ? 

Rom.  Pardon,  good  Mercutio,  my  business  was 
great ;  and,  in  such  a  case  as  mine,  a  roan  may 
strain  courtesy. 

Mer.  That's  as  much  as  to  say — such  a  case  as 
jours  constrains  a  man  to  bow  in  the  hams. 

Rom.  Meaning — tocourt'sy. 

Mer.  Thou  hast  most  kindly  hit  it 

Rom.  A  most  courteous  exposition. 

Jkler.  Nay,  I  am  the  very  pink  of  courtesy. 

Rom.  Pink  for  flower. 

Mer.  Right 

Rom.  Why,  then  is  mv  pump*  well  flowered. 

Mer.  Well  said :  Follow  me  this  jest  now,  till 
thou  bast  worn  out  thy  pump ;  that,  when  the  single 
sole  of  it  is  worn,  the  jest  may  remain,  aAer  tne 
wearing,  solely  singular. 

Rom.  O  single-soled<  jest,  solely  singular  for  the 
singleness ! 

Mer.  Come  between  us,  good  BeiivoUo ;  my  wits 
fiiil. 

Rom.  Switch  and  spurs,  switch  and  spars ;  or 
111  cry  a  match. 

Mer.  Nay,  if  thy  wits  run  the  wild-goose  chace,< 
I  have  done ;  for  thou  hast  more  of  the  wild-goose 
in  one  of  thy  wits,  than,  I  am  sure,  I  have  in  my 
whole  five :  Was  I  with  you  there  for  the  goose  ? 

Rom.  Thou  wast  never  with  me  for  any  thing, 
when  thou  wast  not  there  for  the  goose. 

Mer.  I  will  bite  thee  by  the  ear  for  .that  jest 

Rom.  Nay,  good  goose,  bite  not 

Mer.  Thy  wit  is  a  veiy  bitter  sweeting  ;7  it  is  a 
most  sharp  sauce. 

Rom.  And  is  it  not  well  served  in  to  a  sweet 
goose? 

Mer.  O,  here's  a  wit  of  cheverel,^  that  stretches 
from  an  inch  narrow  to  an  ell  broad ! 

Rom.  I  stretch  it  out  for  that  word — broad: 
which  added  to  the  goose,  proves  thee  far  and  wide 
a  broad  goose. 

Mer.  Why,  is  not  this  better  now  than  groaning 
for  love  ?  now  art  thou  sociable,  now  art  Uioa  Ro- 
meo; now  art  thou  what  thou  art,  by  art  as  well  as 
by  nature :  for  this  drivelling  love  is  like  a  great 

(1)  In  ridicule  of  Frenchified  coxcombs. 

(2)  Trowsers  or  pantaloons,  a  French  fashion  in 
Shakspeare's  time. 

(3)  A  pun  on  counterfeit  money,  called  slips. 
?4)  Shoe.  (5)  Slight,  thin. 

(6)  A  horse-race  in  any  direction  the  leader 
chooses  to  take. 

(7)  An  apple.         (8)  Soft  stretching  leather. 


natural,  that  runs  lolling  up  and  down,  to  hide  his 
bauble  in  a  hole. 

Ben.  Stop  there,  stop  there. 

Mer.  Thou  desirest  me  to  stop  in  my  tale  against 
the  hair. 

Ben.  Thou  would'st  else  have  made  thy  tale 
large. 

Mer.  O,  thou  art  deceived,  I  would  have  made 
it  short :  for  I  was  come  to  the  whole  depth  of  my 
tale ;  and  meant,  indeed,  to  occupy  the  aiguraenC 
no  longer. 

Rom.  Here's  goodly  geer ! 

Enter  Nurse  and  Peter. 

Mer.  A  sail,  a  sail,  a  sail ! 

Ben.  Two,  two ;  a  shirt,  and  a  smock. 

J^urse.  Peter  1 

Peter.  Aaaa? 

JVuru.  My  fan,  Peter.9 

Mer.  Pr'ythee,  do,  good  Peter,  to  hide  her  fooe ; 
for  her  fan's  the  fairer  of  the  twa 

JVurse.  God  ye  good  morrow,  gentlemen. 

Mer.  God  ^e  good  den,lo  £ur  gentlewoman. 

JVurje.  Is  It  eood  den? 

Mer.  'Tis  no  less,  I  tell  you;  for  the  bawdy  hand 
of  the  dial  is  now  upon  the  pdck^^  of  noon. 

JSTurse.  Out  upon  you !  what  a  man  are  you  ? 

Rom.  One,  gentlewoman,  that  God  hath  roaJa 
himself  to  mar. 

JVuree.  By  mv  troth,  it  is  well  said; — For  him- 
self to  mar,  quoth'a? — Gentlemen,  can  any  of  you 
tell  me  where  I  may  find  the  young  Romeo? 

Rom.  I  can  tell  you ;  but  ^oung  Romeo  will  be 
older  when  you  have  found  hun,  tlmn  he  was  when 
you  sought  him :  I  am  the  youngest  of  that  name, 
for  'fault  of  a  worse. 

JVurse.  You  sav  well 

Mer.  Yea,  is  the  worst  well?  veiy  well  took, 
i'faith ;  wisely,  wisely. 

^urse.  If  you  be  he,  sir,  I  desire  some  cod&- 
dence  with  you. 

Ben.  She  will  indite  him  to  some  supper. 

Mer.  A  bawd,  a  bawd,  a  bawd !  So  ho ! 

Rom.  What  hast  thou  found  ? 

Mer.  No  hare,  sir ;  unless  a  hare,  sir,  in  a  lentea 
pie,  that  is  something  stale  and  hoar  ere  it  be  spent 

.^n  old  hare  Aoar,t3 

And  an  old  hare  hoar^ 
1$  very  good  meat  m  lent: 

But  a  fuire  that  is  hoar. 

Is  too  much  for  a  jcore. 
When  it  hoars  ere  it  be  spent 

Romeo,  will  you  come  to  your  fother's  ?  Well  to 
dinner  thither. 

Rom.  I  will  follow  yon. 

Mer.  Farewell,  ancient  lady;  farewell,  lady, 
lady,  lad7.  u  [Exe.  Mer.  and  Ben. 

JVuru.  Marry,  farewell !— I  pray  you,  what  saucr 
merchant!*  vvas  this,  that  was  so  full  of  his  ropery  f** 

Rom.  A  gentleman,  nurse,  that  loves  to  bear 
himself  talk ;  and  will  speak  more  in  a  minute, 
than  he  will  stand  to  in  a  month. 

JVkirse.  An  'a  speak  any  thing  against  me,  I'M 
take  him  down  an  'a  were  lustier  than  he  is,  and 

(9)  It  was  the  custom  for  servants  to  cany  tha 
lady's  fan. 

(10)  Good  even.  (11)  Point 

(12)  Hoanr,  mouldv. 

(13)  The  burden  of  an  old  song. 

(14)  A  tenn  of  disrespect  in  oontradistinctkMi  tt 
gentleman. 

(15)  Roguery. 
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twenty  such  Jacks ;  and  if  I  cannot,  Pll  find  those 
that  shall.  Scurvy  knave  !  1  am  none  of  his  flirt- 
^ills;  I  am  none  of  his  skains-mate«  :> — And  thou 
must  stand  by  too,  and  sufier  every  knave  to  use 
Die  at  his  pleasure  ? 

Pet.  I  saw  no  man  use  you  at  his  pleasure ;  if  I 
had,  my  weapon  should  quickly  have  been  out,  I 
warrant  you  :  1  dare  draw  as  soon  as  another  man, 
if  I  see  occasion  in  a  good  quarrel,  and  the  law  on 
my  side. 

J\  urje.  Now,  afore  God,  I  am  so  vexed,  that 
every  part  about  me  quivers.  Scurvy  knave ! — Pray 
vou,  sir,  a  word :  and  as  1  told  you,  my  youn;: 
lady  bade  me  inquire  you  out;  what  she  bade  me 
say,  I  will  keep  to  myself:  but  first  let  me  tell  ye, 
if  ye  should  lead  her  into  a  fool's  paradise,  as  they 
say,  it  were  a  very  gross  kind  of  behaviour,  as  they 
•ay  :  for  the  gentlewoman  is  young ;  and  therefore, 
if  you  should  deal  double  with  her,  truly,  it  wer»^ 
an  ill  thing  to  be  offered  to  any  gentlewoman,  and 
veiT  weak  dealing. 

Horn.  Nurse,  commend  me  to  thy  lady  and  mis- 
tress.    I  protest  unto  thee, — 

J^^urse.  Good  heart  I  and,  i'faith,  I  will  tell  her 
as  much :  Lord,  lord,  she  will  be  a  joyful  woman 

Rom.  What  wilt  thou  tell  her,  nurse }  thou  dost 
not  mark  me. 

J>rurse.  1  will  tell  her,  sir, — that  yon  do  protest 
which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  gentlemanlike  offer. 

Rom.  Bid  her  devise  some  means  to  come  to 

8hrift2 

This  afternoon ; 

And  there  she  shall  at  friar  Laurence*  cell 

Be  8hnv*d,  and  married.     Here  is  for  thy  pains. 

JW<rw.  No,  truly,  sir ;  not  a  penny. 

Rom.  Go  to ;  I  say,  you  shall. 

JVurM.  This  afternoon,  sir .'  well,  she  shall  be 
there. 

Rom.  And  stay,  good  nurse,  behind  the  abbey 
wall : 
Within  this  hour  my  man  shall  be  with  thee  -, 
And  bring  thee  cords  made  like  a  tackled  stair; 
Which  to  the  high  top-gallant'  of  my  joy 
Must  be  my  convoy  in  the  secret  night. 
Farewell ! — Be  trusty,  and  I'll  quit^  thy  pains. 
Farewell ! — Commend  me  to  thy  mistress. 

JSTurse.  Now  God  in  heaven  bless  thee ! — Hark 
you,  sir. 

Rom.  What  say'st  thou,  my  dear  nurse  ? 

J^urse.  Is  your  man  secret .'  Did  you  ne'er  hear 
say — 
Two  may  keep  counsel,  putting  one  away  .' 

Rom.  I  warrant  thee ;  my  man':}  as  true  as  steel. 

Jsturse.  Well,  sir;  my  mistress  is  the  sweetest 
lady — Lord,  lord  ! — when  'twas  a  little  pratini; 
thing, — O, — there's  a  nobleman  in  town,  one  Pari.-, 
that  would  fain  lay  knife  aboard  ;  but  bhe,  gtxKl 
soul,  had  as  lieve  see  a  toad,  a  very  toad,  as  see 
him.  I  anger  her  sometimes,  and  tell  her  that  Pari« 
is  the  properer  man ;  but,  I'll  warrant  you,  when  I 
say  so,  she  looks  as  pale  as  any  clout  in  the  varsii 
world.  Doth  not  rosemary  and  Romeo  begin  both 
with  a  letter.' 

Rom.  Ay,  nurse  ;  What  of  that  ?  both  with  an  R. 

J^urse.  Ah,  mocker !  that's  the  dog's  name.     R 
is  for  the  dog.     No;  I  know  it  be«;in.s  with  some 
other  letter:  and  she  hath  the  prettiest  sententiou 
of  it,  of  you  and  rosemary,  that  it  would  do  you 
good  to  hear  it 

(1)  A  mate  or  companion  of  one  wearing  a 
ikain ;  a  short  sword. 

(2)  Confession. 

(3)  The  highest  extremity  of  the  mast  of  a  ship. 


Rom.  Commend  me  to  thy  lady.  [EsiL 

J^Turse.  ky,  a  thousand  timea. — Peter ! 

Pet.  Anon.' 

J^Turu.  Peter,  take  my  fan,  and  go  before. 

SCEJ^E  r.— Capulet's  ^rdrn.     EnUr  Jv^tt 

Jul  The  clock  struck  nine,  when  I  did  send  ifat 
nurse; 
In  half  an  hour  she  promis'd  to  return. 
Perchance,  she  cannot  meet  him  :  that's  not  •Ow— 
O,  she  is  lame  I  love's  heralds  should  be  tfaougbtt, 
W  hich  ten  times  faster  glide  than  the  sun's  beaim, 
Driving  back  shadows  over  louring  hills : 
Therefore  do  nimble-pinion'd  dovea  draw  love. 
And  therefore  hath  the  wind-swift  Cupid  wings. 
.Now  is  the  sun  ujjon  the  highmost  hill 
Of  this  day's  journey ;  and  from  nine  till  twelve 
Is  throe  lona;  hours, — ^)*et  she  is  not  coioe. 
Had  she  atfections,  and  warm  youthful  blood, 
Slie'd  be  as  swift  in  motion  as  a  ball ; 
My  wortls  would  bandy*  her  to  my  sweet  love, 
And  his  to  me  : 

But  old  lolks,  many  feign  as  they  were  dead ; 
Lnwielily,  slow,  heavy  and  p>ale  as  lead. 

Enter  Nurse  and  Peter. 
O  God,  she  comes  I— O  honey  nurse,  what  news.' 
Hasf  thou  met  with  him  ?  Send  thy  man  awar. 

jXurse.  Peter,  stay  at  the  gate.        ( Exit  Peter. 

Jul.  Now,  gopd  sweet  nurse, — O   lord.'  wby 
look'st  thou  sad  ? 
Though  news  be  sad,  yet  tell  them  merrily ; 
1 1  good,  thou  sham'st  the  music  of  sweet  newt 
By  playing  it  to  me  with  so  sour  a  lace.. 

JVurse.  I  am  weary,  give  me  leave  a  while  ^> 
Fie,  now  my  bones  ache .'  What  a  jaunt  have  I  bad- 

Jul.  I  would,  thou  hadst  my  booes,  and  I  tiiy 
■ews : 
Nay,  come,  I  pray  thee,  speak  ;— good,  good  muai, 
speak. 

J^Turse.  Jesu  I  W^hat  haste }  Can  you  not  iti^ 
a  while  } 
Do  you  not  see,  that  I  am  out  of  breath.' 

J%U.  How  art  thou  out  of  breath,  when  thoafaast 
breath 
To  say  to  me — that  thou  art  out  of  brt^ath .' 
The  excuse,  that  thou  d(Mt  make  in  this  delay, 
is  longer  than  the  tale  thou  dost  excuse. 
N  thy  news  good,  or  bad .'  answer  to  that; 
Say  either,  and  I'll  stay  the  circumstance : 
Let  me  Ix;  satisfied,  is't  good  or  bad .' 

JSTurse.  Well,  you  have  made  a  simple  choice ; 
you  know  not  how  to  choose  a  man  :  Romeo!  oo, 
nut  he ;  though  his  face  be  better  than  any  mao's 
yet  his  leg  excels  all  men's  ;  and  for  a  hand,  anda 
foot,  and  a  body, — though  they  be  not  to  be  talked 
on,  yet  they  are  past  compare  :  He  is  not  the  ik)wef 
of  courtesy, — but,  I'll  warrant  him,  as  gentle  »»■ 
Iamb. — Go  thy  ways,  wench ;  serte  Gcrf.— Wbit, 
have  you  dined  at  home .' 

Jul.  .No,  no:  But  all  this  did  I  know  belore; 
What  says  he  of  our  marriage.^  what  of  that.' 

J\''urse.  Lord,  how  ray  head  aches  !  what  ahead 
have  I ! 
It  beat«5  as  it  wouldVall  in  twenty  jwoces. 
My  back  o't'otlier  side,— O,  my  Wck,  my  back!— 
lieshrew*  your  h»rt,  for  sending  me  about. 
To  catch  my  death  with  jaunting  up  and  doini! 

(4)  Requite. 

(5)  Drive  her,  ak  a  ball  struck  with  a  biodf ; 
1.  e.  a  bat  or  battledore. 

(6)  111  beUde. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


Scene  i. 


ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 


4n3 


Jul  Pfaith,  I  un  aorrj  that  thou  art  not  well : 
Swaet,  sweet,  sweet  nurse,  tell  me,  what  says  my 
love  ? 

JVvrje.  Your  love  says  like  an  honest  gentleman, 
And  a  courteous,  and  a  kind,  and  a  handsome. 
And,  I  warrant,  a  virtuous : — Where  is  your  nnother  ? 

JuL  Where  is  my  mother  ? — why,  she  is  within  ; 
Where  should  she  be  ?  How  oddly  thou  reply*st ! 
Your  love  says  like  an  honest  gentlanan^ — 
Where  is  your  mother  ? 

J^urse.  O,  God*8  lady  dear ! 

Are  ^'ou  so  hot?  Many,  come  up,  I  irow ; 
Is  this  the  poultice  for  my  aching  bones  ? 
Henceforward  do  your  messages  yourself. 

JuL  Here*s  such  a  coil,^ — come,  what  says  Ro- 
meo? 

J^urse,  Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  shrift  to-day  ? 

JuL  I  have. 

JVurjie.  Then  hie  you  hence  to  friar  Laurence*  cell, 
There  stays  a  husband  to  make  you  a  wife : 
Now  comes  the  wanton  blood  up  in  your  cheeks, 
TheyMl  be  in  scarlet  straight  at  any  news. 
Hie  vou  to  church ;  I  must  another  way. 
To  fetch  a  ladder,  by  the  which  vour  love 
Must  climb  a  bird^s  nest  soon,  when  it  is  dark : 
I  am  the  dnide^e,  and  toil  in  your  delight ; 
But  you  shall  bear  the  burden  soon  at  night 
Go,  ril  to  dinner ;  hie  you  to  the  cell. 

JuL  Hie  to  high  fortune ! — honest  nurse,  fare- 
well. [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E    Fl— Friar   Laurence's   celL    Enter 
Friar  Laurence  and  Romeo. 

Fri.  So  smile  the  heavens  upon  this  holy  act, 
That  after  hours  with  sorrow  chide  us  not ! 

Rom.  Amen,  amen !  but  come  what  sorrow  can. 
It  cannot  countervail  the  exchan^  of  joy 
That  one  short  minute  gives  me  m  her  sight : 
Do  thou  but  close  our  hands  with  holv  words, 
Then  love-devouring  death  do  what  be  dare. 
It  is  enough  I  may  but  call  her  mine. 

Fri.  These  violent  delights  have  violent  ends. 
And  in  their  triumph  die ;  like  fire  and  powder. 
Which,  as  they  kias,  consume :  The  sweetest  honey 
Is  loathsome  m  his  own  deliciousness, 
And  in  the  taste  confounds  the  appetite : 
Therefore,  love  moderately ;  long  love  doth  so ; 
Too  swift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  slow. 

Enter  Juliet 

Here  comes  the  lady  : — O,  so  li^ht  a  foot 
Will  ne'er  wear  out  the  everiastmg  flint : 
A  lover  may  bestride  the  gossamers^ 
That  idle  in  the  wanton  summer  air. 
And  yet  not  fall ;  so  light  is  vanity. 

JuL  Good  even  to  my  ghostly  confessor. 

Fri,  Romeo  ihall  thank  thee,  daughter,  for  us 
both. 

JuL  As  much  to  him,  else  are  his  thanks  too 
much. 

Rom.  Ah,  Juliet,  if  the  measure  of  thy  joy 
Be  heap'd  like  mine,  and  that  thy  skill  be  more 
To  blazon*  it,  then  sweeten  with  thy  breath 
This  neighbour  air,  and  let  rich  music's  tongue 
Unfold  the  imagined  happiness  that  both 
Receive  in  either  by  this  dear  encounter. 

JuL  Conceit,^  more  rich  in  matter  than  in  words, 
Brags  of  his  substance,  not  of  ornament : 
They  arc  but  beggars  that  can  count  their  worth ; 
But  my  true  love  is  grown  to  such  excess, 
I  cannot  sum  up  half  my  sum  of  wealth. 

(1)  Noise,  bustle. 

(2)  The  long  white  filament  which  flies  in  the  air. 
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jFVt.  Come,  come  with  me,  and  we  will  maxe 
short  work ; 
For,  by  your  leaves,  you  shall  not  stay  alone, 
Till  holy  church  incorporate  two  in  one.  [EsnuU. 


ACT  III. 

SCEUfE  I.-^  public  place.    Enter  Merculio^ 
Benvolio,  Page^  and  Servants. 

Ben.  I  pray  thee,  good  Mercutio,  let's  retire ; 
The  day  is  hot,  the  Capulets  abroad. 
And,  if  we  meet,  we  shall  not  'scape  a  brawl ; 
For  now,  these  hot  days,  is  the  mad  blood  stirring. 

Mer.  Thou  art  like  one  of  those  fellows,  that, 
when  be  enters  the  confines  of  a  tavern,  claps  me 
his  sword  upon  the  table,  and  says,  God  send  me 
no  need  of  thee!  and,  by  the  operation  of  the 
<<econd  cup,  draws  it  on  the  drawer,  when,  indeed, 
(here  is  no  need. 

Ben.  Am  I  like  such  a  fellow  ? 

Jtfifr.  Come,  come,  thou  art  as  hot  a  Jack  in  thy 
mood  as  any  in  Italy ;  and  as  soon  moved  to  be 
moody,  and  as  soon  moody  to  be  moved. 

Ben.  And  what  to  ? 

Mer.  Nay,  and  there  were  two  such,  we  should 
have  none  shortly,  for  one  would  kill  the  other. 
Thou !  why  thou  wilt  ouarrel  with  a  man  that  hath 
a  hair  more,  or  a  hair  less,  in  his  beard,  than  thou 
hast.  Thou  wilt  quarrel  with  a  man  for  cracking 
nuts,  having  no  other  reason  but  because  thou  hast 
hazel  eves ;  What  eye,  but  such  an  eye,  would  spy 
out  such  a  quarrel  ?  Thy  head  is  as  full  of  quarrels, 
as  an  e^  is  full  of  meat ;  and  yet  thy  head  hath 
l)een  beaten  as  addle  as  an  egg,  for  quarrelling. 
Thou  hast  quarrelled  with  a  man  for  coughing  lu 
ihe  street,  because  he  hath  wakened  thy  dog  that 
hath  lain  asleep  in  the  sun.  Didst  thou  not  fall  out 
virith  a  tailor  lor  wearing  his  new  doublet  before 
Easter?  with  another,  for  tying  his  new  shoes  with 
old  ribband  ?  and  yet  thou  wilt  tutor  me  from  quar> 
relling ! 

Ben.  An  I  were  so  apt  to  quarrel  as  thou  art, 
any  man  should  buy  the  fee-amiple  of  my  life  for 
an  hour  and  a  quarter. 

Mer,  The  fee-simple  ?  O  simple ! 

IJnter  Tybalt,  and  others. 

Ben.  "By  my  head,  here  come  the  Capulets. 

Mer.  By  my  heel,  I  care  not. 

7^^-  Follow  me  close,  for  I  will  speak  to  them. 
Gentlemen,  e^ood  den  :  a  word  with  one  of  you. 

Mer.  And  but  one  word  with  one  of  us  ?  Couple 
it  with  something ;  make  it  a  word  and  a  blow. 

Tyb.  You  will  find  me  apt  enough  to  that,  sir, 
if  you  will  give  me  occasi<m. 

Mer.  Could  you  not  take  some  occasion  without 
giving  ? 

Tyb.  Mercutio,  thou  consortest  with  Romeo, — 

Mer.  Consort?  what,  dost  thou  make  us  min- 
strels ?  an  thou  make  minstrels  of  us,  look  to  hear 
nothing  but  discords :  here's  my  fiddlestick  ;  here's 
that  shall  make  you  dance.     'Zounds,  con.«iort ! 

Ben.  We  talk  here  in  the  public  haunt  of  men; 
Either  withdraw  into  some  private  place, 
Or  reason  coldly  of  your  gnevances, 
Or  else  depart ;  here  all  eyes  gaze  on  us. 

Mer.  Men's  eyes  were  made  to  look,  and  let 
them  gaze ; 
I  will  not  budge  for  no  man*s  pleasure,  I. 


(3)  Paint,  dbplay.         (4)  ImaginatioiL 
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£iifer  Romea 
7y.  Well, peace  be  with  3roii,ar;  here  comes 

mjmaQ. 
JHer.  But  1*11  be  hanged,  lir,  if  he  weer  joar 
liveir: 
Many,  go  before  to  field,  hell  be  joar  follower ; 
Yoar  worship,  in  that  sense,  may  call  him— man. 
Tyh.  Romeo,  the  hate  I  bear  thee,  can  afibrd 
No  better  term  than  this — Thou  art  a  viUain. 
Rsm,  Tybalt,  the  reason  that  I  have  to  love 
thee 
Dolh  mach  excuse  die  appertainiitt  ngs 
To  sach  a  ereetiof : — Vulain  am  f  none ; 
Therefore  brewelT;  I  see,  thoa  know^st  me  not 

Tyh,  Boy,  this  shall  not  excuse  the  injuries 
That  thoQ  hast  done  me;  therefore  turn,  and  draw. 

iZom.  I  do  protest,  I  never  iojur*d  thee ; 
But  love  thee  oetter  than  thou  canst  devise, 
Till  thou  shalt  know  the  reason  of  my  love : 
And  so,  good  Capulet,— which  name  I  tender 
As  dearly  as  mine  own, — be  satisfied. 

Mer,  O  calm,  dishonourable,  vile  iubmissioD! 
A  la  MtoeaUa^  carries  it  away.  [Draws. 

l^balt,  you  rat-catcher,  will  yon  walk  f 
Tyb.  What  would*st  thou  have  with  me? 
Mer.  Good  king  of  cats,  nothios,  but  one  of  your 
nine  lives ;  that  1  mean  to  make  bold  withal,  and, 
as  you  shall  use  me  hereafter,  diy-beat  the  rest  of 
the  eight    Will  you  pluck  your  sword  out  of  his 
pilchei^  by  the  eais.^  nudce  hsiste,  lest  mine  be  about 
your  ears  ere  it  be  out 
Tyb.  I  am  for  you.  [Drawing. 

Rom.  Gentle  Mercatio,  pot  thy  rapier  up. 
Mer.  Come,  sir,  your  passado.        [Theyjigkt. 
RonL  Draw,  Benvolio; 
Beat  down  their  weapons. — Gentlemen,  for  shame 
Forbear  this  outraee ;— Tybalt— Mercutio— 
The  prince  expressly  hath  forbid  this  bandving 
In  Verona  streeU  .^— Hold,  Tybalt;— good  Ivfercutkx 
[Exeunt  Tybalt  and  hit  Partixant. 
Mer.  I  am  hurt : — 
A  plague  o^both  the  bonset !— I  am  sped  ^— 
Is  be  gone,  and  hath  nothing  ? 
Sen.  What,  art  thou  hart? 

«Uer.  Ay,  ay,  a  icrateh,  a  scratch ;  many,  'tis 
enough. — 
Where  is  my  page?— ^  villain,  fetch  a  surgeon. 

[Exit  Page 
Rom.  Courage,  man ;  the  hurt  cannot  be  much. 
Mer,  No,  *tis  not  so  deep  as  a  well,  nor  so  wide 
as  a  church-door ;  but  *tis  enough,  'twill  serve :  ask 
for  me  to-morrow,  and  you  shall  find  roe  a  erave 
man.    I  am  pepper*d,  I  warrant,  for  this  world  :^  ^ 
A  plague  o*both  your  houses !— Zounds,  a  dog, 
rat,  a  mouse,  a  cat,  to  scratch  a  man  to  death ! 
brag^,  a  rogue,  a  villain,  that  fights  by  the  book 
of  arithmetic !— Why,  the  devil,  came  you  between 
M?  I  was  hurt  under  your  aim. 
Rom.  I  thought  all  for  the  best 
Mer.  Help  me  into  some  house,  Benvolio, 
Or  I  shall  fomt— A  plam  o'both  your  bouses ! 
They  have  made  woim^  meat  of  roe : 
I  have  it,  and  soundly  too :— Your  booses  f 

[Exeunt  Mercutio  and  Benvoln. 
Ram.  This  Mtleman,  the  prince's  near  ally. 
My  veiy  frieno,  hath  got  his  mortal  hurt 
In  my  behalf;  my  repotatkm  statn*d 
With  Tybalt's  slander,  Tybalt,  that  an  hoar 
Hath  been  my  kinsman :— O  sweet  Juliet, 
Thy  beauty  hath  made  me  eflfeminate, 

(1)  The  Italian  term  for  a  throst  or  stab  widi  a 


npier. 
(2)  Case  or  scabbard. 


And  in  my 


ioften*d  valoui's  sleeL 
JZ^enler  Benvolia 

Ben.  O  Romeo,  Romeo,  brave  Mercntio's  dead  ; 
That  gallant  spirit  hath  aspir*d  the  clouds, 
Which  too  untimely  here  aid  scorn  the  earth. 

Rom.  This  day*s  black  (ate  on  more  days  dolb 
depend; 
This  hot  begins  the  wo,  olhen  mast  end. 

He-eiiier  Tybalt 
Sen.  Here  comes  the  finious  Tybalt  back  again. 
Rom.  Alive !  in  triumph !  and  Mercutio  slain ! 
Away  to  heaven,  respective*  lenity, 
And  fire-ey'd  fuzy  be  my  conduct^  now ! — 
iNow,  Tybalt,  take  the  viUain  back  aeain. 
That  late  thou  gav*st  me ;  forMercodo's  sool 
Is  but  a  litde  way  above  our  heads. 
Staving  for  thine  to  keep  him  companr ; 
Either  diou,  or  I,  or  bodi,  must  go  with  him. 
Tyb.  Tliou,  wretched  boy,  &t  didst  consort* 
him  here, 
Shalt  widi  him  h^ice. 
Rom.  This  flball  determine  Uat 

[peyMht;  Tybalt /-at 
Ben,  Romeo,  away,  beeone  ! 
The  citixens  are  up,  and  l^balt  slain : 
Stand  not  amax*d.— the  prinoe  will  doom  thee 

deadi. 
If  dioa  art  taken :— hence !— be  gone !— away ! 
Am.  O!  lamfortnne'sfiMi! 
Ben.  Why  dkMt  thou  stay? 

[£xil  Romeo^ 

Enter  a^atm,^ 

1  CHt.  Which  way  ran  he,  diat  kflPd  Meicvtio? 
Tybalt,  that  murderer,  which  way  ran  be  ? 

Ben.  Then  lies  diat  Tybalt 

ICit.  Up,air,gowidiBie; 

I  chai^  diee  in  the  prince's  name,  obey. 

Enter  Prince,  attended;  Montague, CapuleC,  thek 
wtpet,  etnd  others, 

Prin.  Whereare  the  vile  beginnen  of  thisfray  ? 

Ben.  O  noble  prince,  I  can  discover  all 
The  unluckv  manage  of  diis  fetal  bmwl : 
There  lies  the  man  slain  by  young  Romeo^ 
That  slew  diy  kinsman,  brave  Mercutia 

La.  Cap.  Tybalt,  my  coosin!— O  my  brodiei^ 
child! 
Unhapfw  sight !  ah  me,  the  blood  is  spll'd 
Of  my  dear  kinsman !— ^Prince,  as  thou  art  true,* 
For  blood  of  ours,  shed  blood  of  Mootagoe.— 
O  cousin,  cousin ! 

Prin,  Benvdb,  who  b^gandus  bloody  ftay? 

Ben.  Tybalt,  here  slain,  whom  Romeo's  hand  did 
slay; 
Romeo  dtat  spoke  him  feir,  bade  him  bediink 
How  nioe7  die  quarrel  was,  and  uig'd  widttl 
Your  high  displeasara :— All  thi»-^ittered 
Widi  gende  bre^di,  cahn  look,  knees  hnmblf 

bow'd, — 
Could  not  take  truce  widi  die  uonily  spleen 
Of  Tybalt  deaf  to  peace,  but  diat  he  tilts 
Widi  piercing  steel  at  bold  Mercudo's  bi«sat; 
Who,  all  as  hot,  turns  deadly  pobt  to  pdnt. 
And,  vridi  a  martial  scorn,  with  one  hands  beaH 
Cold  deadi  aside,  and  widi  die  odiw  aeuk 
It  back  to  TVbalt,  whose  dexterity 
Retorts  it :  Romeo,  he  cries  alomC 

(5)  Cool,  considerate  gendenew. 
(4)  Conduct  for  conductor.       (5)  Accvrapany 

(6)  Just  and  upright    (7)  Slight,  i    ' 
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Holdf  friends  !  frtendSf  part !  and,  swiAer  than 

his  tongue, 
His  agile  ann  beats  down  their  fatal  points, 
And  *twixt  them  rushes ;  underneath  whose  aim 
An  envious  thrust  from  Tjbalt  hit  the  life 
Of  stout  Mercutio,  and  then  Tybalt  fled : 
But  by  and  by  comes  back  to  Komeo, 
Who  had  but  newly  entertain*d  revenge. 
And  to't  they  go  like  lightning ;  for,  ere  I 
Could  draw  to  part  them,  was  stout  Tybah  slain ; 
And,  as  he  fell,  did  Romeo  turn  and  dy : 
This  is  the  truth^  or  let  Benvolio  die. 

La.  Cap.  He  is  a  kinsman  to  the  MtMitagoe, 
Affection  makes  him  false,  he  speaks  not  true : 
Some  twenty  of  them  foup:ht  in  this  black  strife, 
And  all  those  twenty  could  but  kill  one  life : 
I  beg  for  justice,  which  thou,  prince,  must  give ;  , 
Romeo  slew  Tybalt,  Romeo  must  not  live. 

Prin.  Romeo  slew  him,  he  slew  Mercutio ; 
Who  now  the  price  of  his  dear  blood  doth  owe .' 

J^on.  Not  Romeo,  prince,  he  was  Mercutio*s 
friend; 
His  fault  concludes  but,  what  the  law  should  end. 
The  life  of  Tybalt 

Prin.  And,  for  that  offence. 

Immediately  we  do  exile  him  hence : 
I  have  an  interest  in  your  hates*  proceedine. 
My  blood  for  your  rude  brawls  doth  lie  a  bl 
But  IMl  amerce'  you  with  so  strong  a  fine. 
That  you  shall  all  repent  the  loss  of  mine : 
I  will  be  deaf  to  pleading  and  excuses ; 
Nor  tears,  nor  prayers,  shall  purchase  out  abuses, 
Therefore  use  none  :  let  Romeo  hence  in  haste. 
Else,  when  he*s  found,  that  hour  is  his  last 
Bear  hence  this  body,  and  attend  our  will ; 
Mercy  but  murders,  pardoning  those  that  kill. 

[Exeunt. 

SCRATE  II.—A  room  in  Capulet's  house.  Enter 
Juliet. 
Jul  Gallop  apace,  you  fiery-footed  steeds, 
Towards  Phoebus'  mansion;  such  a  waggoner 
As  Phaeton  would  whip  you  to  the  west. 
And  bring  in  cloudy  night  immediately. — 
Spread  thy  close  curtain,  love-performing  night  \ 
That  run-away*s  eyes  may  wink ;  and  Romeo 
Leap  to  these  arms,  untalkM  of,  and  unseen  !— 
Lovers  can  see  to  do  their  amorous  rites 
By  their  own  beauties :  or,  if  love  be  blind. 
It  best  agrees  with  night. — Come,  civiP  night. 
Thou  sob«r-suited  matron,  all  in  black. 
And  learn  me  how  to  lose  a  winning  match, 
PlayM  for  a  pair  of  stainless  maidenhoods : 
Hood  my  unmann*d  blood  bating  in  my  cheeks,* 
With  thy  black  mantle ;  till  strange  love,  grown 

bold. 
Think  true  love  acted,  simple  modesty. 
Come,  night ! — Come,  Romeo  .'—come,  tboa  day  in 

night ! 
For  thou  wilt  lie  upon  the  wings  of  night 
Whiter  than  new  snow  on  a  raven's  back. — 
Come,  gentle  night ;  come,  loving,  black-brow'd 

night. 
Give  me  my  Romeo :  and,  when  he  shall  die, 
Take  him,  and  cut  him  out  in  little  stars. 
And  he  will  make  the  face  of  heaven  so  fine. 
That  all  the  world  will  be  in  love  with  night, 
And  pay  no  worship  to  the  garish^  sun. — 
O,  I  have  bought  the  mansion  of  a  love. 
But  not  possessed  it ;  and,  though  I  am  sold, 

(1)  Punish  by  fine.  (2)  Grave,  solemn. 

^3)  These  are  terms  of  falconry. 
(4)  Gaudy,  showy. 


Not  yet  enjoy'd :  So  tedious  is  this  oay, 

As  is  the  night  before  some  festival 

To  an  impatient  child,  that  hath  new  robes. 

And  may  not  wear  them.  O,  here  comes  my  nurse. 

Enter  Nurse,  with  eordt. 

And  she  brings  news;  and  eveiy  tongue  that 

speaks 
But  Romeo's  name,  speaks  heavenly  eloquence. — 
Now,  nurse, what  news.^   What  haSt  thou  there.' 

the  cords. 
That  Romeo  bade  thee  fetch  1 

J^urse.  Aj^  ay,  the  cords. 

[Throtos  them  down. 

Jul  Ah  me !  what  news.'  why  dost  thou  wring 
thy  hands .' 

JVurM.  Ah  well-a-day !  be*s  dead,  he's  dead,  he's 
dead! 
We  are  undone,  ladv,  we  are  undone  ! — 
Alack  the  day  I — he's  gone,  he's  kill'd,  he's  dead  f 

Jul.  Can  heaven  be  so  envious.' 

JVurse.  Romeo  can, 

Though  heaven  cannot  >— O  Romeo !  Romeo  I — 
Who  ever  could  have  thought  it .' — Romeo ! 

JuL  What  devil  art  thou,  that  dost  torment  me 
thus.' 
This  torture  should  be  roar'd  in  dismal  hell. 
Hath  Romeo  slain  himself.'  my  thou  but  /,* 
And  that  bare  vowel  /  shall  poison  more 
Than  the  death-darting  eye  of  cockatrice : 
I  am  not  I,  if  there  be  such  an  // 
Or  those  eyes  shut,  that  make  the  answer,  L 
If  he  be  slain,  say  /,*  or  if  not,  no : 
Brief  sounds  determine  of  my  weal,  or  wa 

JWirje.  I  saw  the  wound,  I  saw  it  with  mine 
eves,— 
God  save  the  mark  ! — here,  on  bis  manly  breast: 
A  piteous  corse,  a  bloody  piteous  corse ; 
Pftte,  pale  as  ashes,  all  beaaub'd  in  blood. 
All  in  gore  blood ;  I  swooned  at  the  sight 

Jul  O  break,  my  heart  .'—poor  bankrupt,  break 
at  once .' 
To  prison,  eyes !  ne^er  look  on  liber^r ! 
Vile  earth,  to  earth  resign ;  end  motion  here ; 
And  thou,  and  Romeo,  press  one  heavy  bier ! 

JV'urse.  O  Tybalt,  Tj^lt,  the  best  friend  I  had ! 
O  courteous  Tybalt !  honest  gentleman  ! 
Hiat  ever  I  should  live  to  see  thee  dead ! 

Jul.  What  storm  is  this,  that  blows  so  contniy  ? 
Is  Romeo  slaughter'd ;  and  is  IVbalt  dead .' 
My  dear-lov'd  cousin,  and  my  clearer  lord .' — 
Then,  dreadful  trumpet,  sound  the  general  doom ! 
For  who  is  living,  if  those  two  are  gone .' 

^urse.  Tvbalt  is  gone,  and  Romeo  banished ; 
Romeo,  that  kill'd  him,  he  is  banished. 

Jul  O  God  .'—did  Romeo's  hand  shed  Tybalt's 
blood.' 

JAtrse.  It  did,  it  did;  alas  the  dar?  it  did. 

Jul  O  serpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flow'ring  face ! 
Did  ever  dragon  keep  so  fair  a  cave  f 
Beautiful  tyrant !  fiend  ai^elical ! 
Dove-feather'd  raven !  wofvish-ravening  lamb ! 
Despised  substance  of  divinest  show .' 
Just  opposite  to  what  thou  justly  seem'st, 
A  danuied  saint,  an  honourable  villain ! — 
O,  nature .'  what  hadst  thou  to  do  in  hell. 
When  thou  didst  bower  the  spirit  of  a  fiend 
In  mortal  paradise  of  such  sweet  flesh .' 
Was  ever  tx)ok,  containing  such  vile  matter. 
So  fairly  bound .'  O,  that  deceit  sboald  dwell 

(5)  In  Shakspeare's  time  the  affinnative  particle 
ay  was  usually  written  i,  and  here  it  is  necestaiy 
to  retain  the  old  spelling. 
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In  such  a  gorgeous  palace ! 

J^urse.  Tbcpe's  no  trust. 

No  faith,  DO  honesty  in  men ;  all  pegurM, 
All  forsworn,  all  naught,  all  dissemblers. — 
Ah,  where**  my  man  r  give  me  some  tujua  viice : — 
These  gnef^,  these  woes,  these  sorrows  make  me  old. 
Shame  come  to  Romeo  ! 

JuL  Blister*d  be  thy  tongue. 

For  such  a  wish  !  he  was  not  bom  to  shame : 
Upon  his  brow  shahie  is  ashamed  to  sit ; 
For  'tis  a  throne  where  honour  may  be  crown'd 
Sole  monarch  of  the  universal  earth. 
O,  what  a  beast  was  I  to  chide  at  him  ! 

Aurse.  Will  you  speak  well  of  him  that  kilPd 
your  cousin  ^ 

JuL  Shall  I  speak  ill  of  him  that  is  my  husband 
Ah,  poor  my  lord,  what  tongue  shall  smooth  thy 

name. 
When  I,  thy  three-hours*  wife,  have  mangled  it.' — 
But  wherefore,  villain,  didst  thou  kill  my  cousin.' 
That  villain  cousin  would  have  kilPd  my  husband 
Back,  foolish  tears,  back  to  your  native  spring ; 
Your  tributary  drops  belong  to  wo, 
Which  you,  mistaking,  o^er  up  to  jov. 
My  husband  lives,  that  Tybalt  would  have  slain ; 
And  Tybalt's  dead,  that  would  have  slain  my  hus- 
band: 
All  this  is  comfort ;  Wherefore  weep  I  then  ? 
Some  word  there  was,worser  than  Tybalt's  death. 
That  murder'd  me  :  I  would  forget  it  fain ; 
But,  O !  it  presses  to  my  memorj-, 
Like  damned  ruilty  deeds  to  sinners'  minds : 
T\baii  is  deadj  and  Romeo — banished  ,* 
That — banished,  that  one  word — bani^d. 
Hath  slain  ten  thousand  Tybalts  i    Tybalt's  death 
Was  wo  enough,  if  it  had  ended  there  : 
Or, — if  sour  wo  delights  in  fellowship. 
And  needly  will  be  rank'd  with  other  griefs, — 
Why  follow'd  not,  when  she  said — Tybalt's  dead, 
Thy  father,  or  thv  mother,  nay,  or  both. 
Which  modern^  lamentation  might  have  mov'd  ? 
But,  with  a  rear-ward  following  Tybalt's  death, 
Romeo  is  banished, — to  speak  that  word, 
Is  father,  mother,  Tybalt,  Romeo,  Juliet, 
All  slain,  all  dead : — Romeo  is  banished, — 
There  is  no  end,  no  limit,  measure,  bound, 
In  that  word's  death ;    no  words   can   that  wo 

sound. — 
Where  is  my  fattier,  and  my  mother,  nurse .' 

J^urse.  Weeping  and  wailing  over  Ty  bait's  corse : 
Will  vou  go  to  them  ?  I  will  bring  you  thither. 

•Au.  Wash  they  his  wounds  with  tears.'  mine 
shall  be  spent. 
When  theirs  are  dry,  for  Romeo's  banishment. 
Take  up  those  cords : — Poor  ropes, you  are  beguil'd, 
Both  you  and  I ;  for  Romeo  is  exil'd  : 
He  made  you  for  a  highway  to  my  bed ; 
But  I,  a  maid,  die  maiden-widowed. 
Come,  cords ;  come,  nurse ;  I'll  to  my  weddinjj  bed : 
And  death,  not  Romeo,  take  my  maidenhead  ! 

J^urse.  Hie  to  your  chamber :  I'll  find  Romeo 
To  comfort  you  : — I  wot*  well  where  he  is. 
Hark  ye,  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  night ; 
I'll  to^im  ;  he  is  hid  at  Laurence'  cell. 

Jul.  O  find  him  I  give  this  ring  to  my  true  knig;ht, 
And  bid  him  c(»ne  to  take  his  last  farewell.  [Exe. 

SCEJ^E    in.— Friar  Laurence's  cell      Enter 
Friar  Laurence  and  Romea 

Fri.  Romeo,  come  forth ;  come  forth,  thou  fear- 
ful man; 

(1)  t.  e.  Is  worse  than  the  loss  of  ten  thousand 
lybalti. 


Afflicjon  is  enamour'd  of  thy  parts, 
.And  thou  art  wedded  to  calanuty. 

Rum.  Father,  what  news  ?  what  is  the  prioc«'i 
doom.' 
What  sorrow  craves  acquaintance  at  my  hand. 
That  I  yet  know  not.' 

Fri.  Too  fiamilnr 

Is  my  dear  son  with  such  sour  company : 
1  bring  thee  tidings  of  the  prince's  doom. 

Ram.  What  less  than  doomsday  is  the  prince*! 
doom.' 

Fri.  A  gentler  ju(%ment  ranish'dfram  his  lips; 
.Xot  body's  death,  but  body's  baaishmenL 

Rom.  Ha!  banishment.'  be  merciful, say — death: 
For  exile  hath  nnore  terror  in  his  look. 
Much  nnore  than  death :  do  not  say — banishment 

Fri.  Hence  from  Verona  art  thou  banished : 
Be  patient,  for  the  world  is  broad  and  wide. 

Rom.  There  is  no  worid  without  Verooa  walls, 
But  purgatory,  torture,  hell  itself. 
Hence-banished  is  banish'd  from  the  world, 
.\iid  woHd's  exfle  is  death : — then  banii^hroent 
U  death  rois-term'd :  calling  death — banishment, 
Thou  cut'.st  my  head  off  with  a  golden  axe, 
.\nd  smil'st  upon  the  stroke  that  murder«>  me. 

Fri.  O  deadly  sin  !  O  rude  unthankfulness ! 
Thy  fault  our  law  calls  death  ;  but  the  kind  prince, 
Taking  thy  part,  hath  rush'd  aside  the  law. 
And  turn'd  that  black  word  death  to  banishment : 
This  is  dear  mercy,  and  thou  seest  it  not 

Rom.  'Tis  torture,  and  not  mercy  :  heaven  is  here 
Where  Juliet  lives;  and  every  cat,  and  dog, 
And  little  mouse,  every  unworthy  thing, 
Live  here  in  heaven,  and  may  look  on  her. 
But  Romeo  may  not — More  validity,^ 
More  honourable  state,  more  courtship  lives 
In  carrion  flies,  than  Romeo:  they  may  sein 
On  the  white  wonder  of  dear  Juliet's  hand. 
And  steal  immortal  blessing  from  her  lips; 
>Mio,  even  in  pure  and  vestal  modesty. 
Still  blush,  as  thinking  their  own  kisses  sin; 
But  Romeo  may  not ;  he  is  banished  : 
Flies  may  do  this,  when  I  from  this  must  fly ; 
Ihcy  are  free  men,  but  I  am  banished 
And  say'st  thou  yet,  that  exile  is  not  death.' 
Hadst  thou  no  poison  mix'd,  no  sharp-ground  knife. 
No  sudden  mean  of  death,  though  ne'er  so  mean, 
But— banished — to  kill  me ;  banished .' 

0  friar,  the  damned  use  that  word  in  hell ; 

1  luwlings  attend  it :  How  hast  thou  the  heart, 
Being  a  divine,  a  ghostly  confessor, 

A  »in-absolver,  and  my  friend  prc^ess'd. 
To  mande  me  with  that  word — banishment? 

Fri.  Thou  fond  madman,  hear  me  but  speak  a 
word. 

Rom.  O,  thou  wilt  speak  again  on  banishment 

Fri.  I'll  give  thee  armour  to  keep  off  that  word ; 
Adversity's  sweet  milk,  philosophy. 
To  comfort  thee,  though  thou  art  banished. 

Rom.  Yet  banished .' — Hang  up  philosophy ! 
I'nless  philosophy  can  make  a  Juliet, 
Di>plant  a  town,  reverse  a  prince's  doom ; 
It  help  not,  it  prevails  not;  talk  no  more. 

Frx.  O,  then  I  see  that  madmen  have  no  ears. 

Rom.  How  should  they,  when  that  wise  nMO 
have  no  eyes .' 

Fri.  Let  me  dispute  with  thee  of  thy  estate. 

Rom.  Thou  canst  not  speak  of  what  thou  doit 
not  feet  : 
Wert  thou  as  young  as  I,  Juliet  thy  love. 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murdered. 
Doting  like  me,  and  like  me  banished, 

(2)  CommoQ.    (3)  Know.    (4)  Worth,  Taint 
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Then  raight*st  thou  speak,  then  inight*st  thou  tear 

thy  hair, 
And  fall  upon  the  ground,  as  I  do  now. 
Taking  the  measure  of  an  unmade  grave. 

Fru   Arise ;  one  knocks ;  good  Romeo,    hide 
thyself.  [Knocking  within. 

Horn,   Not  I;   tinless  the  breath  of  heart-sick 
groans, 
Mist-like,  infold  roe  from  the  search  of  eyes. 

[Knocking. 
Fri.  Hark,  how  they  knock  !— Who's  there  .^— 
Komeo,  arise; 
Thou  wilt  be  taken  : — Stay  a  while  :  stand  up ; 

\  Knocking. 
Run  to  my  study : — By  and  by  : — God's  will ! 
What  wilfulness  is  this  ^ — I  come,  I  convs. 

[Knocking. 
Who  knocks  so  hard. ^  whence  come  you.'  what's 
your  will  ? 
Nurse.  [  IViihin.]  Let  me  come  in,  and  you  shall 
know  my  errand ; 
I  come  from  lady  Juliet 
Fri  Welcome  then. 

Enter  Nurse. 

JWirie.  O  holy  friar,  O,  tell  me,  holy  friar, 
Where  is  my  lady's  lord,  where's  Romeo  ? 

Fri.  There,  on  the  ground,  with  his  own  tears 
made  drtmk. 

JVt/rM.  O,  he  is  even  in  my  mistress'  case, 
Just  in  her  case  ! 

Fri.  O  woful  sympathy ! 

Piteous  predicament ! 

JS''urse.  Even  so  lies  she. 

Blubbering  and  weeping*  weeping  and  blubber- 
ing:— 
Stand  up,  stand  up ;  fetand,  an  you  be  a  man : 
For  Juliet's  sake,  for  her  sake,  rise  and  stand; 
Why  should  you  fall  into  so  deep  an  O  f 

Rom.  Nurse! 

J^urse.  Ah  sir !  ah  sir .' — Well,  death's  the  end 
of  all. 

Rom.  Spak'st  thou  of  Juliet  ?  how  is  it  with  her  ? 
Doth  she  not  think  me  an  old  murderer. 
Now  I  have  stain'd  the  childhood  of  our  joy 
With  blood  remov'd  but  little  from  her  own  ? 
Where  is  she .'  and  how  doth  she .'  and  what  says 
My  conceal'd  lady  to  our  cancell'd  love  ? 

'jVurse.  O,  she  says  nothing,  sir,  but  weeps  and 
weeps; 
And  now  falls  on  her  bed ;  and  then  starts  up. 
And  Tybalt  calls ;  and  then  on  R(Hneo  cries. 
And  then  down  falls  again. 

Rom^  As  if  that  name, 

Shot  from  the  deadly  level  of  a  gun. 
Did  murder  her ;  as  that  name's  cursed  hand 
Murder'd  her  kinsman. — O  tell  me,  friar,  tell  me. 
In  what  vile  part  of  this  anatomy 
Doth  my  name  lodge  f  tell  me,  that  I  may  sack 
The  hateful  mansion.  [Draioing  his  sword. 

Fri.  Hold  thy  desperate  hand : 

A  rt  thou  a  man  ?  thy  form  cries  out,  thou  art ; 
Thy  tears  are  womanish  ;  thy  wild  acts  denote 
The  unreasonable  fury  of  a  beast : 
Unjiieemly  woman,  in  a  seeming  man ! 
Or  ill-beseeming  beast,  in  seeming  both ! 
Thou  hast  amaz'd  me  :  by  my  holy  order, 
I  thought  thy  disposition  better  temper'd. 
Hast  thou  slain  Tybalt.'  wilt  thou  slay  thyself? 
And  slay  thy  lady  too  that  lives  in  thee, 
Bv  domg  damned  hate  upon  thyself.' 
Why  rail'st  thou  on  thy  birth,  the  heaven,  and  earth.' 

(1)  Tom  to  pieces  with  thine  own  weapons. 


Since  birth,  and  heaven,  and  earth,  all  three  do  meet 

In  thee  at  once ;  which  thou  at  once  wouldst  lose.      ^ 

Fie,  fie  !  thou  i>ham'st  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy  wit; 

Which,  like  an  usurer,  abound'st  in  all. 

And  usest  none  in  that  true  use  indeed 

Which  should  bedeck  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy  wit 

Thy  noble  shape  is  but  a  form  of  wax. 

Digressing  from  the  valour  of  a  man  : 

Thy  dear  love,  sworn,  but  hollow  penury. 

Killing  that  love  which  thou  hast  vow  d  to  cherish. 

Thy  wit,  that  ornament  to  shape  and  love, 

Mis-shapen  in  the  conduct  of  them  both. 

Like  powder  in  a  skill-less  soldier's  flask, 

Is  set  <Hi  fire  by  thine  own  ignorance, 

And  thou  dismember'd  with  thine  own  defence.^ 

What,  rouse  thee,  man !  thy  Juliet  is  alive, 

For  whose  dear  sake  thou  wast  but  lately  dead; 

There  art  thou  happy :  Tybalt  would  kill  thee, 

But  thou  slew'st  Tybalt ;  there  art  thou  happy  too  : 

The  law,  that  threaten'd  death,  becomes  thy  friend. 

And  turns  it  to  exile ;  there  art  thou  happy : 

A  pack  of  blessings  lights  up<Hi  thy  back  ; 

Happiness  courts  thee  in  her  best  array  ; 

But,  like  a  mis-behav'd  and  sullen  wench. 

Thou  pout'st  upon  thy  fortune  and  thy  love : 

Take  need,  take  heed,  for  such  die  miserable. 

Go,  get  thee  to  thy  love,  as  was  decreed. 

Ascend  her  chamber,  hence  and  comfort  her; 

But,  look,  thou  stay  not  till  the  watch  be  set. 

For  then  thou  canst  not  pass  to  Mantua  ; 

Where  thou  shatt  live,  till  we  can  find  a  time 

To  blaze  your  marriage,  reconcile  your  friends, 

Beg  pardon  of  the  prince,  and  call  thee  back 

With  twenty  hundned  thousand  times  more  joy 

Than  thou  went'st  forth  in  lamentation. — 

Go  before,  nurse  :  commend  me  to  thy  lady  ; 

And  bid  her  hasten  all  the  house  to  bed. 

Which  heavy  sorrow  makes  them  apt  unto : 

Romeo  is  coming. 

^urse.  O  Lord,  I  could  have  staid  here  all  the 
night. 
To  hear  good  counsel :  O,  what  learning  is  ! — 
My  lord,  I'll  tell  my  lady  you  will  come. 

Rom.  Do  so,  and  bid  my  sweet  prepare  to  chide. 

JSi''urse.  Here,  sir,  a  ring  she  bid  me  give  you,  sir : 
Hie  you,  make  haste,  for  it  grows  very  late. 

lEzil  Nurse. 

Rom.  How  well  my  comfort  is  reviv'd  by  this ! 

Fri.  Go  hence :  Good  night ;  and  here  stands  all 
your  state  ;3 
Either  be  gone  before  the  watch  be  set, 
Or  by  the  break  of  day  di^uis'd  from  hence. 
Sojourn  in  Mantua  ;  I'll  find  out  your  man. 
And  he  shall  signify  from  time  to  time 
Every  good  hap  to  you,  that  chances  here : 
Give  me  thy  hand  ;  'tis  late  :  farewell ;  good  night 

Rom.  But  that  a  joy  past  joy  calls  out  on  me. 
It  were  a  grief,  so  brief  to  part  with  thee : 
Farewell.  [Exeuni. 

SCEXE  IV.— A  room  m  Capulet's  house.   Enh 
ier  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  and  Paris. 

Cap.  Things  have  fallen  out,  sir,  so  unluckily, 
That  we  have  had  no  lime  to  move  our  daughter : 
Look  you,  she  lov'd  her  kinsman  Tybalt  dearly, 
And  so  did  I ; — Well,  we  were  bom  to  die. — 
'Tis  very  late,  she'll  not  come  down  to-night : 
I  promise  you,  but  for  your  company, 
I  would  have  been  a-bed  an  hour  ago. 

Par.  These  times  of  wo  aflbrd  no  time  to  woo: 
Madam,  good  night :  commend  me  to  your  daugh- 
ter. 

(2)  The  whole  of  your  fortune  depends  on  this. 
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Ln,  Cap.  I  will,  and  loxnr  her  mind  earij  to- 
morrow; 
»      To-night  she's  niew*d  up*  to  her  heavineis. 

Cap.  Sir  Paris,  I  will  make  a  desperate^  tender 
Of  my  child's  love :  I  think,  she  will  be  rul'd 
In  all  respects  by  me ;  nay  more,  I  doubt  it  not 
Wife,  go  you  to  her  ere  you  go  to  bed ; 
AcQuaint  her  here  of  my  son  Paris*  love ; 
Ana  bid  her,  mark  you  me,  on  Wednesday  next— 
But,  soA;  What  day  is  this? 

Par.  Monday,  my  lord- 

Cap.  Monday?  ha!  ha!  WeU,  Wednesday  is 
too  soon, 
O'  Thursday  let  it  be;--0'  Thursday,  tell  her, 
She  shall  be  married  to  this  noble  earl : — 
Will  you  be  ready  ?  Do  you  like  this  haste  ? 
We'll  keep  no  great  ado ; — a  fiiend,  or  two : — 
For  hark  you,  Tybalt  being  slain  so  late, 
It  may  be  thought  we  held  him  carelessly, 
Being  our  kinsman,  if  we  revel  much : 
Therefore  we'll  have  some  half  a  dozen  friends, 
And  there  an  end.  But  what  sayj'ou  to  Thursday  ? 

Par.  My  lord,  I  would  that  Thursday  were  to- 
morrow. 

Cap.  Well,  get  you  gone : — O'  Thursday  be  it 
then: — 
Go  you  to  Juliet  ere  you  go  to  bed. 
Prepare  her,  wife,  against  this  wedding-day. — 
Farewell,  my  lord. — Light  to  my  chamber,'  ho ! 
Afore  me,  it  is  so  very  late,  that  we 
May  call  it  early  by  and  by : — Good  night     [Exe. 

SCEJ^E  F.— Juliet's  chamber.    Enter  Romeo 
and  Juliet 

Jul.  Wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  it  is  not  yet  near  day : 
It  was  the  nightingale,  and  not  the  lark, 
That  pierc'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  ear ; 
Nightly  she  sings  on  ycm  pomegranate-tree : 
Believe  me,  love,  it  was  tne  nightingale. 

Rom.  It  was  the  lark,  the  herald  of  the  mom. 
No  nightingale  :  look,  love,  what  envious  streaks 
Do  lace  the  severing  clouds  in  yonder  east : 
Night's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  misty  mountain-top ; 
1  must  be  gone  and  live,  or  stay  and  die. 

Jul.  Yon  light  is  not  day-light,  I  know  it,  I : 
It  is  some  meteor  that  the  sun  exhales, 
To  be  to  thee  this  night  a  torch-bearer, 
And  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua  : 
Therefore  stay  yet,  thou  need'st  not  to  be  gone. 

Rom.  Let  me  be  ta'en,  let  me  be  put  to  death ; 
I  am  content,  so  thou  wilt  have  it  so. 
I'll  say,  yon  grey  is  not  the  morning's  eye, 
*Tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of  Cynthia's  brow  ;^ 
Nor  that  is  not  the  lark,  whcwe  notes  do  beat 
The  vanity  heaven  so  high  above  our  heads : 
I  have  more  care^  to  stay,  than  will  to  go ; — 
Come,  death,  and  welcome  !  Juliet  wills  it  so. — 
How  is't,  my  soul  ?  let's  talk,  it  is  not  day. 

Jul.  It  is,  it  is,  hie  hence,  be  gone,  away ; 
It  is  the  lark  that  sings  so  out  o^  tune. 
Straining  harsh  discords,  and  unpleasing  sharps. 
Some  say,  the  lark  makes  sweet  division  ;* 
This  doth  not  so,  for  she  divideth  us : 
Some  say,  the  lark  and  loathed  toad  change  eyes ; 
O,  now,  I  would  they  had  chang'd  voices  too ! 
Since  arm  from  arm  that  voice  doth  us  ftffray. 
Hunting  thee  hence  with  hunts-up^  to  the  day. 
O,  now  be  gone ;  more  light  and  light  it  grows. 

(1)  Shut  up.  (2)  Bold. 

(3)  Reflection  of  the  moon.      (4)  Inclination. 
(5)  Division  was  the  technical  phrase  for  musi- 
cal composition. 


Ram.  More  light  and  light?— tooi«  dark  and 
dark  our  woes. 

Enter  Tiurte, 

jyurse.  Madam! 

Jul.  Nurse? 

JSTurse.    Your  lady  mother's  coining  to  yoor 
chamber : 
The  day  is  broke ;  be  wary,  look  aboat 

I  Exit  Nurse, 

Jul  Then,  window,  let  day  in,  ana  let  life  out 

Rom.  Farewell,  farewell !  one  kiss,  and  I'll  de- 
scend. [Romeo  descends. 

JuL  Art  thou  gone  so?  my  love !  my  lord !  mjr 
friend ! 
I  must  hear  from  thee  every  day  i'the  hour, 
For  in  a  minute  there  are  many  days : 
O I  by  this  count  I  shall  be  much  in  yeart, 
Ere  1  again  behold  my  Romeo. 

Rom.  Farewell !  1  will  omit  no  opportunity 
That  may  convey  my  greetings,  love,  to  thee. 

Jul.  O,  think'st  thou,  we  shall  ever  meet  again  ? 

Rom.  1  doubt  it  not ;  and  all  these  woes  shall  serve 
For  sweet  discourses  in  our  time  to  come. 

Jul.  O  God  !  I  have  an  ill-divining  soul : 
Methinks,  I  see  thee  now  thou  art  below. 
As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  tomb : 
Either  my  eyesight  fails,  or  thou  look'st  pale. 

Rom.  And  trust  me,  love,  in  my  eyes  so  do  you : 
Dry  sorrow  drinks  our  blood.    Adieu  !  adieu  I 

[Exit  Romea 

Jul.  O  fortune,  fortune !  all  men  call  thee  fidde: 
If  thou  art  fickle,  what  dost  thou  with  him 
That  is  renown'd  for  faith  ?  Be  fickle,  fortune ; 
For  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt^iot  keep  him  long, 
But  send  him  back. 

La.  Cap.  [IViihin.]  Ho,  daughter !  are  you  up? 

Jul.  \Vho  is't  that  calls  ?  is  it  my  lady  mother? 
Is  she  not  down  so  late,  or  up  so  early  ? 
What  unaccustcHn'd  cause  procures'  her  hither  ? 

Enter  Lady  Capulet 
Im  Cap.  Why,  how  now,  Juliet? 
Jul.  Madam,  I  am  not  well. 

La.  Cap.  Evermore  weeping  for  your  cousin's 
death  ? 
What,  wilt  thou  wash  him  from  his  grave  with  tears? 
All  if  thou  could'st,  thou  could'st  not  make  him  live; 
Therefore,  have  done  :  Some  grief  shows  much  of 

love ; 
But  much  of  grief  shows  still  some  want  of  wit 
Jul.  Vet  let  me  weep  for  such  a  feeling  loss. 
La.  Cap.  So  shall  you  feel  the  loss,  but  not  the 
friend 
Which  you  weep  for. 

JuL  Feeling  so  the  loss, 

I  cannot  choose  but  ever  weep  the  friend. 
La.  Cap.  Well,  girl,  thou  weep'st  not  so  moch 
for  hi;*  death, 
As  that  the  villain  lives  which  slaughter'd  him. 
Jul.  What  villain,  madam  ? 
La.  Cap.  That  same  villain,  Romea 

Jul.  Villain  and  he  are  many  miles  a!$under. 
God  pardon  him  !  I  do,  with  all  my  heart ; 
And  yet  no  man,  like  he,  dotli  grieve  my  heart. 
La.  Cap.  That  is,  because  £e  traitor  murderer 

lives. 
Jul.  Av,  madam,  from  the  reach  of  these  my 
hands. 
'Would,  none  but  I  might  venge  my  coosin't  death. 

(6)  A  tune  played  to  wake  hunters,  also  a  rooro< 
ino:  song  to  a  woman  the  day  after  marriage. 

(7)  Brings. 
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La,  Cap,  We  will  hare  vengeance  for  it,  fear 
thou  not: 
Then  weep  no  more.  PlI  send  to  one  in  Mantua, — 
Where  that  same  banished  runs^te  doth  live, — 
That  shall  bestow  on  him  so  sure  a  draught. 
That  he  shall  soon  keep  Tvbalt  company : 
And  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  be  satisned. 

JuL  Indeed,  I  never  shall  be  8ati86ed 
With  Romeo,  till  I  behold  him— dead — 
Is  my  poor  heart  so  for  a  kinsman  vexM : 
Madam,  if  you  could  find  out  but  a  man 
To  bear  a  poison,  I  would  temper  it ; 
That  Romeo  should,  upon  receipt  thereof. 
Soon  sleep  in  quiet. — 0,  how  my  heart  abhors 
To  heap  him  namM, — and  cannot  come  to  him,— 
To  wreak  the  love  I  bore  my  cousin  Tybalt 
Upon  his  body  that  hath  slaughtered  him ! 

La.  Cap.  Find  thou  the  means,  and  1*11  find  such 
a  man. 
But  now  rU  tell  thee  joyful  tidinn,  girl. 

Jul.  And  joy  comes  well  in  sucn  a  needful  time  : 
What  are  they,  I  beseech  your  ladyship? 

ZjO.  Cap.  Well,  well,  thou  hast  a  careful  father, 
child: 
One,  who,  to  put  thee  from  thy  heaviness. 
Hath  sorted  out  a  sudden  day  of  ioy. 
That  thou  expect'st  not,  nor  1  lookM  not  for. 

Jul.  Madam,  in  happy  time,  what  day  is  that  ? 

La.  Cap.  Many,  my  child,  early  next  Thursday 
room. 
The  gallant,  young,  and  noble  gentleman. 
The  county  Paris,  at  saint  Peter^s  church. 
Shall  happily  make  thee  there  a  joyful  bride. 

JvU.  Now,  by  Saint  Peter^s church,  and  Peter  too. 
He  shall  not  make  me  there  a  joyful  bride. 
I  wonder  at  this  haste ;  that  I  must  wed 
Ere  he,  that  should  be  husband,  comes  to  woa 
I  pray  you,  tell  my  lord  and  father,  madam, 
I  will  not  marry  yet ;  and,  when  I  do,  I  swear. 
It  shall  be  Romeo,  whom  you  know  I  hate. 
Rather  than  Paris : — These  are  news  indeed  ! 

La.  Cap.  Here  comes  your  father ;  tell  him  so 
yourself. 
And  see  bow  he  will  take  it  at  your  hands. 

Enter  Capulet  and  Nurse. 

Cap.  Wlien  the  sun  sets,  the  air  doth  drizzle  dew ; 
But  for  the  sunset  of  my  brother*s  son. 
It  rains  downright. — 

How  now  ?  a  conduit,  girl  f  what,  still  in  tears  f 
Ever  more  showering  f  In  one  little  body 
Thou  counterfeit*st  a  bark,  a  sea,  a  wind  : 
Tor  still  thy  eyes,  which  I  may  call  the  sea. 
Do  ebb  and  flow  with  tears;  the  bark  thy  body  is, 
Sailing  in  this  salt  flood;  the  winds,  thy  sighs  ; 
Who, — raging  with  thy  tears,  and  they  with  them, — 
Without  a  sudden  caUn,  will  overset 
Thy  tempest-tossed  body. — How  now,  wife  f 
Have  you  delivered  to  her  our  decree? 

La.  Cap.  Ay,  sir ;  but  she  will  none,  she  gives 
you  thanks. 
I  would,  the  fool  were  married  to  her  grave  ! 

Cap.  Soft,  take  me  with  you,  take  me  with  you, 
wife. 
How  i  will  she  none  ?  doth  she  not  give  us  thanks  ? 
Ih  she  not  proud  ?  doth  she  not  count  her  blessed, 
Unworthy  as  she  is,  tnat  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  a  gentleman  to  be  her  bridegroom  ? 

JtU.  Not  proud,  you  have ;  but  thankful,  that 
you  have  • 
Proud  can  I  never  be  of  what  I  hate ; 
But  thankful  even  for  hate,  that  is  meant  love. 

(1)  Base  woman. 


Oip.  How  now !  how  now,  chop-logic !  What 
is  this? 
Proud, — and,  I  thank  you, — and,  I  thank  you  not;— 
And  yet  not  proud ;— Mistress  minion,  you. 
Thank  me  no  thanking,  nor  proud  me  no  prouds. 
But  settle  your  fine  jomU  Vainst  Thursday  next. 
To  eo  with  Paris  to  Saint  Peter*s  church, 
Or  I  will  drag  thee  on  a  hurdle  thither. 
Out,  you  green-sickness  carrion  I  out,  you  baggage ! 
Vou  tallow-face! 

La.  Cap.  Fie,  fie !  what,  are  you  mad  ? 

Jul.  Good  father,  I  beseech  you  on  my  knees. 
Hear  me  with  patience  but  to  speak  a  word. 

Cap.  Hang  thee,  young  ba^age !  disobedient 
wretch .' 
I  tell  thee  what,— get  thee  to  church  o^Thursday, 
Or  never  aAer  look  me  in  the  face  : 
Speak  not,  reply  not,  do  not  answer  me  : 
My  fingeis  itch.— Wife,  we  scarce  thought  us 

blessM, 
That  God  had  sent  us  but  this  only  child; 
But  now  I  see  this  one  is  one  too  much. 
And  that  we  have  a  curse  in  having  her : 
Out  on  her,  hilding!^ 

J^urs*.  God  in  heaven  bless  her  .'— 

You  are  to  blame,  my  lord,  to  rate  her  sa 

Cap.  And  why,  my  lady  wisdom?  hold  your 
tongue. 
Good  prudence ;  smatter  with  your  gossips,  go. 

JVurse,  I  speak  no  treason. 

Cap.  O,  God  ye  good  den ! 

JVurse,  May  not  one  speak  ? 

Cap,  Peace,  you  mumbling  fool ! 

Utter  your  gravity  o'er  a  gossip's  bowl, 
For  here  we  need  it  not 

La.  Cap.  You  are  too  hot 

Cap.  God's  bread!  itmakesmemad:  Day,  night, 
late,  early. 
At  home,  abroad,  alone,  in  company. 
Waking,  or  sleeping,  still  my  care  hath  been 
To  have  her  match'd :  and  having  now  provided 
A  gentleman  of  princely  parentage. 
Of  fair  demesnes,  youthful,  and  nobly  train'd, 
Stuflfd  (as  they  say)  with  honourable  parts, 
Proportion'd  as  one's  heart  could  wish  a  man, — 
Ana  then  to  have  a  wretched  pulin?  fool, 
A  whining  mammet,  in  her  fortuned  tender. 
To  answer — PU  not  wed, — /  cannot  tow, 
7  am  too  youngs — 1  pray  you,  pardon  me  f — 
But,  an  you  will  not  wed,  I'll  pardon  you : 
Craze  where  you  will,  you  shall  not  house  with  me ; . 
Look  to't,  think  on't,  I  do  not  use  to  jest 
Thursday  is  near ;  lay  hand  on  heart,  advise : 
An  you  be  mine,  I'll  give  you  to  my  friend ; 
An  you  be  not,  bang,  beg,  starve,  die  i'the  streets, 
For,  by  my  soul,  I'll  ne'er  acknowledge  thee. 
Nor  what  is  mine  shall  never  do  thee  good  : 
Trust  to't,  bethink  you,  I'll  not  be  forsworn.  [ExiL 

Jul.  h  there  no  pity  sitting  in  the  clouds. 
That  sees  into  the  bottom  of  my  grief? 
O,  sweet  my  mother,  cast  me  not  away ! 
Delay  this  marriage  for  a  month,  a  week ; 
Or,  if  you  do  not,  make  the  bridal  bed 
In  that  dim  monument  where  Tybalt  lies. 

La,  Cap.  Talk  not  to  me,  for  I'll  not  speak  a 
^  word; 

Do  as  thou  wilt,  for  I  have  done  with  thee.  [  Exit. 

JuL  O  God ! — O  nurse !  how  shall  this  be  pre- 
vented ? 
My  husband  is  on  earth,  my  faith  in  heaven ; 
How  shall  that  faith  return  again  to  earth. 
Unless  that  husband  send  it  me  from  heaven 
By  leaving:  earth  ? — comfort  me,  counsel  me. — 
Alack,  alack,  that  heaven  should  practise strat.igcin*' 
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UpoD  10  soft  •  subject  u  lOTself ! — 

^bat  8ay*8t  thoa?  haat  thou  not  a  word  of  joy? 

Some  comfort,  mine. 

JVurse,  *Fftith,  here  *tis :  Romeo 

Is  banished ;  and  all  the  world  to  nothing, 
That  he  dares  ne*er  come  back,  to  challenge  jon; 
Or,  if  he  do,  it  needs  must  be  by  stealth. 
Then,  since  the  case  so  stands  as  now  it  doth, 
I  think  it  best  you  married  with  the  county. 
O,  he*s  a  lovely  gentleman ! 
Roineo*s  a  disbclout  to  him ;  an  eagle,  madam. 
Hath  not  so  green,  so  quick,  so  fair  an  eye, 
As  Paris  hath.    Beshrew  my  wery  heart, 
I  think  you  are  happy  in  this  second  match. 
For  it  excels  TOUT  first :  or  if  it  did  not. 
Your  first  is  dead ;  or  *twere  as  good  he  were. 
As  living  here  and  you  no  use  of  nim.. 

JuL  Speakest  thou  from  thy  heart? 

^urte.  From  my  soul  too ; 

Or  else  beshrew  them  both. 

JuL  Amen! 

JAirse.  To  what? 

JuL  Well,  thou  hast  comforted  me  marvellous 
much. 
Coin;  and  tell  my  lady  I  am  gone, 
Havine  displeasM  my  mther,  to  Laurence*  cell. 
To  miJte  confession,  and  to  be  absolved. 

JVtirss.  Marry,  I  will ;  and  this  is  wisely  done. 

[Exit. 

JuL  Ancient  damnation !  Omost  wicked  fiend ! 
Is  it  more  sin — ^to  wish  me  thus  forsworn. 
Or  to  dispraise  my  lord  with  that  same  tongue 
Which  she  hath  praisM  him  with  above  compare- 
So  many  thousand  times? — Go,  counsellor; 
Thou  and  my  bosom  henceforth  shall  be  twain.— 
1*11  to  the  friar,  to  know  his  remedy ; 
If  all  else  iail,  myself  have  power  to  die.    [EM. 


ACT  IV. 

SOEJfE  /.—Frjor  Laurence's  ce2/.  Enter  Friar 
Laurence  and  Puis. 

Fri.  On  Thursdar,  sir?  the  time  is  very  short 

Par.  My  fiither  Capulet  will  have  it  so; 
And  I  am  nothing  slow,  to  slack  his  haste. 

Friar.  You  SBy,you  do  not  know  the  lady's  mind ; 
Uneven  is  the  course,  I  like  it  not. 

Par.  Immoderately  she  weeps  for  Tvbalt*s  death,' 
And  therefore  hare  1  little  talk*d  of  love ; 
For  Venus  smiles  not  in  a  house  of  tears. 
Now,  sir,  her  fiither  counts  it  dangerous. 
That  she  doth  rive  her  sorrow  so  much  sway; 
And,  in  his  wisdom,  hastes  our  marriage, 
To  stop  the  inundation  of  her  tean ; 
Which,  too  much  minded  by  herself  alone. 
May  be  put  from  her  by  socie^ : 
Now  do  you  know  the  reason  of  this  haste. 

FrL  I  would  I  knew  not  why  it  should  be  sIow*d. 

[Aside. 
Look,  sir,  here  comes  the  lady  towards  my  cell. 

Enter  Juliet 

Par.  Happily  met,  my  lady,  and  my  wife ! 
JuL  That  may  be,  sir,  when  I  may  be  a  wife. 
Par.  That  may  be,  must  be,  love,  on  Thuraday 

next 
JuL  What  must  be  shall  be. 
Fri.  That*s  a  certain  text. 

(1)  Decide  the  struggle  between  me  and  mydis- 


Par,  Come  you  to  make  ooofession  to  this  ftlber? 
JuL  To  answer  that,  were  to  confess  to  yoo. 
Par.  Do  not  deny  to  him,  that  you  love  me. 
JuL  I  will  confess  to  you,  that  I  love  him. 
Par.  So  will  you,  I  am  sure,  that  you  love  me. 
JuL  If  I  do  so,  it  will  be  of  nxHe  price. 


'  fiM:e  is  much  abus*d  with 


Being  spoke  behind  your  back,  than  to  vour  fece 
Par.  Foot  soul,  thy  fi  .•---.. 


tears. 


JuL  The  tears  have  got  small  victoiy  by  duit ; 
For  it  was  bad  enough,  oefore  their  spite. 
Par.  Thou  wrong'st  it,  more  than  tears,  with  that 

report 
JuL  That  is  no  slander,  sir,  that  is  a  truth; 
And  what  I  spake,  I  spake  it  to  mr  face. 
Par.  Thy  fiice  is  mine,  and  thou  hast  slandei'd  it 
JuL  It  ma^  be  so,  for  it  is  not  mine  own.— 
Are  you  at  leisure,  holy  father,  now ; 
Or  shall  I  come  to  you  at  evening  mass  ? 
Fri.  My  leisure  serves  me,  pensive  daughter, 
now: — 
My  lord,  we  must  entreat  the  time  alone. 

Par.  God  shield,  I  should  disturb  devotion  !— 
Juliet,  on  Thursday  early  will  I  rouse  you : 
Till  then,  adieu !  and  keep  this  holy  km. 

[Exii  Pferis. 
JuL  O,  shut  the  door!  and  when  thou  hast  done  us 
Come  weep  with  me ;  Pkst  hope,  past  core,  past 
help! 
FrL  Ah,  Juliet,  I  already  know  thy  grief; 
It  strains  me  past  tiie  compass  of  my  wits: 
I  hear  thou  must,  and  notmng  must  prorogue  it. 
On  Thursday  next  be  married  to  this  county. 

Jul.  Tell  me  not,  friar,  that  thou  hear*st  of  tUi, 
Unless  thou  tell  me  how  I  may  prevent  it : 
If,  in  thy  wisdom,  thou  canst  give  no  help, 
Do  thou  but  call  my  resolution  wise, 
And  with  this  knife  I'll  help  it  presently. 
God  join*d  mr  heart  and  Romeo's,  thou  our  hands; 
And  ere  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  sealed. 
Shall  be  the  label  to  another  deed. 
Or  my  true  heart  with  treacherous  revolt 
Turn  to  another,  this  shall  slay  them  both : 
Therefore,  out  of  thy  loog-experienc*d  time, 
Give  me  some  present  counsel ;  or,  behold, 
'Twixt  my  extremes  and  me  this  bloody  knife 
Shall  play  the  umpire;!  arbitrating  that 
Which  the  commissioo?  of  ihy  years  and  art 
Could  to  no  issue  of  true  honour  bring. 
Be  not  so  long  to  speak ;  I  long  to  die. 
If  what  thou  speak'st  speak  not  of  remedy. 

FrL  Hold,  daughter ;  I  do  spy  a  kind  of  hope, 
Which  craves  as  desperate  an  execution 
As  that  is  desperate  which  we  would  prevent 
If,  rather  than  to  many  county  Paris, 
Thou  hast  the  strength  of  will  to  slay  thyself: 
Then  is  it  likely,  thou  wilt  undertake 
A  thing  like  death  to  chide  away  this  shame. 
That  cop'st  with  death  himself  to  scape  from  it; 
And,  if  thou  dar'st,  1*11  give  thee  remedy. 

JuL  O,  bid  me  leap,  rather  than  many  Puis, 
From  off  the  battlements  of  yonder  tower; 
Or  walk  in  thievish  wars ;  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  serpents  are;  chain  me  with  roaring  bean: 
Or  shut  me  nightly  in  a  chameUhoose, 
O'er-cover'd  quite  with  dead  men's  rattling  booeii 
With  reeky  shanks,  and  yellow  chapless  sculls; 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  ^ve. 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  m  his  dirood; 
Things  that,  to  hear  them  told,  have  made  mr 

tremble; 
.\nd  I  wOl  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt, 

(2)  Authority  oi  power. 
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To  live  an  nnatain^d  wife  to  ray  sweet  lore. 

Fri.  Hold,  then ;  go  home,  be  meny,give  omaent 
To  marry  Paris  :  Wednesday  is  lo-roorrow ; 
To-morrow-night  look  that  thou  lie  alone, 
Let  not  thy  nurse  lie  with  thee  in  thy  chamber: 
Take  thou  this  phial,  being  then  in  bed, 
And  this  distilled  liquor  dnnk  thou  off: 
When,  presently,  through  all  thy  veins  shall  run 
A  cold  and  drowsy  humour,  which  shall  seize 
Each  vital  spirit ;  for  no  pulse  shall  keep 
His  natural  progress,  but  surcease  to  beat : 
No  warmth,  no  oreath,  shall  testify  thou  liv*st; 
The  raises  in  thy  lips  and  cheeks  shall  fade 
To  paly  ashes ;  thy  eyes*  windows  fall. 
Like  death,  when  he  shuts  up  the  day  of  life ; 
Each  part,  deprivM  of  supple  government, 
Shall  stiff,  ana  stark,  and  cdd,  appear  like  death : 
And  in  this  borrowed  likeness  of  shrunk  death 
Thou  shalt  remain  full  two  and  for^  hours, 
And  then  awake  as  from  a  pleasant  sleep. 
Now  when  the  bridegroom  m  the  morning  comes 
To  rouse  thee  from  my  bed,  there  art  thou  dead : 
Then  (as  the  manner  of  our  country  is,) 
In     V-  best  robes  uncovered  on  the  bier, 
1  Ik  I.  -halt  be  borne  to  that  same  ancient  vault, 
W^here  all  the  kindred  of  the  Capulets  lie. 
In  the  mean  time,  against  thou  shalt  awake, 
Shall  Romeo  by  my  letters  know  our  drift ; 
And  hither  shall  he  come ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  watch  thy  waking,  and  that  very  night 
Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua, 
And  this  shall  free  thee  from  this  .present  shame; 
If  no  unconstant  toy,  nor  womanish  fear, 
Abate  th>'  valour  in  the  acting  it. 

Jul.  Give  me,  O  give  me !  tell  me  not  of  fear, 

Fru  Hold;  get  you  gone,  be  strong  and  pros- 
perous 
In  this  resolve :  IMl  send  a  friar  with  speed 
To  Mantua,  with  my  letters  to  thy  lora. 

JuL  Love,  give  me  strength !  and  strength  shall 
help  afford. 
Farewell,  dear  father!  [Exeunt. 

SCEJfE  IL—A  room  in  Capulet's  house.    En- 
ter Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  Nurse,  and  Servants. 

Cap.  So  many  guests  bvite  as  here  are  writ. — 
[Exit  Servant. 
Sirrah,  go  hire  me  twen^  conning  cooks. 

2  Serv.  You  shall  have  noae  ilf,  sir ;  for  PU  try 
if  they  can  lick  their  fingers. 

Cap.  How  canst  thou  try  them  so  ? 

2  Serv.  Marry,  sir,  'tis  an  ill  cook  that  cannot 
lick  his  own  fingers :  therefore  he,  that  cannot  lick 
his  fingers,  goes  not  with  roe. 

Cap.  Go,  begone. —  [Exit  Servant 

W^e  shall  be  much  unfurnished  for  this  time. — 
Wliat,  is  my  daughter  gone  to  friar  Laurence  f 

jVurse.  Ay,  forsooth. 

Cap.  Well,  he  may  chance  to  do  some  good  on 
her: 
A  peevish  self-willM  harlotry  it  is. 

Enter  Juliet 

JSTurse.  See,  where  she  comes  from  shrift'  with 

merry  look. 
Cap.  How  now,  my  headstrong?  where  have 

you  been  gadding  ? 
Jxd.  Where  I  have  leam'd  me  to  repent  the  sin 
Of  disobedient  opposition 
To  you,  and  your  behests  ;3  and  am  enjoinM 
By  noly  Laurence  to  fall  prostrate  here. 
And  beg  your  pardon : — Pardon,  I  beseech  you ! 


(1)  Confession. 

FOU  II. 


(2)  Commands. 


Henceforward  I  am  ever  rul*d  by  you. 

Cap.  Send  for  the  county ;  go  tell  him  of  this : 
Pll  have  this  knot  knit  up  to-morrow  morning. 

Jul.  I  met  the  youthful  lord  at  Laurence'  cell ; 
And  gave  him  what  becomed'  love  I  might, 
Not  stepping  o'er  the  bounds  of  nxxlesly. 

Cap.  Why,  lamdadcHi't;  this  is  well, — stand  up* 
This  is  as't  should  be. — I^t  me  see  the  county ; 
Ay,  marry,  go,  I  say,  and  fetch  him  hither. — 
Now,  afore  God,  this  reverend  holy  friar, 
All  our  whole  city  is  much  bound  to  hinL 

Jul.  Nurse,  will  you  go  with  me  into  my  closet. 
To  help  me  sort  such  needful  ornaments 
As  you  think  fit  to  furnish  me  to-nK>rrow  ? 

La.  Cap.  No,  not  till  Thursday ;  there  is  time 
enough. 

Cap.  Go,  nurse,  go  with  her : — we'll  to  church 
to-morrow.      [Exeunt  Juliet  and  Nurse. 

La,  Cap.  We  shall  be  short  in  our  provision ; 
*Tis  now  near  night 

Cap.  Tush !  I  will  stir  about, 

And  all  things  shall  be  well,  I  warrant  thee,  wife : 
Go  thou  to  Juliet,  help  to  deck  up  her ; 
Pll  not  to  bed  to-ni^ht ; — let  me  alone ; 
I'll  play  the  housewife  for  this  once. — What  ho! — 
They  are  all  forth :  Well,  I  will  walk  myself 
To  county  Paris,  to  prepare  him  up 
Against  to-morrow  :  my  heart  is  wondrous  light. 
Since  this  same  wayward  girl  is  so  reclaimed.  [Elxe 

SCEJVE  /i/.— Juliet's  chamber.    Enter  Juliet 
and  Nurse. 

Jul  Ay,  ♦hose  attires  are  best: — But,  gentle 
nurse, 
I  pray  thee,  leave  me  to  myself  to-night ; 
For  I  have  need  of  many  orisons^ 
To  move  the  heavens  to  smile  up<Hi  my  state, 
Which,  well  thou  know'st,  is  cross  and  full  o^  sin. 

Enter  Lady  Capulet 

La.  Cap.  What,  are  you  busy?    do  you  need 
my  help  ? 

Jul.  No,  madam ;  wehavecuU'd  such  necessariei 
As  are  behoveful  for  ouf  state  to-morrow : 
So  please  you,  let  me  now  be  left  alone. 
And  let  the  nurse  this  night  sit  up  with  you ; 
For,  I  am  sure,  you  have  your  hands  full  all. 
In  this  so  sudden  business. 

La.  Cap.  Good  night ! 

Get  thee  to  bed,  and  rest ;  for  thou  hast  need. 

[Exeunt  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 

Jul.  Farewell! — God  knows,  when  we  shaH 
meet  again. 
I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins. 
That  almost  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life  : 
I'll  call  them  back  again  to  comfort  me ; 
Nurse  ! — What  should  she  do  here  ? 
My  dismal  scene  I  needs  must  act  alone." 
Come,  phial. — 

What  it  this  mixture  do  not  work  at  all  ? 
Must  I  of  force  be  married  to  the  county  ? — 
No,  no; — this  shall  forbid  it : — lie  thou  mere. — 

[Laying  down  a  dagger. 
What  if  it  be  a  poison,  which  the  friar 
Subtly  hath  minister'd  to  have  me  dead  ; 
Lest  in  this  marriage  he  should  be  dishonour'd. 
Because  he  married  me  before  to  Romeo  ? 
I  fear,  it  is  :  and  yet,  methinks,  it  should  not. 
For  he  hath  still  been  tried  a  holy  man : 
I  will  not  entertain  so  bad  a  thought — 
How  if,  when  I  am  laid  into  the  tomb, 
I  wake  before  the  time  that  Romeo 


(3)  Becoming. 


•,4)  Prayen. 
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Come  to  redeem  me  ?  there's  a  fearful  point ! 

Shall  I  not  then  be  stifled  in  the  vault. 

To  whose  foul  mouth  no  healthsome  air  breathes  m, 

And  there  die  strangled  ere  my  Romeo  oomesf 

Or,  if  I  live,  is  it  not  venr  like. 

The  horrible  conceit  of  death  and  night, 

Toother  with  the  terror  of  the  place, — 

As  m  a  vault,  an  ancient  receptacle. 

Where,  for  these  manj  hundred  years,  the  booes 

Of  all  mv  buried  ancestors  are  pack'd; 

Where  bloody  l^balt,  yet  but  green  in  earth. 

Lies  fest*ring  in  his  i^roud ;  m^re,  as  they  say, 

At  some  hours  in  the  night  spirits  resort ; — 

Alack,  alack !  is  it  not  like,  that  I, 

So  early  waking— what  with  loathsome  smells ; 

And  shrieks  like  mandrakes*  torn  oat  of  the  earth. 

That  living  mortals,  hearing  them,  run  mad  -^ — 

O !  if  I  wake,  shall  I  not  be  di8treught,a 

Environed  with  all  these  hideous  fearfe  ? 

And  madly  play  with  my  forefathersMoints  ? 

And  pluck  the  mangled 'l^rfoelt  from  his  shroud? 

And,  in  this  rage,  with  some  great  kinsman^s  bone. 

As  with  a  club,  dadi  out  my  desperate  brains? 

O,  look !  methinks,  I  see  my  cousin^s  ghost 

Seeking  out  Romeo,  that  did  spit  his  uoAy 

Upon  a  rapier's  point :— ^tav,  Tybalt,  stay ! — 

Romeo,  I  come  f  this  do  I  cfrink  to  thee. 

[SU  throm  herte{f  on  the  bed. 

SCRyS  /r.— Capulet's  haU.  EnUr  Lady  Cap- 
ulet  and  Nurse. 

La.  Cap.  Hold,  take  these  kqrs,  and  fetch  more 

spices,  nurse. 
JVWrss.  They  call  tor  dates  and  quinces  in  the 

pastiy.». 

Enter  Capulet 
Oa^.  Come,  stir,  stir,  stir !  the  second  cock  hath 


The  curfeu  bell  bath  rang,  'tis  three  o'clock : — 
Look  to  the  bak'd  meats,  good  Angelica: 
Spare  not  for  cost 

JViirse.  Gb,  go,  you  cot-quean,  go, 

Get  you  to  bed ;  'faith,  you'll  be  sick  to-roorrovi 
For  this  night's  watching. 
Cap,  No,  not  a  whit;  What!  I  have  watch'd 
erenow 
All  night  for  lesser  cause,  and  ne'er  been  sick. 
La.  Cap.  Ay,  you  have  been  a  mouse-hunt^  in 
vour  time; 
But  I  will  watch  you  from  such  watching  now. 

[Kxeuni  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse 
Cap.  A  jealous-hood,  a  jealoas-nood ! — ^Now,  fel- 
unv, 
What's  there? 

Enter  Senrants,  wUh  tpitt,  log8j  and  baskets. 

1  Serv.  Things  for  the  cook,  sir ;  but  I  know  not 

what 
Cap.  Make  haste,  make  haste.  [Exit  Serv.] — 
Sirrah,  fetch  drier  logs; 
('all  Peter,  he  will  show  thee  where  they  are. 

2  Serv.  I  have  a  head,  sir,  that  will  find  out  losrs, 
And  never  trouble  Peter  for  the  matter.        [Exit 

Cap,  'Mass,  and  well  said;  A  merry  whore- 
.son!  ha. 
Thou  shalt  be  loggei^head.— Good  fiiith,  'ti9  day : 
The  county  will  u  here  with  music  straight, 

[Music  within 

(1)  The  fabulous  accounts  of  the  plant  called 
mandrake  give  it  a  degree  of  animal  life,  and  pay 
that  when  it  Is  torn  from  the  ground  it  groans,  whicli 
is  fetal  to  him  that  pulls  it  up. 


For  so  he  said  ha  would.    I  hear  him  near : — 
Nurae !— Wife  l^what,  bo !— -what,  muse,  I  say ! 

Enter  Nurse. 

Go,  waken  Juliet,  go,  and  trim  her  up; 
I'll  go  and  chat  with  Paris :— Hie,  make  baste, 
Make  haste !  the  bridegroom  he  is  come  already : 
Make  baste,  I  say!  [Exeunt 

SCEJ>rE  r.— Juliet's  chamber;  Juliet  on  tke 
bid.    Enter  fiune. 

Jfurae,  Mistress !>-what,  mistress!— Juliet !— 

fest,  I  warrant  her,  she:— 
Why,  lamb!— whv,  lady !— fie,  you  slog-a-bed!— 
Why,  love,  I  say !— madam !  sweet-heart !— why, 

bride! 
What,  not  a  word  ?— yoo  take  yoor  penoywordis 

now; 
Sleep  for  a  week :  for  the  next  night,  I  warrant, 
The  county  Paris  hath  set  up  his  rest. 
That  you  shall  rest  but  little.— God  forgive  me, 
(Marty  and  amen !)  how  sound  is  she  asleep ! 
I  needs  must  wake  her : — ^Madam,  madam,  madam! 
Ay,  let  the  county  take  you  in  your  bed ; 
He'll  fright  you  up,  i'feith.— Will  it  not  be  ? 
What,  drest !  and  in  your  clothes !  and  down  again ! 
I  must  needs  wake  you :  Lady !  lady !  lady ! 
Alas!  alas!— Help!  help!  my  lady's  dead  !— 
O,  well-a-da^,  that  ever  1  was  bom ! — 
Some  aqua-vitae,  ho !— my  k>rd !  my  lady ! 

Enter  Lady  Capulet 

La.  Cap.  What  noise  is  here? 

J^urse.  O  lamentable  day . 

La.  Cap.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

JVktrse.  Look,  look !  O  heavy  dav ! 

La.  Cap.  O  me,  O  me ! — my  child,  mv  only  li^ 
Revive,*  look  up,  or  I  will  die  with  thee  !— 
Help,  help ! — call  help^ 

Enter  Capulet 

Cap.  For  shame,  bring  Juliet  forth ;  her  lord  it 

come. 
JWxrje.  She's  dead,  deceas'd,  she's  dead;  alack 

the  day ! 
La.  Cap.  Alack  the  day!  she's  dead,  she's  dead, 

she's  dead. 
Cap.  Ha !  let  me  see  her :— Oat,  alas !  she's  cold ; 
Her  blood  is  settled ;  and  her  joints  are  stiflf; 
Life  and  these  lips  have  long  been  separated: 
Death  lies  on  her,  like  an  untimely  frost 
Upon  the  sweetest  flower  of  all  the  field. 
Accursed  time  !  unfortunate  old  man ! 
JVurse.  O  lamentable  day ! 
La.  Cap.  OwoAiitime! 

Cap.  Death,  that  hath  ta'en  her  hence  to  make 
me  wail. 
Ties  up  my  tongue,  and  will  not  let  me  speak. 

Enter  Friar  Laurence  and  Paris,  with  Musicians, 

Fri.  Come,  is  the  bride  ready  to  go  to  chorch  * 
Cap.  Ready  to  go,  but  never  to  return : 
O  son,  the  night  before  thy  wedding-day 
Hath  death  lain  with  thy  bride :— See,  there  she  lies, 
Flower  as  she  was,  deflowered  by  him. 
Death  is  my  son-in-law,  death  is  my  heir ; 
My  daughter  he  hath  wedded !  I  will  die, 
And  leave  him  all ;  life  leaving,  all  is  deatb*s. 

(2)  Di!*tracted. 

(3)  The  room  where  pies  were  made. 

(4)  Mouse  was  a  tenn  of  endeannent  to  a 
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Par.  Have  I  thought  long  to  see  this  morning's 
face, 
And  doth  it  give  me  such  a  sight  as  this  ? 

La.  Cap.  Accurs*d,  unhappy,  wretched,  hateful 
day! 
Most  miserable  hour,  that  e*er  tune  saw 
In  lastii^  labour  of  his  pilgrimage ! 
But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  child. 
But  one  thing  to  rejoice  and  solace  in, 
And  cruel  death  hath  catch*d  it  from 'my  sight 

JVvrje.  O  wo !  O  woful,  woful,  woful  day ! 
Most  lamentable  day !  most  woful  day, 
That  ever,  ever,  I  aid  yet  behold  ! 
O  day !  O  day !  O  day !  O  hateful  day ! 
Never  was  seen  so  black  a  day  as  this : 
O  woful  day,  O  woful  day  ! 

Par.  BeguilM,  divorced,  wronged,  spited,  slain ! 
Most  detestable  death,  by  thee  b^guilM, 
By  cruel,  cruel  thee  quite  overthrown  I —         ♦ 
O  love  !  O  life  .'—not  life,  but  love  in  death ! 

Cap.  DespisM,  distressed,  hated,  martyred,  killM ! 
Uncomfortable  time,  why  cam*st  thou  now 
To  murder  murder  our  solemnity  ? — 
O  child !  O  child ! — my  soul,  and  not  my  child ! — 
Dead  art  thou,  dead  ! — alack !  my  child  is  dead; 
And,  with  my  child,  my  joys  are  buried. 

Fri.  Peace,  ho,  for  slmme !  confusion^s  cure  lives 
not 
In  these  confusions.    Heaven  and  yourself 
Had  part  in  this  fair  maid  ;  now  heaven  hath  all. 
And  all  the  better  is  it  for  the  maid  : 
Your  part  in  her  you  could  not  keep  from  death ; 
But  Heaven  keeps  his  part  in  eternal  life. 
The  most  you  sought  was — her  promotion ; 
For  twas  your  heaven,  she  should  be  advanc'd  : 
And  weep  ye  now,  seeing  she  is  advancM, 
Above  the  clouds,  as  high  as  heaven  itself.' 
O,  in  this  love,  you  love  your  child  so  ill. 
That  you  run  mad,  seeing  that  she  is  well : 
She*s  not  well  married,  that  lives  married  long ; 
Bat  she^s  best  married,  that  dies  married  young. 
Dry  up  your  tears,  and  stick  your  rosemary 
On  this  (hit  corse ;  and,  as  the  custom  is, 
In  all  her  best  array  bear  her  to  church  : 
For  though  fond  nature  bids  us  all  lament. 
Yet  nature^s  tears  are  reason^s  merriment 

Cap.  All  things,  that  we  ordained  festival. 
Turn  from  their  office  to  black  funeral : 
Oar  instruments,  to  melancholy  bells  ; 
Our  wedding  cheer,  to  a  sad  burial  feast ; 
Oar  solemn  hymns  to  sullen  dii^s  change ; 
Oar  bridal  flowers  serve  for  a  buried  corse. 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary. 

Fru   Sir,  go  you  in, — and,  madam,  go  with 
him; — 
And  go,  sir  Paris ; — every  one  prepare 
To  follow  this  fair  corse  unto  her  grave  : 
The  heavens  do  lour  upon  you,  for  some  ill ; 
Move  them  no  more,  by  crossing  their  high  will. 
[Exe.  Capulet,  Laay  Capulet,  Paris  and  Friar. 

1  Jfus.  *Faith,  we  may  put  up  our  pipes,  and  be 
gone. 

JVi/rse.  Honest  good  fellows,  ah,  put  up ;  put  up; 
For,  well  you  know,  this  is  a  pitiful  ca!»«. 

[Exit  Nurse. 

1  Mua.    Ay,  by  my  troth,  the  case  may  be 
amended. 

Enter  Peter. 
Pet.    Musicians,    O  musicians,  HearCs    ea«, 

(1)  Dumps  were  heavjr  mournful  tunes. 

(2)  To  gUek  is  to  sco^,  and  a  gkekman  signified 
II  minstrel. 


hearVs  ease ;  O,  an  you  will  have  me  live,  play— 
hearfs  ease. 

IMus.  Whj  hearfs  ease  ? 

Pet.  O,  musicians,  because  my  heart  itself  playi 
— My  heart  is  full  qfwo:  O,  play  me  some  meny 
dump,  I  to  comfort  me.  v 

2  Jfcfuj.  Not  a  dump  we ;  tis  no  time  to  play  now. 

Pet.  You  will  not  then? 

2Mus.  No. 

Pet.  I  will  then  ^*ve  it  yon  soundly. 

1  Mus.  What  will  you  give  us  i 

Pet.  No  money,  on  my  faith ;  but  the  gleek  :>  1 
will  give  you  the  minstrel. 

1  ^u«.  Then  will  I  give  you  the  serving-creature. 

Pet.  Then  will  I  lay  the  serving-creature's  dagger 
on  your  pate.  I  will  carry  no  crotchets:  I'll  re  you, 
rU  fa  you ;  Do  you  note  me .' 

1  Mus.  An  you  re  us,  and  fa  us,  you  note  os. 

2  Mus.  Pray  you,  put  up  your  dagger,  and  put 
out  your  wit 

Pet.  Then  have  at  you  with  my  wit ;  I  will  diy- 
beat  you  with  an  iron  wit,  and  put  up  my  iron  dag- 
ger : — Answer  me  like  men  : 

When  griping  grief  the  heart  doth  wound. 
And  doleful  dumps  the  mind  oppress. 
Then  music^  with  hen  silver  sound; 

Why,  silver  sound?  why,  music  with  her  sUver 

sound? 

What  say  you,  Simon  Catling  ? 

1  Mus.  Marry,  sir,  because  silver  hath  a  sweet 
sound. 

Pet.  Pretty !  What  say  you,  Hugh  Rebeck  ?• 

2  Mus.  I  say — siher  sound,  because  musicians 
sound  for  silver. 

Pet.  Pretty  too  .'—What  say  you,  James  Sound- 
post.' 

3  Mus.  'Faith,  I  know  not  what  to  say. 

Pet.  O,  I  cry  you  mercy !  you  are  the  singer :  1 
will  say  for  vou.  It  is  music  with  her  silver  sound, 
because  such  fellows  as  you  have  seldom  gold  for 
sounding : — 

7%en  music  with  her  silver  joiund. 
With  speedy  help  doth  lend  redress. 

[Exit,  singing. 

1  Mus.  What  a  pestilent  knave  is  this  same  ? 

2  Mus.  Hang  him.  Jack!  Come,  we'll  in  here; 
tariy  for  the  mourners,  and  stay  dinner.  [Elxeuni. 


ACT  V. 

SCEJVE  /.—Mantua.    A  street.  Enter  Romea 
Rom.  If  I  may  trust  the  flattering  eye  of  sleep. 
My  dreams  presage  some  loyful  news  at  hand  : 
My  bosom's  lord^  sits  lightly  in  his  throne ; 
And,  all  this  day,  an  unaccustom'd  spirit 
Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  cheerful  thoughts. 
I  dreamt,  my  lady  came  and  found  me  dead ; 
(Strange  dream !  that  gives  a  dead  man  leave  (o 

think,) 
And  breath'd  such  life  with  kisses  in  my  lips, 
That  I  reviv'd  and  was  an  emperor. 
Ah  me  I  how  sweet  is  love  itself  pos-^^ss'd. 
When  but  love's  shadows  are  so  rich  in  joy  ! 

Enter  Balthasar. 
News  from  Verona  .'—How  now,  Balthasar  ? 

(3)  *  And  the  jocund  rebecks  sound.'  niltom. 

(4)  t.  e.  Love. 
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Do6t  thoa  not  bring  me  letters  from  tlie  friar  ? 
How  do<h  my  ladv  ?  Is  my  father  well  ? 
How  fares  my  Juliet  ?  That  I  ask  ajj^io ; 
For  nothing  can  be  ill,  if  she  be  well. 

Bal.  Then  she  is  well,  and  nothing  can  be  ill ; 
Her  body  sleeps  in  Capcis*  monument, 
And  her  immortal  part  with  angels  lives ; 
I  saw  her  laid  low  m  her  kindred^s  vault. 
And  prei^ently  took  po^^t  to  (ell  it  you : 

0  {)ardon  me  for  bringing  these  ill  news, 
Since  you  did  leave  it  for  my  ofiice,  sir. 

Rom.  Is  it  even  so  ?  then  I  defy  you,  stars ! — 
Thou  know'st  my  lodging :  get  me  ink  and  paper, 
And  hire  post-horses ;  I  will  hence  to-night. 

Bal.  Pardon  me,  sir,  I  will  not  leave  you  thus : 
Your  looks  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
Some  misadventure. 

Rom.  Tush,  thou  art  deceiv'd ; 

Leave  me,  and  do  the  thing  I  bid  thee  do : 
Hast  thou  no  letters  to  me  from  the  friar .' 

BaL  No,  my  good  lord. 

Rom.  No  matter :  get  thee  gone. 

And  hire  those  horses;  Pll  be  with  tnee  straight 

[Exit  Balthasar. 
Well,  Juliet,  I  will  lie  with  thee  to-night 
Let^s  sec  for  means  : — O,  mischief,  thou  art  swift 
To  enter  in  the  thoughts  of  desperate  men ! 

1  do  remember  an  apothecary, — 

And  hereabouts  he  dwells, — whom  late  I  noted 
In  tatter'd  weeds,  with  overwhelming  brows, 
Culling  of  simples  ;>  meagre  were  his  looks, 
Sharp  misery  had  worn  him  to  the  bones ; 
And  in  his  needy  shop  a  tortoise  hung, 
An  alligator  stuflTd,  and  other  skins 
Of  ill-snap'd  fishes;  and  about  his  shelves 
A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes, 
Green  earthen  pots,  bladders,  and  musty  seeds. 
Remnants  of  packthread,  and  old  cakes  of  roses. 
Were  thinly  scattered,  to  make  up  a  show. 
Noting  this  penur}',  to  myself  I  said — 
An  if  a  man  did  need  a  poison  now. 
Whose  sale  is  present  death  in  Mantua, 
Here  lives  a  caitiff  wretch  would  sell  it  hinL 
O,  this  same  thought  did  but  fore-run  my  need ; 
And  this  same  needy  man  must  sell  it  me. 
As  I  remember,  this  should  be  the  house  : 
Being  holiday,  the  beggar's  shop  is  shut — 
What,  ho !  apothecary  ! 

Enter  Apothecary. 

Ap.  Who  calls  so  loud  } 

Rom.  Come  hither,  man. — I  see,  that  thou  art 
poor  ; 
Hold,  there  is  forty  ducats  :  let  me  have 
A  dram  of  poison  ;  such  soon-speeding  geer* 
As  will  disperse  itself  through  all  the  vems, 
That  the  lite-weary  taker  ma^  fall  dead ; 
And  that  the  trunk  may  be  discharged  of  breath 
As  violently,  as  has-ty  powder  fir'd 
Doth  hurry  from  the  fatal  cannon^s  womb. 

Ap.  Such  mortal  drugs  I  have;  butMantua*8  law 
Is  death,  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 

Rom.  Art  thou  so  bare,  and  full  of  wretchedness, 
And  fear*st  to  die  ?  famine  is  in  thy  cheeks, 
Need  and  oppression  starveth  in  thy  eyes. 
Upon  thy  back  hangs  ragged  misery. 
The  world  i.s  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  world's  law  : 
The  ivorld  affords  no  law  to  make  thee  rich  ; 
Then  be  not  jioor,  but  break  it,  and  take  this. 

Ap.  My*poverty,  but  not  my  will,  consents. 

Rom.  I  pay  thy  poverty,  and  not  thy  will. 

Ap.  Put  this  in  any  liquid  thing  you  will, 

(V)  Herbs.        (2)  Stuff. 


And  drink  it  off;  and,  if  yoa  had  the  strei^th 
Of  twenty  men,  it  would  despatch  you  stra^fat 
Rom.  There  is  thy  gold ;  worse  poisoo  to  meD^ 
souls. 
Doing  more  murders  in  this  loathsome  worid. 
Than  these  poor  compounds  that  thou  may'st  not 

I  sell  thee  poison,  thoa  hast  sold  me  none. 
Farewell ;  buy  food,  and  ^t  thyself  in  fle^ — 
Come,  cordial,  and  not  poison ;  go  with  roe 
To  Juliet's  grave,  for  there  must  I  use  tbee.  [Em. 

SCEJ^E  II.— Friar  LKonace'BcdL  Enter Fnat 
John. 

John.  Holy  Franciscan  friar!  brother,  ho! 

Enter  Friar  Laarence. 

Lau.  This  same  should  be  the  Toioe  of  finr 
John. — 
Welcome  from  Mantua :  What  says  Romeo? 
Or,  if  his  mind  be  writ,  give  me  his  letter. 

John.  Goine  to  find  a  barefoot  brother  out, 
One  of  our  order  to  associate  me. 
Here  in  this  city  visiting  the  sick. 
And  finding  him,  the  searchers  dT  the  town. 
Suspecting  that  we  both  were  in  a  house 
Where  the  infectious  pestilence  did  ragn, 
Seal'd  up  the  doors,  and  would  not  let  us  forth ; 
So  that  my  speed  to  Mantua  there  was  stay'd. 

Lau.  Who  bare  my  letter  then  to  Romeo.' 

John.  I  could  not  send  it, — here  it  is  again,— 
Nor  get  a  messenger  to  bring  it  thee, 
So  fearful  were  they  of  infection. 

Lau.  Unhappy  fortune  !  by  my  brotherhood, 
The  letter  ivas  not  nice,*  but  full  of  charge. 
Of  dear  import ;  and  the  neglecting  it 
May  do  much  danger :  Friar  John,  go  hence ; 
Get  me  an  iron  crow,  and  bring  it  straight 
Unto  my  cell. 

John.  Brother,  Pll  go  and  bring»t  thee.   [EsiL 

IjOU.  Now  must  I  to  the  monument  alone : 
Within  this  three  hours  will  fair  Juliet  wake; 
She  will  beshrew  me  much,  that  Romeo 
Hath  had  no  notice  of  these  accidents : 
But  I  will  write  again  to  Mantua, 
And  keep  her  at  my  cell  till  Romeo  come : 
Poor  living  corse,  closM  in  a  dead  man^s  tomb ! 

SCEJ^E  HI.— A  church-yard;  in  it,  a  mom' 
ment  belonging  to  the  Capulets.  Enter  Paris; 
and  his  Page,  bearing  Jiawers  and  a  torc^ 

Par.  Give  me  thy  torch,  boy :  Hence,  and  stand 
aloof: — 
Vet  put  it  out,  for  I  would  not  be  seen. 
Under  yoiv  yew-trees  lay  thee  all  along. 
Holding  thine  ear  close  to  the  hollow  ground; 
So  shall  no  foot  upon  the  church-yard  tread 
(Being  loose,  unfirm,  with  di£;ging  up  of  graves,} 
But  thou  shalt  hear  it :  whisUe  then  to  roe, 
As  signal  that  thou  hear^st  something  approedi. 
Give  me  those  flowers.     Do  as  I  bid  thee,  ga 

Page.  I  am  almost  afraid  to  stand  alone 
Here  in  the  church-yard ;  yet  I  will  adventure. 

[Rdira. 

Par.  Sweet  flower,  with  flowera  I  strew  thy  bri 
dalbed: 
Sweet  tomb,  that  in  thy  circuit  dost  contain 
The  perfect  model  of  eternity  ; 
Fair  Juliet,  that  with  angels  d»t  remain, 
Accept  this  latest  favour  at  my  hands; 
That  living  honoured  thee,  and,  being  dead, 

(3)  i.  e.  On  a  trivial  or  idle  sul^ject 
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With  funeral  praises  do  adorn  thy  tomb  ! 

(The  boy  whistles. 
The  boy  gives  warning,  something  doth  approach. 
What  cursed  foot  wanders  this  way  to-night, 
To  cross  my  obseauies,  and  true-love's  rites  ? 
What,  with  a  torch ! — muffle  me,  night,  a  while. 

[Retires. 

Enler  Romeo  and  Balthasar,  with  a  torch,  mat- 
tock,  ^c. 

Rom.  Give  roe  that  mattock,  and  the  wrenching 
iron. 
Hold,  take  this  letter;  early  in  the  morning 
See  thou  deliver  it  to  my  lord  and  father. 
Give  me  the  light :  Upon  thy  life  I  charge  thee. 
Whatever  thou  hear'st  or  seest,  stand  all  aloof, 
And  do  not  interrupt  rae  in  my  course. 
Why  I  descend  into  this  bed  of  death. 
Is,  partly,  to  behold  my  lady's  face  : 
But,  chiefly,  to  take  hence  frcHn  her  dead  finger 
A  precious  ring ;  a  ring  that  I  must  use 
In  dear  employment  :•  therefore  hence,  be  gone : — 
But  if  thou,  jealous,  dost  return  to  pi^ 
In  what  I  further  shall  intend  to  do, 
By  heaven,  I  will  tear  thee  ioint  by  joint. 
And  strew  this  hungry  church-yard  with  thy  limbs : 
The  time  and  my  intents  are  savage-wild ; 
More  fierce,  ana  noore  inexorable  far, 
Than  empty  tigers,  or  the  roaring  sea. 

Bal.  I  will  be  gone,  sir,  and  not  trouble  yon. 

Rom.  So  shalt  thou  show  me  friendship. — Take 
thou  that : 
Live,  and  be  prosperous;  and  farewell, good  fellow. 

Bal.  For  all  this  same,  V\\  hide  me  hereabout ; 
His  looks  I  fear,  and  his  intents  I  doubt.   [Retires. 

Rom.  Thou  detestable  maw,  thou  womb  of  death, 
GorgM  with  the  dearest  moniel  of  the  earth, 
Thus  I  enforce  thy  rotten  jaws  to  open, 

[Breaking  open  the  door  of  the  monument. 
And,  in  despite,  I'll  cram  thee  with  more  food. 

Par.  This  is  that  banish'd  haughty  Montague, 
That  murder'd  my  love's  cousin ;— with  which  grief, 
It  is  supposed  the  fair  creature  died ; — 
And  here  is  come  to  do  some  villanous  shame 
To  the  dead  bodies :  I  will  apprehend  him. — 

[Advances. 
Stop  thy  unhallow'd  toil,  vile  Montague ; 
Can  vengeance  be  pursu'd  further  than  death  ? 
Condemned  villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee : 
Obev,  and  go  with  me  ;  for  thou  must  die. 

Uom.  1  must,  indeed;  and  therefore  came  I 
hither. — 
Good  gentle  youth,  tempt  not  a  desperate  man. 
Fly  hence  and  leave  me ; — think  upon  these  gone ; 
Let  them  aflfright  thee. — I  beseech  thee,  youtn, 
Heap  not  another  sin  upon  my  head. 
By  urging  me  to  fury :— O,  be  gone ! 
By  heaven,  I  love  thee  better  than  myself: 
For  I  come  hither  arm'd  against  myself: 
Stay  not,  begone ; — live,  and  hereafter  say — 
A  madman's  mercy  bade  thee  run  away. 

Par.   I  do  defy  thy  conjurations,^ 
And  do  attach  thee  as  a  felon  here. 

Rom.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me.?  then  have  at  thee, 
boy.  [Theyjight. 

Page.  O  lord !  they  fight :   I  will  go  call  the 
watch.  [Exit  Page. 

Par.  O,  I  am  slain!  [FoZfa.]— If  thou  be  mer- 
ciful. 
Open  the  tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet  [Dies, 

(\)  t.  e.  Action  of  importance. 
(2)  I  do  refuse  to  do  as  thou  conjuresi  me  to  do, 
f.  e.  depart. 


Rom.   In  faith,  I   will :— Let  me  peruse  thit 
face ; — 
Mercutio's  kinsman,  noble  county  Paris : — 
What  said  my  man,  when  my  beto««ed  soul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rode .'  I  think, 
He  told  me,  Paris  should  have  married  Juliet : 
Said  he  not  so .?  or  did  I  dream  it  so  ? 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet, 
To  think  it  was  so.' — O,  give  me  thy  band. 
One  writ  with  me  in  sour  misfortune's  book  I 
I'll  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  grave, — 
A  grave  f  O,  no ;  a  lantern,'  slaughter'd  youth, 
For  here  lies  Juliet,  and  her  beauty  makes 
This  vault  a  feasting  presence^  full  of  light 
Death,  lie  thou  there,  by  a  dead  man  interr'd. 

[Laying  Paris  tn  the  monument. 
How  o(t  when  men  are  at  the  point  of  death 
Have  they  been  merry  ?  which  their  keepers  call 
A  lightning  before  death :  O,  how  may  I 
Call  this  a  lightning  ?— O,  my  love  !  my  wife  ! 
Death  that  hath  suck'd  the  honey  of  thy  breath, 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty : 
Thou  art  not  conouer'd ;  beauty's  ensign  yet 
Is  crimson  in  thy  lips,  and  in  thy  cheeks, 
And  death's  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there. — 
Tybalt,  liest  thou  there  in  ihv  bloody  sheet  ? 
O,  what  more  favour  can  I  ao  to  thee. 
Than  with  that  hand  that  cut  thy  youth  in  twain, 
To  sunder  his  that  was  thine  enemy  ? 
Forgive  me,  coujtin ! — Ah !  dear  Juliet, 
Why  art  thou  yet  so  fair  ?  Shall  I  believe 
That  unsubstantial  death  is  amorous ; 
And  that  the  lean  abhorred  monster  keeps 
Thee  here  in  dark  to  be  his  paramour  ? 
F^or  fear  of  that,  I  will  still  stay  with  thee; 
And  never  from  this  palace  of  dim  night 
Depart  ag-ain ;  here,  nere  will  I  remain 
With  worms  that  are  thy  chambermaids  ;  O,  here 
Will  I  set  up  my  everlasting  rest ; 
And  shake  the  yoke  of  inauspicious  stars 
From  this  world-wearied  flesh.— Eyes,  look  your 

last ! 
Arms,  take  your  last  embrace  !  and  lips,  O  you 
The  doors  of  breath,  seal  with  a  righteous  kiss 
A  dateless  bargain  to  engrossing  death  ! — 
Come,  bitter  conduct,* <roine,  unsavoury  guide! 
Thou  desperate  pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 
The  dashing  rocKS  thy  sea-sick  weary  bark  ! 
Here's  to  my  love  I— [Drin/w.]  O,  true  apothecary ! 
Thy  drugs  are  quick. — Thus  with  a  kiss  I  die. 

[Dies. 

Enter  at  the  other  end  of  Vie  church-yard.  Friar 
Laurence,  with  a  lantern,  crow,  and  spade. 

Pri,  Saint  Francis  be  my  speed !  how  oft  to-night 
Have  my  old  feet  stumbled  at  graves.? — Who's 

there .? 
Who  is  it  that  consorts,  so  late,  the  dead .' 

Bal.  Here's  one,  a  friend,  and  one  that  knows 
you  well. 

Fri.  Bliss  be  upon  you !  Tell  me,  good  my  friend, 
What  torch  is  yoiid',  that  vainly  lends  his  light 
To  grubs  and  eyelr-ss  sculls.?  as  I  discern, 
It  burneth  in  the  Capels'  monument 

Bal.  It  doth  so,  holy  sir ;  and  there*8  my  master. 
One  that  you  love. 

Fri.  Who  is  it.' 

Bal.  Romeo. 

Fri.  How  long  hath  he  been  there .' 

(3)  The  allusion  is  to  a  louvre  or  turret  fall  of 
windows,  by  means  of  which  ancient  halls,  &c.  are 
illuminated. 

(4)  Presence-chamber.  (5)  CoDductor. 
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BaL  FoH  httir  an  boar. 

Fri.  Go  frith  me  to  the  rmalL 

BaL  I  dmre  not,  ar: 

My  master  knovrt  not,  bat  I  am  zone  bence ; 
Aod  fearfully  did  menace  me  vrith  death, 
I?  I  did  stay  to  look  oo  hit  intents. 

Fri.  Stay  then,  IMl  go  akne :— Fear  comet  apoD 
me: 
O,  roach  I  fear  some  ill  onlocky  thing. 

BaL  As  I  did  sleep  under  this  yew-tree  here, 
I  dreamt  my  master  and  aooCher  fought. 
And  that  my  master  slew  him. 

Fri.  Romeo!  [Advaneu. 

Alack,  alack,  what  blood  is  this,  which  stains 
The  stony  entrance  of  this  sepulchre  ? — 
What  nnean  these  masteriess  and  rory  swords 
To  lie  discolourM  by  this  place  of  peace  f 

[Enters  the  jrumumeni. 
Romeo!  O,  pale !— Who  else  ?  what,  Paris  too  ? 
And  iteep'd  in  blood  ? — Ah,  what  an  unkind  hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  chance  ! — 
Tl^  lady  stirs.  [Juliet  uakes  and  stir$. 

Jul.  6,  comfortable  friar !  where  is  my  lord .' 
I  do  remember  well  where  I  should  be. 
And  there  I  am : — Where  is  my  Romeo  ? 

[JSt'oise  uriihin. 

Fru  1  hear  some  noise. — Lady,  come  from  that 
nest 
Of  death,  contagion,  and  unnatural  sleep ; 
A  greater  power  than  wc  can  contradict 
Hath  thwarted  our  intents ;  come,  come  away : 
Thy  husband  in  thy  bosom  there  lies  dead ; 
Aod  Paris  too.    Come,  Til  dispose  of  thee 
Among  a  sisterhood  of  holy  nuns  : 
Stay  not  to  question,  for  the  watch  is  comine; 
ConM,  go,  good  Juliet, — [JVotse  again.]  I  dare 
^  stay  no  longer.  [Exit. 

Jut  Go,  get  thee  hence,  for  I  will  not  away. 
What's  here?  a  cup,  closM  in  my  true-love's  hand.' 
Poison,  I  see,  hath  been  his  timeless  end  ; — 
O  churl !  drink  all .'  and  leave  no  friendly  drop 
To  help  me  after.' — 1  will  kiss  thy  lips; 
Haply,  some  poison  yet  doth  hang  on  them, 
To  make  me  die  with  a  restorative.     [Kistes  lum. 
Thy  lips  are  warm ! 

1  Watch.  [IVithin.]  Lead,  boy :— Which  way.' 

JuL  Yea,  noise  .' — then  I'll  be  brief — O  happy 
dagger !       ^natching  Romeo's  dagger. 
This  is  thy  sheath ;  [Stabs  herself.]  there  rust,  and 
let  me  die. 

[Falls  on  Romeo's  body,  and  dies. 

Enter  Watch,  with  the  Page  of  Paris. 

Pagv.  This  is  the  place ;  there,  where  the  torch 
dotl)  bum. 

1  Watch.  The  ground  is  bloody ;  Search  about 

the  church-yard : 
Go,  some  of  you,  whoe'er  you  find,  attach. 

[Exeunt  some. 
Pitiful  si^ht  I  here  lies  the  county  slain  ; — 
And  Juliet  bleeding ;  warm,  and  newly  dead, 
Who  here  hath  lain  these  two  days  buried. — 
Go,  tell  the  prince, — run  to  the  Capulets, — 
Raise  up  the  Montagues, — some  otners  search ; — 
[Exeunt  the  other  Watchroen. 
We  see  the  ground  whereon  these  woes  do  lie ; 
But  the  true  ground  of  all  these  piteous  woes. 
We  cannot  without  circumstance  descry. 

Enter  some  qf  the  Watch,  with  Balthasar. 

2  Watch.  Here's  Romeo's  man,  we  found  him 

in  the  church-yard. 

(1)  t.  e.  The  scabbard.        (2)  Seat 


1  Wateh.  Hold  Urn  bmfefy,  till  fbe  prince  coat 
hither. 

Enter  another  Watchman,  wUh  Frimr  T  — fTi. 

3  Watrh.  Here  b  a  fnar,  tbiU  tremblea,  ngH 
and  weeps: 
We  took  this  mattock  and  this  spade  fram  him, 
As  he  was  coming  finom  this  cfaarcb-yartl  side. 

1  Watch.  A  great  sospicioo ;  Slay  the  £nar  loo 

EAder  the  Prince  and  Attendants, 

Prince.  What  misadmitare  is  to  e«Hj  vpv 
That  calls  our  person  from  oor  iDoniiog*t  retl  * 


F^nter  Capalet,  Lady  CapoleC,  emd  aiken. 

Cap.  Vtlmt  should  it  be,  that  tbey  to 

abroad.' 
La.  Cap.  The  people  in  the  street  err—] 
Some — Juliet,  and  some — Paris ;  and  sin  run. 
With  open  outcry  toward  oor  monument 
Prince.  What  fear  b  this,  which  ttartlet  in  am 

ears.' 
1  M^atch.  Sovereign,  here  lies  the  ooanty  IViii 
slain ; 
And  Romeo  dead ;  and  JulieC,  dead  beibce. 
Warm  and  new  kill'd. 
Prince.  Search,  seek,  and  know  bow  tbb  fcal 

murder  comes. 
1  Watch.  Here  b  a  friar,  and  dan^ter'd  Ro- 
meo's man ; 
With  instruments  upon  them,  fit  to  open 
These  dead  men's  tombs. 

Cap.  O,  heaven*) ! — O,  wife !  look  bow  oar  daogb' 
ter  bleeds ! 
This  dagger  hath  mistaken, — for  lo !  hb  bouse* 
Is  empty  on  the  back  of  Montague, — 
And  is  mis-sheathed  in  my  dangler's  boaom. 

La.  Cap.  O  me  !  this  sight  of  death  b  as  a  beQ, 
That  warns  my  old  age  to  a  sepulchre. 

Enter  Montague  muf  others. 

Prince.  Come,  Montague;  for  thou  art  early  op^ 
To  see  thy  son  and  heir  more  eariy  dovm. 

Mon.  Alas,  my  lie^e,  my  wife  is  dead  to-n^t ; 
Grief  of  my  son's  exile  hath  stopp'd  her  breath: 
What  further  wo  conspires  against  noine  age .' 

Prince.  Look,  and  thou  slwlt  see. 

Mon.  O  thou  untaught ! .  what  manners  b  in  lhi% 
To  press  before  thy  father  to  a  g^ve .' 

Prince.  Seal  up  the  mouth  of  outrage  for  a  while, 
Till  we  can  clear  these  ambiguities. 
And  know  their  spring,  their  head,  their  tme  da- 
scent; 
And  then  will  I  be  general  of  your  woes. 
And  lead  you  even  ta  death  :  Mean  time  forbear, 
And  let  mischance  be  slave  to  patience. — 
Bring  forth  the  parties  of  suspicion. 

Fri.  I  am  the  greatest,  able  to  do  least. 
Yet  most  suspected,  as  the  time  and  place 
Doth  make  against  me,  of  this  direful  murder; 
And  here  I  stand,  both  to  impeach  and  puige 
Myjjelf  condemn'd  and  myself  accus'd. 

Prince.  Then  say  at  once  what  thou  dost  know 
in  this. 

Fri.  I  will  be  brief,  for  my  short  date  of  breath 
Is  not  so  long  as  is  a  tedious  tale. 
Romeo,  there  dead,  was  husband  to  that  Juliet ; 
And  she,  there  dead,  that  Romeo's  faithful  wife : 
I  married  them ;  and  their  stolen  marriage-day 
Was  Tybalt's  doom-sday,  whose  untimely  death 
Banish'd  the  new-made  bridegroom  from  thb  city 
For  whom,  and  not  for  Tybalt,  Juliet  pin'd. 
You — to  remove  that  siege'  of  gri«f  from  her,— 
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B«trothM,  and  would  have  married  her  perforce, 
To  county  Paris  : — Then  comes  she  to  roe ; 
And,  with  wild  looks,  bid  me  devise  some  means 
To  rid  her  from  this  second  marriage, 
Or,  in  my  cell  there  would  she  kill  herselt 
Tb^n  gave  I  her,  so  tutor'd  by  my  art, 
A  sleeping-potion  :  which  so  took  effect 
As  I  intended,  for  it  wrought  on  her 
The  form  of  death  :  meantime  I  writ  to  Romeo, 
That  he  should  hither  come  at  this  dire  night. 
To  help  to  take  her  from  her  borrowM  grave. 
Being  the  time  the  potion^s  force  should  cease. 
But  he  which  bore  my  letter,  friar  John, 
Was  staid  by  accident ;  and  yesternight 
Retum'd  my  letter  back :  Then  all  alone, 
At  the  prefixed  hour  of  her  waking. 
Came  1  to  take  her  from  her  kindred's  vault ; 
Meaning  to  keep  her  closely  at  my  cell. 
Till  i  conveniently  could  send  to  Komeo: 
But,  when  I  came  (some  minute  ere  the  time 
Of  her  awakening,)  here  untimely  lay 
The  noble  Paris,  and  true  Romeo,  dead. 
She  wakes ;  and  I  entreated  her  come  forth. 
And  bear  this  work  of  heaven  with  patience : 
But  then  a  noise  did  scare  me  from  the  tomb ; 
And  she,  too  desperate,  would  not  go  with  me, 
But  (as  it  seems,)  did  violence  on  herself. 
All  this  I  know ;  and  to  the  marriage 
Her  nurse  is  privy  :  And,  if  aught  in  this 
Miscarried  by  my  fault,  let  my  old  life 
Be  sacrificM,  some  hour  before  his  time. 
Unto  the  rigour  of  severest  law. 

Prince.  We  still  have  known  thee  for  a  holy  man. 
Where's  Romeo's  man  f  what  can  he  say  in  this  ? 

Bai  I  brought  my  master  news  of  Juliet's  death ; 
And  then  in  post  he  came  from  Mantua, 
To  this  same  place,  to  this  same  monument 
This  letter  he  early  bid  me  give  his  father ; 
And  threaten'd  me  with  death,  going  in  the  vaait. 
If  I  departed  not,  and  left  him  Oiere. 

Prince.  Give  me  the  letter,  I  will  look  on  it — 
Where  is  the  county's  page,  that  rais'd  the  watch  ? — 
Sirrah,  what  made  your  master  in  this  place  f 

Page.  He  came  with  ftowers  to  strew  his  ladf  *8 
grave ; 
And  bid  me  stand  aloof,  and  so  I  did : 
Anon,  comes  one  with  light  to  ope  the  tomb ; 
And,  by  and  by,  my  master  drew  on  him ; 
And  then  I  ran  away  to  call  the  watch. 

Prince.  This  letter  doth  make  good  the  friar's 
words. 
Their  course  of  love,  the  tiding  of  her  death : 
And  here  he  writes — that  he  did  buy  a  poison 
Of  a  poor  'pothecary,  and  therewithal 
Came  to  this  vault  to  die,  and  lie  with  Juliet— 
Where  be  theee enemies .^  Capulet !  Montague! — 
See,  what  a  scourge  is  laid  upon  your  hate. 
That  Heaven  finds  means  to  kill  your  joys  with  love ! 
And  1,  for  winking  at  your  discords  too. 
Have  lost  a  brace  of  kinsmen  :< — all  are  punish'd. 

Cap.  O,  brother  Montague,  give  me  thy  band : 

(1)  Mercatio  and  Paris. 


This  is  my  daughter's  jointure,  foi  no  more 
Can  I  demand. 

Mon.  But  I  can  give  thee  more : 

For  i  will  raise  her  statue  in  pure  gold ; 
That,  while  Verona  by  that  name  is  known, 
There  shall  no  figure  at  such  rate  be  set. 
As  that  of  true  and  faithful  Juliet 

Cap.  As  rich  shall  Romoo  by  his  lady  lie ; 
Poor  sacrifices  of  our  enmity ! 

Prince.  A  glooming  peace  this  morning  with  it 
brings; 

The  sun  for  sorrow  will  not  show  his  head : 
Go  hence,  to  have  more  talk  of  these  sad  thines ; 

Some  shall  be  pardon'd,  and  some  punishea : 
For  never  was  a  story  of  more  wo, 
Than  this  of  Juliet  and  her  Romea         [Exeunt. 


This  play  is  one  of  the  most  pleasing  of  oar 
author's  performances.  The  scenes  are  busy  and 
various,  incidents  numerous  and  important,  the  ca- 
tastrophe irresistibly  affecting,  and  the  process  of 
the  action  carried  on  with  such  probability,  at  least 
with  such  congruity  to  popular  opinions,  as  tragedy 
requires. 

Here  is  one  of  the  few  attempts  of  Shakspeare  to 
exhibit  the  conversation  of  gentlemen,  to  repre- 
sent the  airy  sprightliness  of  juvenile  elegance. 
Mr.  Dryden  mentions  a  tradition,  which  might 
easily  reach  his  time,  of  a  declaration  made  l)y 
Shakspeare,  that  he  toae  obliged  to  kill  Mercutio  tn 
the  third  Acty  lest  he  should  have  been  killed  by 
him.  Yet  he  thinks  him  no  such  formidable  per- 
son,  but  that  he  might  have  lived  through  the  play, 
and  died  in  his  bed^  without  danger  to  the  poet 
Dryden  well  knew,  had  he  been  in  quest  of  truth, 
in  a  pointed  sentence,  that  more  regard  is  com- 
monly had  to  the  words  than  the  thought,  and  diat 
it  is  very  seldom  to  be  rigorously  understood.  Mer- 
cutio's  wit,  ^iety,  and  courage,  will  always  pro- 
cure him  friends  that  wish  him  a  longer  life ;  but 
his  death  is  not  precipitated,  he  has  lived  out  the 
time  allotted  him  in  the  construction  of  the  play ; 
nor  do  I  doubt  the  ability  of  Shakspeare  to  have 
continued  his  existence,  though  some  of  his  sallies 
are  perhaps  out  of  the  reacli  of  Dryden;  whoee 
genius  was  not  very  fertile  of  merriment,  nor  duc- 
tile to  humour,  but  acute,  argumentative,  compre- 
hensive, and  sublime. 

The  Nurse  is  one  of  the  characters  in  which 
the  author  delighted :  he  has,  with  great  subtilty 
of  distinction,  drawn  her  at  once  loquacious  and 
secret,  obsequious  and  insolent,  trusty  and  di5- 
honest 

His  comic  scenes  are  happily  wrought,  but  his 
pathetic  strains  are  always  polluted  with  some  un- 
expected depravations.  His  persons,  however  dis- 
tressed, have  a  conceit  ^fl  them  in  their  misery^ 
a  miserable  conceit 

JOHNSON. 
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HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED.  . 


Claudiu9,  king  of  Denmark. 

Hamlet,  son  to  the  formtr  king,  and  nephew  to 

the  present  kin^. 
Polonius,  lord  chamberlain, 
Horatio,  yWeTui  to  Hamlet. 
Laertes,  son  to  PoUmiut. 
Voltimand,     \ 
Cornelius,       f  ^^,^,-    . 
Ro*encrantz,  >  «>«'^««"«- 
Guildenstem,3 
Osric,  a  courtier. 
Another  Courtier. 
A  Priest. 


Francisco,  a  soldier. 
Reynaldo,  servant  to  PoUmiut. 
A  Captain.    An  Ambassador. 
Ghost  of  HamleCs  father. 
Fortiabras,  prince  of  Norway. 

Gertrude,  oueen  of  Denmark,  and  mother  of 

Hamlet. 
0[^elia,  daughter  qf  Polonius. 

Lords,  Ladiesj  Officers^  Soldiers,  Players,  Grave 
diggers.  Sailors,  Messengers,  ana  other  At 


Scene,  Elsinore. 


ACT  I. 

SCEJ^TE  i— Elsinore.  A  platform  htfort  the 
castle.  Francisco  on  his  post.  Enter  to  him 
Bemarda 

Bernardo. 

WhO'S  there? 

Fran.  Nay,  answer  me  :  stand,  and  unfold 

Yourself. 

Ber.       Long  live  the  king ! 

Fran.  Bernardo  .* 

Ber.  He. 

Fran.  You  come  most  carefully  upon  your  hour. 

Ber.  'Tis  now  struck  twelve ;  get  thee  to  bed, 
Francisco. 

Fran.  For  this  relief,  much  thanks :  'tis  bitter 
cold, 
And  I  am  sick  at  heart 

Ber.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard  f 

Fran.  Not  a  mouse  stirring. 

Ber.  Well,  good  night 
If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellus, 
The  rivals'  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  haste. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Fran.  I  think,  I  hear  them.— Stand,  ho  I  Who 
is  there  f 

Hot.  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar.  And  liegemen  to  the  Dane. 

Fran.  Give  you  good  night 

Mar.  O,  farewell,  honest  soldier : 

Who  hath  relievM  you  f 

Fi-an.  Bernardo  hath  my  place. 

Give  you  good  night  [Exit  Francisco. 

Mar.  Holla!  Bernardo! 

Ber.  Say, 

What,  is  Horatio  there  ^ 

Hor.  A  piece  of  him. 

Ber.  Welcome,  Horatio;  welcome,  good  Mar- 
cellus. 

(1^  Partners. 

VOU  II.  5y 


Hor.  What,  has  this  thing  appeared  i\gain  to- 
night ^ 

Ber.  I  have  seen  nothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  savs,  *ti8  but  our  fiintasy ; 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him, 
Touching  thiit  dreaded  sight,  twice  seen  of  us ; 
Therefore  I  have  entreated  him,  along 
With  us  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night ; 
That,  if  again  this  apparition  come. 
He  may  approve^  our  eyes,  and  speak  to  it 

Hor.  Tush !  tush !  'twill  not  appear. 

Ber.  Sit  down  a  while ; 

And  let  us  once  again  assail  your  ears. 
That  are  so  fortified  against  our  story, 
What  we  two  nights  have  seen. 

Hor.  Well,  sit  we  down, 

And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  speak  of  Uiis. 

Ber.  Last  night  of  all. 
When  yon  same  star,  that's  westward  from  th»  • 

pole. 
Had  made  his  course  to  illume  that  part  of  heaven  , 
Where  now  it  bums,  Marcellus,  and  myself. 
The  bell  then  beating  one, — 

Mar.  Peace,  break  thee  off;  look,  where  it  coBMt  . 
again! 

Enter  Ghost 

Ber.  In  the  same  figure  like  the  king  that's  dead. 
Mar.  Thou  art  a  scholar,  speak  to  it,  Horatio.. 
Ber.  Looks  it  not  like  the  king.^  mark  it,  Horatio. 
Hor.  Most  like : — it  harrow^  me  with  fear,  and 

wonder. 
Ber.  It  would  be  spoke  ta 
Mar.  Speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.  What  art  thou,  that  usurp'st  this  time  of 
ni^ht. 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  fom 
In  which  the  majesty  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  sometimes  march  .^  by  heaven  I  charge  thee, 
speak. 
Mar.  It  is  offended. 

(2)  Make  good,  or  establish.      (S)  Conqocn. 
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Act  I 


Ber.  See  !  it  stalks  away. 

Hor.  Stay  ;  speak :  speak  I  charge  thee,  speak. 
[Exit  Gboat 

Mar.  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  answer. 

Ber.  How  now,  Horatio  f  you  tremble,  and  look 
pale: 
Is  not  this  something  more  than  fantasy  ? 
What  think  vou  of  it .' 

Hor.  Before  mv  God,  I  might  not  this  believe, 
Without  the  sen.«ible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  {he  king  ? 

Hor.  As  thou  art  to  thyself: 
Such  was  the  very  armour  he  had  on. 
When  he  the  ambitious  Norway  combated ; 
So  frownM  he  once,  when,  in  angry  parle,l 
He  smote  the  sledded^  Polack'  on  the  ice. 
Tis  strange. 

Mir.  Thus,  twice  before,  and  jump*  at  this  dead 
hour. 
With  martial  $talk  hath  be  eone  by  our  watch. 

Hor.  In  what  particular  mought  to  work,  I  know 
not; 
But,  in  the  gross  and  scope  of  mine  opinion. 
This  bodes  some  strange  eruption  to  our  state. 

Mar.  Good  now,  sit  down,  and  tell  me,  he  that 
knows. 
Why  this  same  strict  and  most  observant  watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  subject  of  the  land ; 
And  why  such  daily  cast  of  brazen  cannon. 
And  foreign  mart  for  implements  of  war ; 
Why  such  impress  of  shipwrights,  whose  sore  task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunaay  from  the  week : 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  sweatv  haste 
Doth  make  the  night  joint-labourer  with  the  day ; 
Who  is't,  that  can  inform  me .' 

Hor.  That  can  I ; 

At  least,  the  whisper  goes  so.    Our  last  king, 
Whose  image  even  but  now  appearM  to  us. 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 
Thereto  prick'd  on  by  a  most  emulate  pride, 
DarM  to  the  combat ;  in  which  our  valiant  Hamlet 
(For  so  this  side  of  our  known  world  esteemed  him,) 
Did  slay  this  Fortinbras ;  who,  by  a  seal*d  compact. 
Well  ratified  by  law  and  heraldry. 
Did  forfeit,  with  his  life,  all  those  his  lands 
Which  he  stood  seizM  of,  to  the  conqueror : 
Against  the  which,  a  moiety  competent 
Was  gajged  by  our  king ;  which  nad  returned 
To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbras, 
Had  he  been  vanquisher ;  as,  by  (he  same  co-mart,^ 
And  carriage  of  the  article  design*d,6 
His  fell  to  Hamlet :  Now,  sir,  young  Fortir^ras, 
Of  unimproved  mettle  hot  and  full,? 
Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway,  here  and  there, 
Shark'd^  up  a  list  of  landless  resolutes. 
For  food  and  diet,  to  some  enterprise 
That  hath  a  stomach^  in*t :  whicn  is  no  other 
(As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  state,) 
But  to  recover  of  us,  by  strong  hand. 
And  terms  compulsatory,  those  'foresaid  lands 
So  by  his  father  lost :  And  this,  I  take  it, 
Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations ; 
The  source  of  this  our  watch ;  and  the  chief  bead 
Of  this  post-haste  and  romage'O  in  the  land. 

[  Ber.  I  think,  it  be  no  other,  but  even  so : 
Well  may  it  sort,"  that  this  portentous  figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  watch  ;  so  like  the  king 
That  was,  and  is,  the  question  of  these  wars. 

(1)  Dispute.  (2)  Sledged. 

(3)  Polandcr,  an  inhabitant  of  Poland. 

(4)  Just.  (5)  Joint  bargain* 
(6)  The  covenant  to  confirm  that  bargain. 


Hor.  A  mote  it  is,  to  trouble  the  mind^s  eye. 
In  the  most  high  and  palmy  i^  state  of  Rome, 
A  little  ere  the  mightiest  Julius  fell. 
The  graves  stood  tenantless,  and  the  sheeted  dead 
Did  squeak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  streets. 
•    ••••••••••»««• 

As,  stars  with  trains  of  fire  and  dews  of  blood. 
Disasters  in  the  sun ;  and  the  moist  star,^ 
Upon  whose  influence  Neptune's  empire  stands, 
Was  sick  aInxMt  to  doomsday  with  eclipse. 
And  even  the  like  precurse  of  fierce  events, — 
As  harbinger*  preceding  still  the  fates. 
And  prologue  to  the  omen'*  coming  on. 
Have  heaven  and  earth  together  demooatrmted 
Unto  our  climaturef  and  countiyinen. — ] 
Re-enter  Gboat 

But,  soA ;  behold  !  lo,  where  it  comes  arain ! 

cross  it,  though  it  blast  me. — Sta^,  iUaaioB! 
If  thou  hast  any  sound,  or  use  of  voice. 
Speak  to  me : 

It  there  be  anv  good  thing  to  be  done. 
That  may  to  thee  do  ease,  and  grace  to  me, 
Speak  to  me : 

I  r  thou  art  privy  to  thy  country's  fete. 
Which,  happily,  foreknowing  may  avoid, 
O,  speak  I 

Or,  if  thou  hast  uphoarded  in  thy  life 
Extorted  treasure  in  the  womb  oi  earth. 
For  which,  they  say,  you  spirits  oft  walk  in  death, 
[Oock  cram. 
Speak  of  it :— stay,  and  speak. — Stop  it,  Marcellm. 

Mar.  Shall  1  strike  at  it  with  my  partixan? 

Hor.  Do,  if  it  will  not  stand. 

Ber.  'TIS  here ! 

Hor.  Tis  hew! 

Mar.  'Tis  gone!  [£*»< Ghost 

We  do  it  wrong,  heinz  so  majestical. 
To  offer  it  the  show  of  violence  ; 
For  it  is,  as  the  air,  invulnerable. 
And  our  vain  blows  nnalicious  nKxrkery. 

Ber.  It  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  cock  crew. 

Hor,  And  then  it  started,  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  summons.     I  have  hMsard, 
The  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  of  the  room, 
Doth  with  his  \oCtY  and  shrill-sounding  throat 
Awake  the  god  of  day;  and,  at  his  wamii^, 
Whether  in  sea  or  fire,  in  earth  or  air. 
The  extravagant  and  erring^^  spirit  hies 
To  his  confine :  and  of  the  truth  herein 
This  present  object  made  probation. ^^ 

Mar.  It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 
Some  say,  that  ever  'pinst  that  season  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour  s  birth  is  celebrated. 
This  bird  of  dawning  singeth  all  night  kmg: 
And  then  they  sav  no  spint  dares  stir  abroad; 
The  nights  are  wholesome ;  then  no  planets  strike, 
No  fairy  takes,  nor  witch  hath  power  to  chann, 
Sohallow'd  and  so  gracious  is  the  time. 

Hor.  So  I  have  heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  iL 
But,  look,  the  mom,  in  russet  mantle  clad. 
Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill : 
Break  we  our  watch  up ;  and,  by  my  advice. 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  seen  to-night 
Unto  young  Hamlet :  for,  upon  my  life. 
This  spirit,  dumb  to  us,  will  speak  to  him : 
Do  you  consent  we  shall  acquaint  him  with  it, 
.•\s  needful  in  our  loves,  fitting  our  duty .' 

Mar.  Let's do't,  I  pray;  ana  I  this  momii^ know 

(7)  Full  of  spirit  without  experience. 

(8)  Picked.  (9)  Resolution.  (10)  Seairh. 
(11)  Suit.  (12)  Victorious.  (13)  The  moon. 
(14)  Event.      (15)  Wandering.      (16)  Proof. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


Scene  JL 


HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK. 


431 


Where  we  shall  find  him  most  convenient     [Exe. 

SCEJ^TE  II.—The  iame.  A  room  of  state  in  the 
same.  Enter  the  King,  Queen,  Hamlet,  Polo- 
niu!«,  Laertes,  Yoltimand,  Cornelius,  Lords,  and 
Attendants. 

King.  Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  brother's 
death 
The  mcmoT}'  be  green ;  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  grief,  and  our  whole  kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  brow  of  wo ; 
Yet  so  far  hath  discretion  fought  with  nature, 
That  we  with  wisest  sorrow  mink  on  him, 
Tt^ther  with  remembrance  of  ourselves. 
Therefore  our  sometime  sister,  now  our  queen, 
The  im))erial  jointress  of  this  warlike  state. 
Have  we,  as  'twere,  with  a  defeated  joy, — 
With  one  auspicious,  and  one  dropping  eye ; 
With  mirth  in  funeral,  and  with  dirge  in  marriage, 
In  equal  scale  weighing  delight  an^  dole,' 
Taken  to  wife :  nor  have  we  herein  barred 
Your  better  wisdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  affair  along: — For  all,  our  thanks. 

Now  follows,  that  you  know,  young  Fortinbras, — 
Holding  a  weak  sup[)osal  of  our  worth  ; 
Or  thinking,  by  our  late  dear  brother's  death, 
Our  state  to  be  disjoint  and  out  of  frame, 
Colleagued  with  this  dream  of  his  advantage. 
He  hath  not  fail'd  to  pester  us  with  message. 
Importing  the  surrenaer  of  those  lands. 
Lost  by  his  father,  with  all  bands^  of  law. 
To  our  most  valiant  brother. — So  much  for  him. 
Now  for  ourself,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting. 
Thus  much  the  business  is :  We  have  here  writ 
To  Norway,  uncle  of  young  Fortinbras, — 
Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  scarcely  hears 
Of  this  his  nephew's  purpose, — to  suppi-ess 
His  further  gait'  herein ;  in  that  the  levies, 
llie  lists,  and  full  proportions,  are  all  made 
Out  of  his  subject : — and  we  here  despatch 
You,  good  Cornelius,  and  you,  Yoltimand, 
For  bearers  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway ; 
Giving  to  you  no  further  personal  power 
To  business  with  the  king,  more  than  the  scope 
Of  these  dilated  ai-ticlcs  allow. 
Farewell :  and  let  your  haste  commend  vour  duty. 

Cor.  Vol.  In  that,  and  all  things,  will  we  show 
our  duty. 

King.  We  doubt  it  nothing ;  heartily  farewell. 
[Exeunt  Yoltimand  and  Cornelius. 
And  now,  Laertes,  what's  the  news  with  you .' 
You  told  us  of  some  suit ;  What  is't,  Laertes  ? 
You  cannot  speak  of  reason  to  tlje  Dane, 
And  \o&fi  your  voice:   What  would'st  thou  b^, 

L^erte;}, 
That  shall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking  } 
The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart. 
The  hand  more  instrumental  to  the  mouth. 
Than  is  the  throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  father. 
What  would'st  thou  have,  Laertes .' 

LMer.  My  dread  lord, 

Your  leave  and  favour  to  return  to  France; 
From  whence  though  willingly  I  came  to  Denmark, 
To  show  my  duty  m  your  coronation  ; 
Yet  now,  I  must  confess,  that  duty  done, 
My  thoughts  and  wishes  bend  again  toward  France, 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  pardon. 

King.  Have  you  your  father's  leave  }  What  says 
Polonius  .' 

PoL  He  hath,  my  lord,  [wrong  from  me  my  slow 
leave, 
By  laboursome  petition ;  and,  at  last, 

(1)  Grief.        (2)  Bonds.        (3)  Way,  path. 


Upon  his  will  I  seal'd  my  bard  consent :] 
1  do  beseech  you,  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.  Take  thy  fair  hour,  Laertes ;  time  be  thinei 
And  thy  best  graces  :  spend  it  at  thy  will. — 
But  now,  my  cousin  Hamlet,  and  my  son, 

Ham.  \  little  more  than  kin,  and  less  than  kind.4 

[Aside. 

King.  How  is  it  that  the  clouds  still  han^  on  you? 

Ham.  Not  so,  my  lord,  I  am  too  much  I'thc  sun. 

Quten.  Good  Hamlet,  cast  thy  nighted  colour  off*, 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not,  for  ever,  with  thy  veiled  lids* 
Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust : 
Thou  know'st,  'tis  common ;  all,  that  live,  must  die. 
Passing  through  nature  to  eternity. 

Ham.  Ay,  madam,  it  is  common. 

Queen.  If  it  be, 

Why  seems  it  so  particular  with  thee  f 

Ham.  Seems,  madam!  nay,  it  is;  I  know  not 
seems. 
'Tis  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother, 
Nor  customary  suits  of  solemn  black, 
Nor  windy  suspi  ration  of  forc'd  breath, 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye. 
Nor  the  dejected  haviour  of  the  visage. 
Together  with  all  forms,  modes,  shows  of  grief. 
That  can  denote  me  truly  :  These,  indeed,  seem. 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play : 
But  I  have  that  within,  which  passeth  show ; 
These,  but  the  trappings  and  tne  suits  of  wa 

King.  'Tis  sweet  and  commendable  in  your  na- 
ture, Hamlet, 
To  give  these  mourning  duties  to  your  ikther : 
But,  you  must  know,  your  father  lost  a  father; 
That  father  lost  his ;  and  the  survivor  bound 
In  filial  obligation,  for  tome  term 
To  do  obsequious  sorrow  :  But  to  pers^ver 
In  obstinate  condolement,  is  a  course 
Of  impious  stubbornness ;  'tis  unmanly  grief: 
It  shows  a  will  most  incx)rrect  to  heaven  ;* 
A  heart  unfortified,  or  mind  impatient ; 
An  understanding  simple  and  unschool'd  : 
For  what,  we  know,  must  be,  and  is  as  common 
As  any  the  most  vulgar  thin^  to  sense, 
Why  should  we,  in  our  peevish  opposition. 
Take  it  to  heart  ?  Fie  !  'tis  a  fault  to  heaven, 
A  fault  against  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature. 
To  reason  most  absurd ;  whose  common  theme 
Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  still  hath  cried. 
From  the  first  corse,  till  he  that  died  to-day, 
This  must  be  so.    We  prav  you,  throw  to  earth 
This  unprevailin^  wo ;  and  think  of  us 
As  of  a  father :  lor  let  the  world  take  note. 
You  are  the  most  immediate  to  our  throne ; 
And,  with  no  less  nobility  of  love. 
Than  that  which  dearest  father  bears  his  son, 
Do  I  impart  toward  you.     For  your  intent 
In  going  back  to  school  in  Wittenberg, 
It  is  most  retrograded  to  our  desire : 
And,  we  beseech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 
Here,  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye, 
Our  chiefest  courtier,  cousin,  and  our  son. 

Quun.    Let  not  thy  noolher  lose  her  prajen, 
Hamlet ; 
I  pray  thee,  stay  with  us,  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 

Ham.  I  shall  in  all  my  best  obey  you  madam- 

King.  Why,  'tis  a  losing  and  a  fair  reply  • 
Be  as  ourself  in  Denmark. — Madam,  come; 
This  gentle  and  unforc'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  smiling  to  my  heart :  in  grace  whereof, 

(4;  Nature :  a  little  more  than  a  kinsman,  and 
less  than  a  natural  one. 

(5)  Lowering  eyes.  (6)  Contrary. 
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No  jocund  health,  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day. 
But  the  ^reat  caoDOQ  to  the  clouds  shall  tell ; 
And  the  mng*8  rou8e>  the  heaven  shall  bruit^  again, 
Re-speaking  earthly  thunder.    Come  away. 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  Lords,  ^'C.  Polonius, 
and  Laertes. 
Ham.  O,  that  this  too  too  solid  fleah  would 

melt. 
Thaw,  and  resolve^  itself  into  a  dew  ! 
Or,  that  the  Everlasting  had  not  fixM 
His  canon^  Against  self-slaughter !  O  God !  O  God ! 
How  weary,  stale,  flat,  ana  unprofitable. 
Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world  ! 
Fie  on*t !  O  fie  !  *tis  an  unweeded  garden. 
That  grows  to  seed;  things  rank,  and  gross  in 

nature. 
Possess  it  merely.*  That  it  should  come  to  this ! 
But  two  months  dead! — nay,  not  so  much,  not 

two: 
So  excellent  a  king;  that  was,  to  this, 
Hvperion^  to  a  satyr :  so  loving  to  my  mother. 
That  he  might  not  beteem^  the  winds  of  heaven 
Visit  her  face  too  roughly.     Heaven  and  earth ! 
Must  I  remember?  why,  she  would  hang  on  him. 
As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on  :  And  yet,  within  a  month, — 
Let  roe  not  think   on*t ;— Frailty,  thy  name  is 

woman! — 
A  little  nnonth ;  or  ere  those  shoes  were  old. 
With  which  she  followM  my  poor  father's  body. 
Like  Niobe,  all  tears ; — why  she,  even  she, — 

0  heaven !  a  beast,  that  wants  discourse  of  reamn, 
Would  have  moomM  longer, — married  with  my 

uncle. 
My  father's  brother ;  but  no  more  like  my  fiither. 
Than  I  to  Hercules :  Within  a  month ; 
Ere  yet  the  salt  of  most  unri^teous  tears 
Had  left  the  flushing  in  her  ^led  eyes. 
She  married  :— O  most  wicked  speed,  to  post 
With  suah  dexterity  to  incestuous  sheets ! 
It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to,  good ; 
But  break,  my  heart :  for  I  must  hold  my  tongue ! 

Enter  Horatio,  Bernardo,  and  Marcellus. 

Hor.  Hail  to  your  lordship. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  well : 

Horatio, — or  I  do  forget  myself 

Hor.  The  same,  my  lord,  and  your  poor  servant 
ever. 

Ham.   Sir,  my  good  friend ,  I'll  change  that 
name  with  you. 
And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg,  Horatio.^ — 
Marcellus  ? 

Mar.  My  good  lord, 

Ham.  I  am  veiy  glad  to  see  you ;  good  even, 
sir. — 
But  what,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg.^ 

Hor.  A  truant  disposition,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  would  not  hear  your  enemy  say  so : 
Nor  shall  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence. 
To  make  it  truster  of  your  own  report 
Against  yourself:  I  know,  vou  are  no  truant. 
But  what  is  your  afl^air  in  £lsinore  ? 
We'll  teach  you  to  drink  deep  ere  you  depart 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  came  to  see  your  lather's  funeral. 

Ham.  I  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me,  fellow- 
student  ; 

1  think,  it  was  to  see  my  mother's  wedding. 
Hor.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  foUow'd  hard  upon. 

(1)  Draught.         (2)  Report.        (3)  Dissolve. 
(4)  Law.    (5)  Entirely.    (6)  Apollo.    (7)  Sufler. 
(8)  It  was  anciently  the  custom  to  give  a  cold 
entertainment  at  a  funeral. 


Ham.  Thrift,  thriA,  Horatio :  the  funeral-bak*d 
meats^ 
Did  coldly  furnish  forth  the  marria^  tables. 
'Would  I  had  met  my  dearest®  foe  m  heaven 
Or  ever  I  had  seen  that  day,  Horatk> ! — 
My  father,— Melhinks,  I  see  my  father. 

Hor.  Where, 

My  lord.? 
Ham,     In  my  nund^s  eye,  Hcratiow 

Hor.  I  saw  bim  once,  he  was  a  eoodly  king. 

Ham.  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  alf  in  all, 
I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  think  I  saw  him  yesternight 

Ham.  Saw!  who.? 

Hor.  My  lord,  the  king  your  &ther. 

Ham.  The  king  my  father ! 

Hor.  Season  your  admiration  for  a  while 
With  an  attent'^)  ear ;  till  I  may  deliver, 
t'pon  the  witness  of  th€«e  gentlemen, 
Tnis  marvel  to  yai. 

Ham.  For  God's  love,  let  me  bear. 

Hor.  Two  nights  together  had  th^  gentlemen, 
Marcellus  and  Bernardo,  on  their  watc^ 
In  the  dead  waist  and  middle  of  the  nig^t. 
Been  thus  encounter'd.     A  fi^re  like  your  fiftthCT, 
Armed  at  point,  exactly,  cap-a-pe, 
Ap{)ears  before  them,  and,  with  solemn  march, 
(ioes  slow  and  stately  by  them :  thrice  be  walk'o. 
By  their  oppress'd  and  fear-surprised  eyes, 
\Vithin  his  truncheon's  length ;  while  they,  distill'd 
Almost  to  jelly  with  the  act  of  fear. 
Stand  dumb,  and  speak  not  to  him.     This  to  me. 
In  dreadful  secrecy,  impart  they  did; 
And  I  with  them,  the  third  night,  kept  the  watch 
Where,  as  they  had  deliver'd,  both  in  time, 
Konn  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  good, 
The  apparition  comes :  I  knew  your  father ; 
Thojie  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham.  But  where  was  thi-*  * 

Hor.   My  lord,  upon  the  platform  where  we 
watch'd. 

Hum.  Did  you  not  speak  to  it  ? 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  did; 

Rut  answer  made  it  none :  vet  once,  methougfat. 
It  lifted  up  its  head,  and  did  address 
Itself  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  speak  : 
But,  even  then,  the  morning  cock  crew  loud ; 
AnrI  nt  the  sound  it  shrunk  in  haste  away. 
And  \  anish'd  from  our  sight 

Ham.  'Tis  very  stranje. 

Hor.  As  I  do  live,  my  honour'd  lord,  'tis  troe  ; 
And  wc  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty. 
To  let  you  know  of  it 

Hnm.  Indeed,  indeed,  sirs,  but  this  troubles  me 
Hold  you  llie  watch  to-night .? 

^/l.  We  do,  my  loid. 

Hnm.  Arm'd,  say  you  f 

'^ll.  Arm'd,  my  lord. 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe 

^11.  My  lord,  from  head  to  foot 

Ham.  Then  saw  you  no' 

Hi?  face.? 

Hor.  O,  yes,  my  lord ;  he  wore  his  beaver' •  ud. 

Ham.   VVhat,  look'd  he  frowningly  ? 

Hor.  A  cx>untenance  mor« 

In  sorrow  than  m  anger. 

Hajn.  Pale,  or  red .? 

Hor.  Nay,  very  pale. 

Ham.  And  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  you '' 

Hor.  Most  constantly. 

(9)  Chiefest  (10)  Attentive. 

(11)  That  part  of  the  helmet  which  may  be 
lifted  up. 
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Ham.  I  would,  I  had  been  there. 

Hot.  It  would  have  much  amaz'd  you. 

Ham,  Veiy  like, 

Ven-  like  :  StayM  it  long  f 

lior.  While  one  with  moderate  haste  might  tell 
a  hundred. 

Mar.  Ber.  Loneer,  longer. 

Hor.  Not  when  I  saw  it 

Ham.  His  beard  was  grixzled  ^  no .' 

Hor.  It  was,  as  I  have  seen  it  in  his  life, 
A  sable  silver'd. 

Ham.  I  will  watch  to-night ; 

Perchance,  ^twill  walk  again. 

Hor.  I  warrant,  it  will. 

Ham^  If  it  assume  my  noble  father's  person, 
IMl  speak  to  it,  though  hell  itself  should  gape. 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.     I  pray  you  all. 
If  you  have  hitherto  concealed  this  sight. 
Let  it  be  tenable  in  your  silence  still ; 
And  whatsoever  else  shall  hap  to-night. 
Give  it  an  understanding,  but  no  tongue ; 
I  will  requite  your  loves  :  So,  fare  you  well : 
Upon  the  platform,  Uwixt  eleven  and  twelve, 
ri  I  visit  you. 

AU.  Our  duty  to  your  honour. 

Ham.  Your  loves,  as  mine  to  you :  Farewell. 
\IlxtuiU  Horatio,  Marcellus,  and  Bernardo. 
My  father's  spirit  in  arms  !  all  is  not  well ; 
I  doubt  some  foul  play :  'would,  the  night  were 

come! 
Till  then  sit  still,  my  soul :  Foul  deeds  will  rise, 
Though  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them,  to  men's 
eyes.  [Exit. 

SCEJSTE  HI.— A  room  in  Polonius's  htmse.    En- 
ter Laertes  and  Ophelia. 

Laer.  My  necessaries  are  embark'd ;  farewell : 
And,  sister,  as  the  winds  give  benefit. 
And  convoy  is  assistant,  do  not  sleep. 
But  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Oph.  Do  you  doubt  that  ? 

Laer.  For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  ms  favour. 
Hold  it  a  fashion,  and  a  toy  in  blood ; 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature, 
Forward,  not  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting, 
The  perfume  and  suppliance  of  a  minute ; 
No  more.  * 

Oph.      No  more  but  so .' 

Laer.  Think  it  no  more : 

For  nature,  crescent,*  does  not  grow  alone 
In  thews,^  and  bulk  ;  but,  as  this  temple  waxes. 
The  inward  service  of  the  mind  and  soul 
Grows  wide  withal.    Perhaps,  he  loves  ^ou  now ; 
And  now  no  soil,  nor  cautcl,'  doth  besmirch^ 
The  virtue  of  his  will :  but,  you  must  fear. 
His  greatness  weigh'd,  his  will  is  not  his  own ; 
For  he  himself  is  subject  to  his  birth  : 
He  may  not,  as  unvalued  persons  do. 
Carve  for  himself;  for  on  his  choice  depends 
The  safety  and  the  health  of  the  whole  state  * 
And  therefore  must  his  choice  be  circumscrib'd 
Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body 
Whereof  he  is  the  head :   Then  ii  ne  says  he 

loves  vou. 
It  fits  your  wisdom  so  far  to  believe  it. 
As  he  in  his  particular  act  and  place 
May  give  his  saying  deed ;  which  is  no  furtner 
Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 
Then  weigh  what  loss  your  honour  may  sustain, 

(1)  Increasing.  (2)  Sinews. 

(3)  Subtlety,  deceit  (4)  Discolour. 

(5)  Bt^lieving.     (6)  Listen  to.     (7)  Licentious. 

(BJ  Most  cautious.  (9)  Careless. 


If  with  too  credent'  ear  you  list^  his  songs; 

Or  lose  your  heart ;  or  your  chaste  treasure  open 

To  his  unmaster'd?  importunity. 

Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dear  sister ; 

And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  afiTectioo, 

Out  of  the  shot  and  danger  of  desire. 

The  chariest^  maid  is  prodigal  enough. 

If  she  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  moon  :  ^ 

Virtue  itself  scapes  not  calumnious  strokes : 

The  canker  galls  the  infants  of  the  spring. 

Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  disclos'd ; 

And  in  the  nrx)m  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 

Contagious  blastments  are  most  imminent 

Be  wary  then :  best  safety  lies  in  fear ; 

Vouth  to  itself  rebels,  though  none  else  near. 

Oph,  I  shall  the  effect  of  this  good  lesson  keep. 
As  watchman  to  my  heart :  But,  good  my  brother. 
Do  not,  as  some  ungracious  pastors  do. 
Show  me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven  ; 
Whilst,  like  a  puff'd  and  reckless^  libertine. 
Himself  the  primrose  path  of  dalliance  treads. 
And  recks  not  his  own  read.io 

Laer.  O  fear  me  not 

1  stay  too  long ; — But  here  my  father  comes. 

Enter  Polonius. 

A  double  blessing  is  a  double  grace ; 
Occasion  smiles  upon  a  second^ leave. 

Pol.   Yet  here,  Laertes!  aboard,  aboard,  for 
shame; 
The  wind  sits  in  the  shoulder  of  your  sail. 
And  you  are  staid  for :  There, — my  blessing  with 
you  ;  [Laying  his  hemd  on  LaeTterhead, 
And  these  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 
Look  thou  character.  >  >  Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue. 
Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  act. 
Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vul^r. 
The  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried. 
Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hooks  of  steel ; 
But  00  not  dull  thy  palm'^  with  entertainment 
Of  each  new-hatch'd,  unfledg'd  comrade.    Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel :  but,  being  in. 
Bear  it  that  the  opposer  may  beware  of  thee. 
Give  evenr  man  tnine  ear,  but  few  thy  voice : 
Take  each  man's  censure,!'  but  reserve  thy  judg- 
ment 
Costly  thy  habit  as  thjr  purse  can  buy, 
But  not  express'd  in  Umcy ;  rich,  not  gaudy : 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man ; 
And  they  in  France,  of  the  best  rank  and  station, 
Are  most  select  and  generous, ^^  chief >'  in  that 
Neither  a  borrower,  nor  a  lender  be : 
For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend ; 
And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandly.  18 
This  above  all, — To  thine  ownself  be  true ; 
And  it  must  follow,  as  the  night  the  day. 
Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  an^  man. 
Farewell ;  my  blessing  season'?  this  in  thee ! 

Laer.  Most  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

PU.  The  time  invites  you ;  go,  your  se'rvants 
tend.»8 

Laer.  Farewell,  Ophelia ;  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  said  to  you. 

Oph,  'Tis  in  my  memory  lock'd, 

And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Laer.  Farewell.  [£xi/ Laertes. 

Pol.  What  is't,  Ophelia,  he  hath  said  to  you  f 

Oph.  So  please  you,  something  touching  the  lord 
Hamlet 


(10)  Regards  not  his  own  I 

(11)  Write.  (12)  Palm  of  the  hand. 
(13)  Opinion.       (14)  Noble.      (15)  Chiefly. 
(16)  Economy.      (17)  Infix.      (18)  Wait 
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Ad  I 


PoL  Many,  well  bethoagfat : 
Tis  told  me,  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Giren  private  time  to  you :  and  you  yourself 
Have  of  your  audience  been  most  free  and  boun- 


If  it  be  BO  (as  so  'tis  put  on  me, 
And  that  in  way  of  caution,)  I  must  tell  too, 
You  do  not  unoentand  yourself  so  clearly, 
As  it  behoves  my  daughter,  and  your  honour: 
What  is  between  you 7  give  me  up  the  truth. 

Oph.  He  hath,  my  lord,  of  late,  made  many 
tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me. 

PoL  Affection  ?  puh !  you  speak  like  a  green  girl, 
Unsifted^  in  such  perilous  circumstance. 
Doyou  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them? 

Oph,  I  do  not  know,  my  lord,  what  I  should 
think. 

PoL  Marry,  IMl  teach  you :  think  yourself  a  baby; 
That  rou  have  ta*en  these  tenders  for  true  pay. 
Which  are  not  steriing.    Tender  yourself  more 

dearly ; 
Or  (not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  phrase, 
Wrompne  it  thus,)  youMl  tender  me  a  tool. 

Oph.  My  lord,  he  hath  imp6rtun*d  me  with  love. 
Id  honourable  &shioo.3 

Pol.  Ay,  fashion  you  may  call  it ;  go  to,  go  ta 

Oph.  And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  speech, 
my  lord. 
With  almost  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven. 

PoL  Ay,  springes  to  catch  woodcocks.  I  do  know. 
When  tlie  blood  bums,  bow  prodigal  the  soul 
Lends  the  tongue  vows :  these  blazes,  daughter. 
Giving  more  light  than  heat,— extinct  in  both. 
Even  u  their  promise,  as  it  is  a  making, — 
You  must  not  take  for  fire.    From  this  time. 
Be  somewhat  scanter  of  your  maiden  presence ; 
Set  your  entreatmentB*  at  a  higher  rate. 
Than  a  command  to  parley.    For  lord  Hamlet, 
Believe  so  much  in  hun.  That  he  is  young ; 
And  with  a  lac;^r  tetheH  mey  he  walk, 
Than  may  be  given  you :  In  tew,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  liis  vows :  for  they  are  brokers,* 
Not  of  that  die  which  their  investments  show. 
But  mere  implorator^  of  unholy  suits. 
Breathing  like  sanctified  and  pious  bonds. 
The  better  to  beguile.    This  is  for  all,— 
I  would  not,  in  plain  tenns,  from  this  time  forth 
Have  you  so  slander  any  moment's  leisure, 
As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  lord  Hamlet 
Look  to*t,  I  charge  you ;  come  your  ways. 

Oph.  I  shall  obey,  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 

SCKN'E  IK.— The  platform.     Enter  Hamlet, 
Horatio,  ana  Marcellus. 

Ham.  The  air  bites  shrewdly ;  it  is  very  cold. 
Hot.  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager'  air. 
Ham.  What  hour  now .' 
Hot.  I  think,  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

JIfar.  No,  it  is  struck. 

Hot.  Indeed  f  I  heard  it  not ;  it  then  dmws  near 
the  season. 
Wherein  the  spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. 

[A  JUrurith  of  trumpets,  and  ordnance 
diot  off,  within. 
What  does  this  mean,  my  lord  f 
Ham.  The  king  doth  wake  to-night,  and  takes 
his  rouse,* 
Keeptwas8el,'and  the  swaggering  up-npring'O  reels; 

fl)  Untempted.     (2)  Manner.     (3)  Company. 

(4)  Longer  line ;  a  hone  fastened  by  a  string  to 
ft  ttake,  is  tethered. 

(5)  Pimps.        (6)  ImpIorerB.         (7)  Sharp. 


And,  as  he  drains  bis  draogfato  of  Rhenish  down. 
The  kettle-drum  and  trumpet  dras  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hor.  Is  it  a  custom? 

Ham.  Ay,  many,  is*t : 
But  to  my  mind, — though  I  am  natire  here. 
And  to  the  manner  bom, — it  is  a  custom 
More  honour*d  in  the  breach,  than  the  observaooe. 
This  heavy-headed  revel,  east  and  west. 
Makes  us  traducM,  and  tax*d  of  other  nations: 
They  clepe^i  us,  drunkards,  and  wi&  swinish  phrase 
Soil  our  addition ;  and,  indeed,  it  takes 
From  our  achievements,  though  peifonn*d  at  height. 
The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute. 
So,  on  it  chances  in  particular  men. 
That,  for  some  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them. 
As,  in  their  birth  (wherein  they  are  not  guilty. 
Since  nature  cannot  choose  his  origin,) 
By  the  o*ergrowth  of  some  complexkNi,*^ 
OA  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reason; 
Or  by  som«  nabit,  that  too  much  o'er-leavens 
The  (oan  of  plausive  manners ; — that  these  men,— 
Canying,  I  say,  the  stamp  of  one  defect ; 
Being  nature's  liveiy,  or  fortune's  star, — 
Their  virtues  else  (be  they  as  pure  as  grace. 
As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo,) 
Shall,  in  the  general  censure,  take  corruolkin 
From  that  particular  fault :  The  dram  of^base 
Doth  all  the  noble  substance  often  dout,i' 
To  his  own  scandal. 

£iiler  Ghost 

Hor.  Look,  my  lord,  it  comes ! 

Ham.  Angels  and  ministers  of  grace  defend  us!- 
Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health,  or  goblin  damn'd, 
Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven,  or  blasts  from  bell. 
Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable. 
Thou  com'st  in  such  a  questionable'^  shape, 
That  I  will  speak  to  thee ;  Pll  call  thee  Hamlet, 
King,  father,  royal  Dane :  O,  answer  me : 
Let  me  not  burst  in  ignorance !  but  tell. 
Why  thy  canoniz'd  Umes,  hearsed  in  death. 
Have  burst  their  cerements !  why  the  sepulchre. 
Wherein  we  saw  thee  quietly  in-um'd. 
Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  ana  marble  laws. 
To  cast  thee  up  again  !  What  may  thu  mean. 
That  thou,  dead  corse,  again,  in  c6mplete  steel, 
Revisit'st  tfius  the  glimpses  of  the  moon. 
Making  night  hideous ;  and  we  fools  of  nature, 
So  horridly  to  shake  our  disposition, i< 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  souls.' 
Say,  why  is  this?  wherefore?  what  should  we  do? 

Hor.  It  beckons  you  to  so  away  with  it. 
As  if  it  some  impartment  did  desire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar.  Look,  with  what  courteous  actkn 

ft  waves  you  to  a  more  remoredM  ground : 
But  do  not  go  with  it 

Hor.  No,  by  no  means. 

Ham.  It  will  not  speak ;  then  I  will  follow  it 

Hor.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  what  should  be  the  fear? 

I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee ;(' 
And,  for  my  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that. 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  itself? 
It  ivaves  me  forth  again ; — I'll  follow  it 

Hor.  What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  flood,iiif 
lord, 
Or  to  the  dreadful  summit  of  the  clifl^ 

(8)  Jovial  draught     (9)  Jollity.     (10)  A  c 
(11)  Call.  (12)  Humour. 

(13)  Do  out     (14)  Conversable.     (15)  Fiiffla 
(16)  Remote.  (17)  Value. 
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That  beetleitl  o'er  his  base  into  the  sea  ? 
And  there  asnime  some  other  horrible  form. 
Which  might  deprive  your  sovereignty  of  reason. 
And  draw  you  into  madness?  think  of  it : 
The  very  place  puts  to^s?  of  desperation, 
Without  more  naotive,  mto  every  brain. 
That  looks  so  many  fathoms  to  the  sea. 
And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham.  It  waves  me  still  :— 

Go  on,  IMl  follow  thee. 

Mar.  You  shall  not  go,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Hold  off  your  bands. 

Hot.  Be  rul'd,  you  shall  not  go. 

Ham.  My  fate  cries  out, 

And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  lion's  nerve. — 

[Ghost  beckons. 
Still  am  I  caird ; — unhand  me,  gentlemen ; — 

[  Breaking  Jrom  them. 
By  heaven,  I'll  make  a  gnost  of  him  that  \eti^ 

me  : — 
I  say,  away  : — Go  on,  I'll  follow  thee. 

[Exeunt  Ghost  and  Hamlet. 

Hot.  He  waxes  desperate  with  imagination. 

Mar.  Let's  follow;  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 

Hor.  Have  after: — To  what  issue  will  thiscome  ? 

Mar.  Something  is  rotten  in  the  state  of  Den- 
mark. 

Hor.  Heaven  will  direct  it. 

Mar.  Nay,  let's  follow  him. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE  V.^A  more  remote  part  qf  the  plat- 
form.   Re-enier  Ghost  and  Hamlet 

Ham.  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  me?  speak;  I'll 
eo  no  further. 

GhoaL  Mark  me. 

Ham.  I  will. 

Ghost.  My  hour  is  almost  come, 

When  I  to  sulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
Must  render  up  myself 

Ham.  Alas,  poor  ghost ! 

Ghost.  Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  serious  hearing 
To  what  I  shall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak,  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghost.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  sbalt 
bear. 

Ham.  What? 

Ghost.  I  am  thy  father's  spirit : 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night; 
And,  for  the  day,  confin'd  to  fast  in  fires, 
Till  the  foul  crimes,  done  in  my  days  of  nature, 
Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away.     But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  secrets  of  my  prison-house, 
I  could  a  tale  unfold,  whose  lightest  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  soul ;  freeze  thy  young  blood 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  start  from  their 

spheres ; 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part, 
An^  each  particular  hair  to  stand  an-end. 
Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  Porcupine  : 
But  this  eternal  blazon^  must  not  be 
To  ears  of  flesh  and  blood  :— List,  list,  O  list  !— 
If  thou  didst  ever  thy  dear  father  love, 

Ham.  O  heaven ! 

Ghost.   Revenge  his  foul  and  most  unnatural 
murder. 

Ham.  Murder? 

Ghost.  Murder  most  foul,  as  in  the  best  it  is; 
Bat  this  most  foul,  strange,  and  uimaturaL 

(1)  Hangs.  (2)  Whims.  (3)  Hinders. 

(4)  Display.  (5)  Garden.         (6)  Satiate. 

(7)  Henbane.     (8)  Scab,  scur£     (9)  Leprous. 


Ham.  Haste  me  to  know  it ;  that  I,  with  wingi 
as  swift 
As  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  love, 
May  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

Ghost.  I  find  thee  apt ; 

And  duller  should'st  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
That  rots  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharf, 
Would'st  thou  not  stir  in  this.    Now,  Hamlet,  hear : 
'Tis  given  out,  that,  sleeping  in  mine  orchard,' 
A  serpent  stung  me ;  so  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 
Is,  by  a  forged  process  of  mr  death, 
Rankly  abus'd  :  but  know,  thou  noble  youth. 
The  serpent  that  did  sting  thy  father's  life. 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.  O,  my  prophetic  soul !  my  uncle ! 

Ghost.  Ay,  that  incestuous,  that  adulterate  bea»C, 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,  with  traitorous  gifts, 
(O  wicked  wit,  and  gifts,  that  have  the  power 
So  to  seduce !)  won  to  his  shameful  lust 
The  will  of  my  most  seemine- virtuous  queen : 
O,  Hamlet,  what  a  falling  on  was  there ! 
From  me,  whose  love  was  of  that  dignity. 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 
1  made  to  her  in  marriage ;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  wretch,  whose  natural  gifts  were  poor 
To  those  of  mine ! 

But  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  mov'd. 
Though  lewdness  court  it  in  a  shape  of  heaven : 
So  lust,  though  to  a  radiant  angel  llnk'd, 
Will  sate^  itself  in  a  celestial  bed. 
And  prey  on  garbage. 

But,  soft !  methinks,  I  scent  the  morning  air ; 
Brief  let  me  be  : — Sleeping  within  mine  orchard. 
My  custom  always  of  tne  afternoon. 
Upon  my  secure  hour  thv  uncle  stole, 
V\  ith  juice  of  cursed  hebenon^  in  a  vial. 
And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 
The  leperous  distilment :  whose  effect 
Holds  such  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man. 
That,  swift  as  quicksilver,  it  courses  through 
The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body  ; 
And,  with  a  sudden  vigour,  it  doth  posset 
And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk. 
The  thin  and  wholesome  olood  :  so  did  it  mine : 
.And  a  most  instant  tetter^  bark'd  about. 
Most  lazar-like,9  with  vile  and  loathsome  crust, 
All  my  smooth  body. 

Thus  was  I,  sleeping,  by  a  brother's  band. 
Of  life,  of  crown,  of  queen,  at  once  despatch'd:^ 
Cut  off  even  in  the  blossoms  of  my  sin, 
Unhousel'd,!!  disappointed,!^  unanel'd;!' 
.No  reckoning  made,  but  sent  to  my  account 
With  all  my  imperfections  on  mv  head : 
O,  horrible!  O,  horrible  !  most  horrible ! 
If  thou  hast  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not ; 
Let  not  the  royal  bed  ot  Denmark  be 
A  couch  for  luxury  and  damned  incest 
But,  howsoever  thou  pursu'st  this  act. 
Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  soul  contrive 
Against  thy  mother  aught ;  leave  her  to  heaven. 
And  to  those  thorns  thai  in  her  bosom  lodge. 
To  prick  and  stin^  her.    Fare  thee  well  at  once ! 
The  glow-worm  shows  the  matin  to  be  near, 
And  'gins  to  pale  his  uneffectual  fire: 
Adieu,  adieu,  adieu !  remember  me.  \Exit 

Ham.  O  all  you  host  of  heaven !  O  earth !  what 

And  shall  I  c^ple  hell  .^-O  fie  .'—Hold,  hold,  mf 
heart; 

(10)  Bereft. 

hi)  Without  having  received  the  sacrament 

(12)  Unappointed,  unprepared. 

(13)  Without  extreme  uoctioo. 
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And  joa,  117  tioewi,  gprovr  not  iiwCuit  old. 
But  bear  me  stiffly  up! — Remember  thee ? 
Aj,  tboa  poor  ghott,  while  memorr  hold*  a  seat 
Id  this  distracted  elobe.1    Remember  thee  f 
Yea,  faom  the  tabte  of  my  memoiy 
1*11  wipe  away  all  trivial  food  records, 
All  saws'  of  books,  all  foims,  all  pressaras  past. 
That  Toath  and  observation  copied  there ; 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  shall  li?e 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  mv  brain, 
Unmix*d  with  baser  matter :  yes,  by  heaven. 
O  most  pernicious  woman! 

0  villain,  villain,  smiling,  damned  villain ! 
My  tables,*— meet  it  is,  I  set  it  down, 

That  one  may  smile,  and  smile,  and  be  a  villain; 
At  least,  I  am  sore,  it  may  be  so  in  Denmark : 

[IVriting. 
So^  wicle|,  there  ^OQ  are.    Now  to  my  word ; 
It  is,  Adieu^  aduu!  remember  me, 

1  have  swom'L 

Hor.  llVithin.1  My  loid,  mj  lord, 

Mar.  IfVithin.)  Lord  Hamlet, 

Hor.  [IViihin.]  Heaven  secure  him! 

Ham.  So  be  it 

Mar.  [WWtm.]  Illo,  ho,  ho,  my  loid ! 
Ham.  Uillo,  ho,  ho,  boy !  come,  bird,  come. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Mar.  How  it*t,  my  noble  lord  f 

Hor.  What  news,  my  lord  ? 

HawL  O,  wondezfnl ! 

Hor.  Good  loy  lord,  tell  it 

Ham.  No; 

Yon  will  reveal  it 

Hor.  Not  I,  my  lord,  by  heaven. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord 

Ham.  How  say  yon  then ;  would  heart  of  man 
oocethmkit?' 
But  jouHl  be  secret, 

lior.  Mar.  Ay,  by  heaven,  my  lord. 

Horn.  There*!  ne'er  a  viUam,  dwelling  in  all 
Denmark, 
Bat  ha*s  an  arrant  knave. 

Hor.  There  needs  no  ghost,  my  knd,  come  from 
the  grave, 
To  tell  US  this. 

Ham.  Why,  right ;  yon  are  in  the  right ; 

And  so,  without  mora  circumstance  at  all, 
I  bold  it  fit,  that  we  shake  hands,  and  part : 
Yon,  as  your  business,  and  desire,  shall  point 

you;— 
For  eveipr  man  hath  business,  and  desire. 
Such  as  It  is, — and,  ibr  my  own  poor  part. 
Look  you,  I  will  go  pray. 

Hor.  These  are  but  wild  and  whiriing  words, 
my  lord. 

Ham.  I  am  sony  they  oflend  yon,  heartily ;  yes, 
'Faith,  heartily. 

Hor.  There's  no  offence,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Yes,  by  Saint  Patrick,  but  there  ts,  Horatio, 
And  much  oflencetoa  Touching  this  vision  here, — 
It  is  an  honest  ghost,  that  let  me  tell  you ; 
For  your  desire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
O'eMnaater  it  as  vou  may.   And  now,  ^ood  friends, 
As  you  are  fnenos,  scholars,  and  soldiers, 
Give  me  one  poor  request 

Her.  What  is't,  my  lord  f 

We  will 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  seen 
to*night 

Hor.  Mar.  My  lord,  we  will  not 

(1)  Head.        (2)  Sayings,  sentenoei. 
(3)  Memorandum*book. 


In  frith, 


Ham.  Nay,  but 

Hor. 
My  lord,  not  L 

Mar.  Nor  I,  Bay  knd,  in  fiuth. 

Ham.  Upon  mv  sword. 

Mar.  We  have  sworn,  my  lord,  already. 

Ham.  Indeed,  upon  my  sword,  indeed. 

Ghost.  [Beneath.]  Swear. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha,  boy!  sav'st  thoa  wof  ait  thou 
there,  tme-penny  r 
Gxne  on,— you  hear  this  relkiw  in  the  cellarage,— 
Consent  to  swear. 

Hor.  Pkopose  the  oath,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Never  to  speak  of  this  diat  you  have  seen. 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

Ghost  [Beneaih.]  Swear. 

Ham.   Hie  et  ubiguef*  then  we'll  shiA  our 
ground  :— 
Come  hitMr,  sentlemen, 
And  lay  your  hands  upon  my  fwoid : 
Swear  by  my  sword. 
Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  heard. 

Ghost  [Beneath.]  Swear  by  his  sword. 

Ham.   Well  said,  old  mole!  canst  worii  fthe 
earth  so  frst? 
A  worthy  pioneer!— Once  mora  vemore,  good 
friends. 

Hor.  O  day  and  night,  but  this  is  wondions 
strange! 

Ham.  And  therefore  as  a  stranger  give  it  wel- 
come. 
There  are  more  thim  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatkn 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philosophy. 

But  come ; 

Here,  as  before,  never,  so  help  you  mernr ! 

How  strange  or  odd  soe'er  I  bear  mvseli. 

As  I,  perchance,  hereafter  thall  think  meet 

To  put  an  antic  disposition  on, — 

That  you,  at  such  times,  seeing  me,  never  shall. 

With  arms  encumbered  thus,  or  this  head-shake. 

Or  by  pronouncing  of  some  doubtful  phrase. 

As,  ivetlfWU^w  know  f—ix^  Weamtdyanifyee 

would}— m,][fvos  list  to  speak  i—ixst  Therehtton 

if  they  might  f— 

Or  such  ambiguous  giving  oat,  to  note 

That  you  know  aught  of  me :— This  do  you  swear. 

So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  most  need  help  you ! 

Ghost.  [Beneath.]  Swear. 

Ham.  Rest,  rest,  perturbed  spirit !  So,  gentlemen, 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  roe  to  you : 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
Ma  V  do,  to  express  his  love  and  friending  to  yon, 
God  willing,  shall  not  lack.    Let  ua  go  in  together ; 
And  still  yoar  fingers  on  your  lips,  I  pray. 
The  time  is  out  of  joint  ;---0  cursed  qiite. 
That  ever  I  was  born  to  set  it  right ! 
Nay,  come,  let's  go  together.  [£mioiL 


ACT  n. 

SC£JV£  l—A  room  mPbkmius's  htmsi.  Enkr 
Pokmius  and  Reynalda 

PoL  Give  him  this  money,  and  theae  notes,  Rej* 

nalda 
Jleu.  I  will,  my  kird. 
Pot  You  shall  do  manrelkms  wisely,  good  Ray* 

naldo. 
Before  you  visit  him,  to  make  inquiry 


(4)  Here  and  eveiy 
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Of  hi*  behavioar. 

Rev.  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it 

FoL  Many,  well  said :  very  well  said.    Look 

you,  sir. 

Inquire  me  first  what  Danskersi  are  in  Paris ; 

And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they 

keep, 
What  company,  at  what  expense  ;  and  finding, 
Bv  this  encompassment  and  dhA  of  queiition. 
That  they  do  know  my  son,  come  you  more  nearer 
Than  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it : 
Take  you,  as  *twere,  some  distant  knowledge  of 

him; 
As  thus, — /  know  his  father^  and  his  friends^ 
And,  in  f  arty  him ; — Do  you  mark  this,  Reynaldo? 

Key.  Ay,  ver}'  well,  my  lord. 

Pol.  Andy  in  pari,  htm; — but^  you  may  say, 
not  toell : 
Bitty  if^t  he  he  I  mean,  ?u's  very  wild  ; 
Addicted  so  and  so ; — and  there  put  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  pleatie  ;  many,  none  so  rank 
As  may  dishonour  him  ;  take  heed  of  that ; 
But,  sir,  such  wanton,  wild,  and  usual  slips, 
As  are  companions  noted  and  most  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

Jiey.  As  gaming,  my  lord. 

PoL  Ay,  or  drinking,  fencing,  swearing,  quar- 
relling, 
Drabbine  : — You  may  go  so  far. 

Rey.  My  lord,  that  would  dishonour  him. 

Pol.  Taith,  no;  as  you  may  season  it  io  the 
charge. 
You  must  not  put  another  scandal  on  him. 
That  he  is  open  to  incontinency  ; 
Tliat's  not  my  meaning :  but  breathe  his  faults  90 

quaintly, 
That  they  may  seem  the  taints  of  liberty  : 
The  flash  and  out- break  of  a  fiery  mind; 
A  savageness^  in  unreclaimed  blood. 
Of  general  assault 

Hey.  But,  my  good  lord,^^ 

Pol.  Wherefore  should  you  do  this .' 

Rey.  Ay,  my  lord, 

I  would  know  that 

PoL  Many,  sir,  here's  my  drift; 

And,  I  belieye,  it  is  a  fetcn  of  warrant: 
You  laying  these  slight  sullies  on  my  son. 
As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  soilM  i*the  working, 
Mark  you, 

Your  party  in  converse,  him  you  would  sound, 
Having  ever  seen  in  the  prenominate*  crimes. 
The  youth  you  breathe  of,  guilty,  be  assur*d, 
He  closes  with  you  in  this  consequence ; 
Good  «ir,  or  so ;  or  Jnend,  or  gentleman^ — 
According  to  the  phrase,  or  the  addition. 
Of  man,  and  country. 

Rey.  Very  good,  my  lord, 

Pol.  And  then,  sir,  does  he  this, — He  does — 
What  was  I  about  to  say  ? — By  the  mass,  I  was 
about  to  say  something : — Where  did  I  leave  f 

Rev.  At,  closes  in  the  consequence. 

PoL  At,  closes  in  the  consequence, — Ay^  marry ; 
He  closes  with  you  thus : — /  know  the  gentleman ; 
I  saw  him  yesterday y  or  Cother  dayy 
Or  then,  or  then ;  with  such,  or  such ;  and,  tis 

you  say. 
There  was  he  gaming ;  there  overtook  in  his  rouse ; 
There  falling  out  at  tennis :  or,  perchance, 
I  saw  him  enter  such  a  house  of  sale, 
(Videlicety*  a  brothel,)  or  so  forth.— 
See  you  now ; 


Your  bait  of  falsehood  takes  this  carp  of  truth : 

And  thus  do  we  of  wisdom  and  of  reach. 

With  windlaces,  and  \^th  assays  of  bias, 

By  indirections  find  directions  out; 

So,  by  former  lecture  and  advice. 

Shall  you  my  son :  You  have  me,  have  you  not  ? 

Rey.  My  lord,  I  have. 

Pol.  God  be  wV  you ;  fare  you  well 

Reu.  Good  my  lord, 

Pol.  Observe  nis  inclination  in  yourself. 

Rev.  I  shall,  mj  lord. 

Pol.  And  let  him  ply  his  music. 

Rey.  Well,  my  loreL    [Exit 

Enter  Ophelia. 

PoL  Farewell!— How  now,  Ophelia?  what's 
the  matter  ? 

OpK  O,  my  lord,  my  lord,  I  have  been  so  af- 
frighted ! 

PoL  With  what,  in  the  name  of  heaven  f 

Oph.  My  lord,  as  I  was  sewing  in  mv  cloaet, 
Lord  Hamlet, — with  his  doublet  all  uni>racM ; 
No  hat  upon  his  head ;  his  stockings  foui'd, 
Ungarter'd,  and  down-gyved^  to  his  ancle ; 
Pale  as  his  shirt ;  his  knees  knocking  each  other ; 
And  with  a  look  so  piteous  in  purport, 
As  if  he  had  been  loosed  out  of  hell. 
To  speak  of  horrors, — ^he  comes  before  me. 

PoL  Mad  for  thy  love  > 

Oph.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know ; 

But,  truly,  I  do  fear  it 

PoL  What  said  he .? 

Oph.  He  took  roe  by  the  wrist,  and  held  me 
hard; 
Then  goes  he  to  the  leneth  of  all  his  arm ; 
And,  with  his  other  hand  thus  o*er  his  brow, 
He  falls  to  such  perusal  of  my  face. 
As  he  would  draw  it.     Long  stay'd  he  so; 
At  last, — a  little  shaking  of  mine  arm. 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down, — 
He  rais'd  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound. 
As  it  did  seem  to  shatter  all  his  bulk,<l 
And  end  his  being :  That  done,  he  lets  me  go : 
And,  with  his  head  over  his  shoulder  tum'd, 
He  seem*d  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes ; 
For  out  o'doors  he  went  without  their  helps. 
And,  to  the  last,  bended  their  light  on  mo. 

Pol.  Come,  go  with  me ;  I  wiQ  go  seek  the  king. 
This  is  the  very  ecstacy  of  love ; 
Whose  violent  property  foredoes'  itself. 
And  leads  the  will  to  desperate  undertakings, 
As  oft  as  any  passion  unaer  heaven. 
That  does  afilict  our  natures.     I  am  sorry, — 
What,  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late.' 

Oph.  No,  my  good  lord ;  but,  as  you  did  com- 
mand, 
I  did  repel  his  letters,  and  denied 
His  access  to  me. 

PoL  That  hath  made  him  mad. 

I  am  sorry,  that  with  better  heed  and  judgment, 
I  had  not  quoted^  him :  I  fear'd,  he  did  but  trifle. 
And  meant  to  wreck  thee ;  but,  beshrew  my  jeal- 
ousy ! 
It  seems,  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cast  beyond  ourselves  jn  our  opinions. 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  sort 
To  lack  discretion.     Come,  gro  we  to  the  king : 
This  must  be  known;  which,  being  kept  clote, 

might  move 
More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  love. 
Come.  [Exeunt   . 


(1)  Danes.  (2)  Wildness.  (5)  Hanging  down,  like  fetters.         (6)  Boo|jr. 

(3)  Already  named.  (4)  That  is  to  say.  (7)  Destroys.  (8)  Observed 
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SCEA^E  TT.—A  room  m  the  casiU.  Enter  Kine, 
Queen,  RoaeocranU,  Guildeostera,  mnd  AUnul- 
anit.  , 

King.  Welcome,  dear  RoteocranU,  and  Gail- 
den«tem  ! 
Moreover  thai  we  much  did  lon;^  to  see  you. 
The  need  we  have  to  use  you,  did  provoke 
Our  ha»lv  sending.     Something  have  you  beard 
Of  Hamlet's  transformation  ;  so  I  call'  it. 
Since  not  the  exterior  nor  the  inward  man 
Resembles  that  it  was :  What  it  hhould  be. 
Mare  than  his  father's  death,  that  thus  hath  pat  him 
So  much  from  the  undentandinje:  of  himwl^ 
I  cannot  dream  of:  I  entreat  jrou  both. 
That, — beingof  so  joung  days  brought  up  with  him; 
And,  fince,  so  neighbour'd  to  hit  youth  and  hu- 
mour,— 
That  you  vouchsafe  your  rest  here  in  oar  court 
Some  little  tfine  :  so  by  your  companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleasures  ;  and  to  gather. 
So  much  as  from  occasion  you  may  glean. 
Whether  aught,  to  us  unknown,  afflicts  him  that, 
That,  open'ci,  lies  within  our  remedy. 

Qiutn.  Good  gentlemen,  be  hath  much  talkM 
of  you ; 
And,  sure  I  am,  two  men  there  are  not  livings 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.     If  it  will  .please  yoa 
To  show  us  so  much  gentry,!  and  good  will. 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  a  while. 
For  the  supply  and  pro6t  of  our  hope, 
Your  visitation  shall  receive  such  thanks 
As  fits  a  king's  remembrance. 

Ro$.  Both  your  majesties 

Mi<^ht,  by  the  sovereign  power  you  have  of  us. 
Put  your  dread  pleasures  more  into  command 
Than  to  entreaty. 

Guil.  But  we  both  obey  ; 

And  here  give  up  ourselves,  in  the  full  bent,3 
To  lay  our  service  freely  at  your  feet, 
To  be  commanded. 
King.  Thanks,  Rosencrantz,  and  gentle  Guil 

denstem. 
Queen.  Thanks,  Guildenstem,  and  gentle  Ro- 
sencrantz : 
And  I  beseech  vou  instantly  to  visit 
My  too  much  clianged  son. — Go,  some  of  yoo. 
And  bring  the«e  gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 
GuiL  Heavens  make  our  presence,  and  our  prac- 
tices. 
Pleasant  and  helpful  to  him  ! 

Queen.  Ay,  amen ! 

[Exeunt  Rosencrantz,  Guildenstem,  and 
some  Attendants. 
Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  The  embassadors  from  Norway,  my  good 
lord. 
Are  joyfully  retumM. 

King.  l*^hou  still  hast  been  the  father  of  good 
news. 

Pol.  Have  I,  my  lord.'  Assure  you  my  good 
lies:e, 
I  hold  my  duty.  a«<  I  hold  my  soul. 
Both  to  my  God,  and  to  my  gracious  king: 
And  I  do  think  (or  else  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail'  of  policy  so  sure 
As  it  hatli  us'd  to  do,)  that  1  have  found 
The  very  cause  of  Hamlet's  lunacy. 

King.  O,  9peak  of  that ;  that  do  I  long  to  hear. 

Pol.  Give  first  admittance  to  the  embassadors ; 
My  news  sha"  be  the  fruit<  to  that  great  feast. 

(1)  Complaisance.  (2)  Utmost  exertion. 

(3)  Scent.  (4)  Dessert 


King.  Thyself  do  grace  to  them,  and  brwi?  tbnn 
in.  {£x«r  PJIomi.*. 

He  tells  me,  my  dear  Gertrude,  he  balh  immd 


The  head  and  source  of  all  your  90o*s 

Queen.  I  doubt,  it  is  no  other  but  ll 

His  father's  death,  and  our  o'er-haa^ 

Re-enter  Polonius,  with  Voltimuid  mmd  CocneiiBS. 

King.  Well,  we  shall  siA  him. — Welcome,  mf 
^pood  friends! 
Say,  Voltimand,  what  from  oar  brother  Xorway  ? 
FoU.  Most  fair  return  of  greetings,  and  desues^ 
Tpon  our  first,  he  sent  out  to  suppress 
fits  nephew^s  levies ;  which  to  him  appear'd 
To  be  a  preparation  *gainst  the  Polack  ^ 
But,  better  lookM  into,  he  truly  found 
It  was  against  your  highness :  Whereat  gTieT*d^— 
That  so  his  sickness,  age,  and  impotence. 
Was  falsely  borne  in  haud,^ — sends  out  arrests 
On  Fortinbras ;  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys ; 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway  ;  and,  in  fine, 
.Makes  vow  before  his  uncle,  never  more 
To  give  '.he  as«ay  of  anns  again«t  your  majesty. 
Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy. 
Gives  him  three  thousand  crowns  in  anntkl  fee; 
And  his  commission,  to  employ  those  soldiers, 
!So  levied  as  before,  against  the  Polack  : 
With  an  entreaty,  herein  further  shown, 

[Giveaafrnftr, 
That  it  might  please  ^on  to  give  quiet  pass 
Through  your  dominions,  for  this  enterprtte ; 
On  such  regards  of  safety,  and  allowance. 
As  therein  are  set  down. 

King.  It  likes  us  well : 

And,  at  our  more  consider*d  time,  we*U  read. 
Answer,  and  think  upon  this  bnsinesa. 
Mean  time,  we  thank  ^ou  for  your  well-took  laboor: 
Go  to  your  rest ;  at  night  we'll  ficast  together : 
Most  welcome  home ! 

[Exeunt  Voltimand  and  Coroelioi. 

Pol.  This  business  is  well  ended. 

M^  liege,  and  madam,  to  expostulate^ 
\\  hat  majes^  should  be,  what  duty  is. 
Why  day  is  day,  night,  night,  and  time  is  time, 
Were  nothing  but  to  waste  night,  day  and  time. 
Therefore, — since  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit. 
And  tcdiousness  the  limbs  and  outward  floiu4bes,~ 
I  will  be  brief:  Your  noble  son  is  mad  : 
Mad  call  I  it ;  for,  to  define  true  madness, 
What  is't,  but  to  be  nothing  else  but  mad  ^ 
But  let  that  go. 

Queen.  More  matter,  with  less  art 

Pol.  Madam,  I  swear  I  use  no  art  at  alL 
That  he  is  mad,  'tis  true  :  'tis  true,  'tb  pity ; 
And  Dity  'tis,  'lis  true :  a  foolish  figure ; 
But  farewell  it,  for  I  will  use  no  art. 

•Mad  let  us  grant  him  then  :  and  now 

That  we  find  out  the  cause  of  this  edect ; 

Or,  rather  say,  the  cause  of  this  defect ; 

For  this  effect,  defective,  comes  by  cause : 

Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 

Perpend. 

i  have  a  daughter ;  have,  while  she  is  mine ; 

Who,  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark. 

Hath  given  me  this  :  Now  gather  and  surmise. 

— To  the  celestial,  and  my  souPs  idol,  the  wtotl 

beautified  Oplulia, 

That's  an  ill  phra^,  a  vile  phrase  ;  beautified  is  ■ 
vile  phrase ;  but  you  shall  hear.— Thus : 

In  her  exceUeni  white  6o«Nn,  theu^  Sfc 
Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her? 

(5)  Poland.      (6)  Imposed  on.      (7)  Disctisi 
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PoL  Good  madam,  itay  a  while :  I  will  be  faith 
ful— 
Doubt  thou,  the  stars  are  Jire  f  [Reads. 

Dmtbtt  that  the  sun  doth  move  ; 

Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar  ; 

But  never  doubt,  I  love. 

O  dear  Ophelia,  /  am  ill  at  these  mmibers  ;  I 

have  not  art  to  reckon  my  groans  ;  but  that  I  lave 

thee  best,  O  most  best,  believe  it.    Adieu. 

Thine' evermore,  most  dear  lady,  whilst 
this  machine  is  to  him,  Hamlet. 

This,  in  obedience,  hath  my  daughter  shown  me : 
And  more  above,  hath  his  soliciting^. 
As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place. 
All  e^iven  lo  mine  ear. 

King.  But  how  hath  she 

Received  his  love  ? 
PoL  What  do  you  think  of  roe  ? 

King.  As  of  a  man  faithful  and  honourable. 

Pol.  I  would  fain  prove  so.    fiut  what  might 
you  think. 
When  I  had  seen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing 
(As  I  perceiv'd  it,  I  must  tell  you  that. 
Before  my  dau^ter  told  me,)  "what  might  yoo. 
Or  my  dear  majesty  your  queen  here,  mink, 
If  f  had  play'd  the  desk,  or  table-book ; 
Or  given  my  heart  a  working,  mute  and  dumb ; 
Or  iook'd  upon  this  love  with  idle  sight ; 
What  might  you  think  ?  no,  I  went  round'  to  work. 
And  my  young  mistress  thus  did  I  bespeak ; 
Lord  Hamlet  is  a  prince  out  of  thy  sphere  ; 
TViis  must  not  be :  and  then  I  precepts  gave  her, 
That  she  should  lock  herself  from  his  resort, 
Adpiit  no  mejisengers,  receive  no  tokens. 
Wnich  done,  she  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice ; 
And  he,  repuisicd  (a  short  tale  to  make,) 
Fell  into  a  sadness ;  then  into  a  fast ; 
Thence  to  a  watch ;  thence  into  a  weakness ; 
Thence  to  a  lightness;  and,  by  this  declension, 
Into  the  madness  wherein  now  he  raves. 
And  all  we  mourn  for. 

King.  Do  you  think,  'tis  this  ? 

Queen.  It  may  be,  very  likely. 

Pol.  Hath  (here  been  such  a  time  (Pd  fain  know 
that,) 
That  I  have  positively  said,  ^Tis  so. 
When  it  prov'd  otherwise.^ 

King.  Not  that  I  know. 

Pol.  Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwise^ 
[Pointing  to  his  head  and  shoulder. 
If  circumstances  lead  me,  I  will  6nd 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  further? 

Pol.  You  know,  sometimes  be  walks  four  hours 
together. 
Here  in  the  lobby. 

Queen.  So  he  does,  indeed. 

Pol.  At  such  a  time  PU  loose  my  daughter  to 
him  : 
Be  you  and  I  behind  an  arras?  then ; 
Mark  the  encounter  :  if  he  love  her  not. 
And  be  not  from  his  reason  fallen  thereon, 
Let  me  be  no  assistant  for  a  state. 
But  keep  a  farm,  and  carters. 

King.  We  will  try  it 

Enter  Hamlet,  reading. 

Queen.  Butjook,  where  sadly  the  poor  wretch 
comes  reading. 

(1)  Roundly,  without  reserve.     (2)  Tapestiy. 
(3)  Accost.        (4)  Understanding. 


Pol.  Aivay,  I  do  beseech  you,  both  away  ; 
PU  board*  him  presently  : — O,  give  lae  leave. — 

[Exeunt  Kius^,  Queen,  and  Attendants. 
How  docs  my  good  lord  Hamlet .' 

Ham.  Well,  god-*a-mercy. 

Pol.  Do  you  know  me,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Excellent  well ;  you  arc  a  fishmon|  v. 

Pol.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  I  would  you  were  so  honest  a  \An. 

Pol.  Honest,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  sir ;  to  be  honest,  as  this  world  goes, 
is  to  be  one  man  picked  out  of  ten  thousanil 

Pol.  That's  very  true,  my  lord. 

Ham.  For  if  the  sun  breed  ma^ots  m  a  dead 

dog,  being  a  god,  kissing  carrion, Have  you  a 

daughter? 

Pol.  I  have,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  i'the  sun  •  conception^  if 
a  blessing ;  but  as  your  daughter  may  connive,* — 
friend,  look  to't 

Pol.  How  say  you  by  that  ?  [Asidg.]  Still  harping 
on  my  daughter  :— yet  he  knew  me  not  at  first;  he 
said,  I  was  a  fishmonger :  He  is  far  gowe,  far  gone : 
and,  truly,  in  my  youth  I  sufifered  mtarh  extremity 
for  love ;  very  near  this.  Pll  speak  to  hun  again. — 
What  do  vou  read,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words  ! 

Pol.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Between  who? 

Pol.  I  mean,  the  matter  that  you  read,  my  lord 

Ham.  Slanders,  sir  :  for  the  satirical  rogue  says 
here,  that  old  men  have  grey  beards;  that  their 
faces  are  wrinkled ;  their  eyes  purging  thick  amber, 
and  plum-tree  gum ;  and  that  they  havt  -^  olentiful 
lack  of  wit,  tc^ether  with  most  weak  hania  :  All  of 
which,  sir,  though  I  most  powerfully  and  potently 
believe,  vet  I  hold  it  not  honesty  to  have  it  thus  set 
down  ;  k>r  yourself,  sir,  shall  be  as  old  as  I  am,  if, 
like  a  crab,  you  could  go  backward. 

Pol.  Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there's  method 
in  it.  [Aside^  Will  you  walk  out  of  the  air,  my 
lord? 

Ham.  Into  my  grave  ? 

Pol.  Indeed,  that  is  out  o'the  air. — How  pu^- 
nan(S  sometimes  his  replies  are !  a  happiness  that 
often  madness  hits  on,  which  reason  and  sutiity^ 
could  not  so  prosperously  be  delivered  of  I  will 
leave  him,  and  suddenly  contrive  the  mt^ans  of 
meeting  between  him  and  my  daughter. — My  hon- 
ourable lord,  I  will  most  humbly  take  my  leave  of 
you. 

Ham.  You  cannot,  sir,  take  from  me  any  thing 
that  I  will  more  willingly  part  withal ;  except  my 
life,  except  my  life,  except  my  life. 
Pol.  Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 
Ham.  These  tedious  old  fools ! 

Enter  Rosencrantz  and  Guiidenstern. 

Pol.  You  go  to  seek  the  lord  Hamlet ;  there  he  is. 

Ros.  God  save  you,  sir!  [To  Polonius. 

[Exit  Polonius. 

Guil.  My  honoured  lord ! — 

Ros.  My  most  dear  lord ! — 

Ham.  My  excellent  good  friends!  How  dost 
thou,  Guiidenstern  ?  Ah,  Rosencrantz  !  Good  lads, 
how  do  ye  both  ? 

Ros.  As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 

GuiL  Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  overhappy  ; 
On  fortune's  cap  we  are  not  the  very  button. 

Ham.  Nor  the  soles  of  her  shoe .' 

Ros.  Neither,  my  lord. 

(5)  Be  pregnant  (6)  Ready,  apt 

C7)  Soundness  of  mind. 
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Ham,  Then  jou  live  about  ber  waitt,  or  in  the 
middle  of  her  favours  ? 

GuU.  'Faith,  her  privates  we. 
Ham.  In  the  secret  parts  of  fortune  ?    O,  roost 
true  ;  she  is  a  strumpet     What  news  ? 

Ros.  None,  my  lord ;  but  that  the  world  is  grown 
honest 

Ham.  Then  is  doomsday'  near :  But  your  news 
is  not  true.  Let  me  question  more  in  particular : 
What  have  you,  my  good  friends,  deserved  at  the 
hands  of  fortune,  that  she  sends  you  to  prison  hither. 

GuU.  Prison,  my  lord  I 

Ham.  Denmark's  a  prison. 

Ros.  Then  is  the  world  one. 

Ham^  A  gtxxlly  one ;  in  which  there  are  many 
confines,  wards,  and  dungeons;  Denmaik  being 
one  of  the  worst. 

Ros.  We  t'tiink  not  so,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  then  *tis  none  to  you  :  for  there  is 
nothing  either  good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it 
to  :  to  me  it  is  a  prison. 

Ros.  Why,  then  your  ambition  makes  it  one ; 
'tis  too  narrow  for  your  mind. 

Ham.  O  (lod !  1  could  be  bounded  in  a  nut- 
shell, and  count  myself  a  king  of  infinite  space, 
were  it  not  that  I  have  bad  drt^ams. 

Chiil.  Which  dreamsi,  indeed,  are  ambition ;  for 
the  very  substance  of  the  ambitious  is  merely  the 
•hadow  of  a  dream. 

Ham.  A  dream  itself  is  but  a  shadow. 

Ros.  Truly,  and  I  hold  ambition  of  so  airy  and 
light  a  quality,  that  it  is  but  a  shadow's  shadow. 

Ham.  Then  are  our  bccgars,  bodies;  and  our 
monarchs,  and  outstretch'a  heroes,  the  b^gars' 
shadows :  Shall  we  to  the  court .'  for,  by  my  fay,  I 
cannot  reason. 

Ros.  GuiL  We'll  wait  upon  vou. 

Ham.  No  such  matter:  1  will  not  sort  you  with 
the  rest  of  my  servants ;  for,  to  speak  to  you  like 
an  honest  man,  I  am  most  dreadfully  attended. 
But,  in  the  beaten  way  of  friendship,  what  make 
you  at  El^inorc  ? 

Ros.  To  visit  you,  my  lord ;  no  other  occasion. 

Ham.  Beegar  that  1  am,  I  am  even  poor  in 
thanks ;  but  1  thank  you ;  and  sure,  dear  friends, 
my  thanks  are  too  dear,  a  halfpenny.  Were  you 
not  sent  for  ?  Is  it  your  own  inclining .'  Is  it  a  tree 
visitation.^  Come,  come;  deal  justly  with  me: 
come,  come ;  nav,  speak. 

Cruil.  What  sh  »uld  we  say,  my  lord .' 

Ham.  Any  thing — but  to  tlie  purpose.  You  were 
sent  for;  and  there  i^  a  kind  ot  confession  in  your 
looks,  which  your  niodesties  have  not  craft  enough 
to  colour :  I  know,  the  good  king  and  queen  have 
tent  for  you. 

Rns.  To  what  end,  my  lord? 

Ham.  That  you  must  teach  me.  But  let  me 
conjure  you  by  the  rights  of  our  fellowship,  by  the 
consonancy  ot  our  youth,  by  the  obligation  of  our 
ever-preserved  love,  and  by  what  more  dear  a  bet- 
ter proposer  could  charge  you  withal,  be  even  and 
direct  with  me,  whether  you  were  sent  for,  or  no? 

Ros.  What  say  you  ?  [To  Guildenstem. 

Ham.  Nay,  then  I  have  an  eye  of  you  ;  [Aside.] 
— if  you  love  me,  hold  not  oflf. 

Guil.  My  lord,  we  were  sent  for. 

Ham.  I  will  tell  you  why  ;  so  shall  my  anticipa- 
tion prevent  your  discovery,  and  your  secrecy  to 
the  king  and  queen  moult  no  eather.  I  have  of 
late  (but,  wherefore,  I  know  not,)  lost  all  my  mirth, 

(1)  Spare.  (2)  Overtook. 

(3)  Become  strollers.         (4)  Young  nestlings. 

(6^  Dialogue.  (6)  Paid. 


forgone  all  custom  of  exercises .  and,  indred.  it 
socs  to  heavily  with  my  disposition,  that  this  goodly 
tiame,  the  earth,  seems  to  me  a  steril  promonlon  *, 
this  most  excellent  canopy,  the  air,  look  ^oo,  this 
brave  o'erhanging  firmament,  this  majestical  roof 
fretted  with  golden  fire,  why,  it  appears  no  ocbrr 
thing  to  me,  than  a  foul  ana  pestilent  coogrefatioB 
of  vapours.  What  a  piece  ot  work  is  man !  How 
noble  in  reason !  how  infinite  in  faculties !  in  form, 
and  moving,  how  express  and  admirable  !  in  action, 
how  like  an  angel !  in  apprehension,  how  like  a  god! 
the  beauty  of  the  world  !  the  paragon  of  aninaU! 
And  yet,  to  me,  what  is  this  quintessence  of  dost? 
man  delights  not  me,  nor  woman  neither ;  though, 
by  your  smilirtg,  you  seem  to  say  sa 

Ros.  My  lord,  there  is  no  such  stuff  in  mj 
thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh  then,  when  I  nid, 
Man  ddighis  not  me  ? 

Ros.  To  think,  my  lord,  if  you  delight  not  'm 
man,  what  lenten'  entertainment  the  players  shall 
receive  from  you  :  we  coted^  them  on  the  way ;  and 
hither  are  they  coming,  to  oflfer  you  service. 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  king,  shall  be  welcome; 
his  majesty  shall  have  tribute  of  me :  the  adven- 
turous knight  shall  use  his  foil,  and  target:  the 
lover  shall  not  sigh  gratis ;  the  humorous  man  shall 
end  bis  part  in  peace  :  the  clown  shall  make  thox 
laugh,  whose  lungs  are  tickled  o'the  sere ;  and  the 
lady  shall  say  her  mind  freely,  or  the  blank  reiiA 
shall  halt  for't — What  players  are  they  ? 

Ros.  Even  those  ^ou  were  wont  to  take  socfa  de^ 
light  in,  the  tragedians  of  the  city. 

Ham.  How  chances  it,  they  travel  ?»  their  resi- 
dence, both  in  reputation  and  profit,  was  bt^er 
both  ways. 

Ros.  I  think,  their  inhibition  comes  by  the  means 
of  the  late  innovation. 

Ham.  Do  they  hold  the  same  estimation  thry 
did  when  1  was  in  the  city  ?  Are  they  so  followed? 

Ros.  No,  indeed,  they  are  not. 

Ham.  How  comes  it  ?  Do  they  grow  rusty  ? 

Ros.  Nay,  their  endeavour  keeps  in  the  wwitfd 
pace :  But  there  is,  sir,  an  aiery  of  children,  little 
eyases,^  that  ciy  out  on  the  top  of  question,*  and 
are  most  tyrannically  clapped  for't :  these  are  now 
the  fashion  ;  and  so  bcrattle  the  common  stages  (so 
they  call  them,)  that  many,  wearing  rapiers  arc 
afraid  of  goose-quills,  and  dare  scarce  come  ihiihcr. 

TIasn.  What,  are  they  children  ?  who  maintains 
them  ?  how  are  they  escoted  ?*  Will  they  pursue 
the  quality^  no  longer  than  they  can  sin  ?  will  they 
not  say  afterwards,  if  they  should  grow  themsehi^ 
to  common  players  (as  it  is  most  like,  if  their  n>«ini 
are  no  better,)  their  writers  do  them  wrong,  to  ntake 
them  exclaim  against  their  own  succession? 

Ros.  'Faith,  there  has  been  much  to  do  on  l)oth 
sides  ;  and  the  nation  holds  it  no  sin,  to  tarre^  iliem 
on  to  controversy :  there  was,  for  a  while,  no  money 
bid  for  argument,  unless  the  poet  and  the  player 
went  to  cuffs  in  the  question. 

Ham.  Is  it  possible? 

Guil.  O,  there  has  been  much  throwing  about 
of  brains. 

Ham.  Do  the  boys  carry  it  away  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  that  they  do,  my  lord ;  Hercules  and 
his  load  too.9 

Ham.  It  is  not  very  strange ;  for  my  uncle  is 
king  of  Denmark,  and  those,  that  w(H)Id  mak« 
mouths  at  him  while  my  father  liveil,  give  twenty, 

(7)  Profession.  (8)  Provoke. 

(9)  t.  e.  The  globe,  the  sign  of  Shakspeaw'i 
Theatre. 
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forty,  fifty,  a  hundred  ducats  a-piece,  for  his  pic- 
ture in  iittleJ     *Sblood,  there  is  something  in  this 
more  than  natural,  if  philosophy  could  fina  it  out 
[Flourish  of  irumpeU  within, 

Gtiil.  There  are  the  players. 

Ham.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elsinore. 
Vour  hands.  Come  then:  the  appurtenance  of 
wekorae  is  fashion  and  ceremony  :  let  me  comply^ 
*vitl>  you  in  this  garb;  lest  ray  extent  to  the  players, 
which,  I  tell  you,  must  show  fairly  outward,  should 
more  aupear  like  entertainment  than  yours.  You 
are  welcome:  but  my  uncle-father,  and  aunt- 
inother,  are  deceived. 

Giiil.  In  what,  my  dear  lord  f 

Ham.  I  am  but  mad  north-north-west :  when  the 
wind  is  southerly,  I  know  a  hawk  from  a  hand-saw. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  Well  be  with  vou,  gentlenrien  ! 

Ham.  Hark  you,  (juildenstem  ; — and  you  too ; 
— at  each  ear  a  hearer :  that  great  baby,  you  tee 
there,  is  not  yet  out  of  his  swaddling-clouts. 

Ros.  Happily,  he's  the  second  lime  come  to 
them ;  for,  they  say,  an  old  man  is  twice  a  child. 

Ham.  I  will  prophesy,  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the 
players ;  mark  it — You  say  right,  sir :  o'Monday 
morning  :  *twas  then,  indeed. 

Pol.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you ;  When 
Ro:»ciu)»  was  an  actor  in  Rome, 

Pol.  The  actors  are  come  hither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Buzz,  buzz ! 

Pol.  Upon  my  honour, 

Ham.  Then  came  each  actor  on  his  «M5, 

Pol.  The  best  actors  in  the  world,  either  for 
tragedy,  comedy,  history,  pastoral,  pastoral-comi- 
cal, historical -pastoral  [tragical-historical,  tragical- 
comical-histoncal-pastoral)]  scene  individable,  or 
poem  unlimited  :  Seneca  cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor 
Piautus  too  light  For  the  law  of  writ,*  and  the 
liljerty,  these  are  the  only  men. 

Ham.  O  Jephihahj  Judge  of  Israel, — what  a 
treasure  hadst  thou  ! 

Pol.  What  a  treasure  had  he,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Why— One  fair  daughter  and  no  moref 
The  which  he  loved  passing  well 

Pol.  Still  on  my  daughter.  [Aside. 

Ham.  Am  I  not  i*the  right,  old  Jephthah  ? 

Pol.  If  yon  call  me  JepTithah,  my  lord,  I  have  a 
daughter,  that  I  love  passing  well. 

Ham.  Nay,  that  follows  not 

Pol.  What  follows  then,  my  lord  .' 

Ham.  Why,  As  by  lot,  God  wot^  and  then, you 
know.  It  came  topass^  As  most  like  it  waSy — The 
first  row  of  the  pious  chanson^  will  show  you  more ; 
for  look,  my  abridgment  comes. 

Enter  Jour  or  Jive  Players. 

You  are  welcome,  masters ;  W^elcome,  all : — I  am 
glad  to  see  thee  well : — welcome,  good  friends. — 
O,  old  friend !  Why,  thy  face  is  valenccd*  since  I 
saw  thee  last ;  Com'st  thou  to  beards  me  in  Den- 
mark ? — What !  my  young  lady  and  mistress !  By'r- 
lady,  your  ladyship  is  nearer  to  heaven,  than  when 
I  saw  you  last,  by  the  altitude  of  a  chopine.7  Pray 
God,  your  voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  gold,  be 
not  cracked  with  the  ring. — Masters,  you  are  all 
welconrie.  We'll  e'en  to't  like  French  falconer.*, 
fly  at  any  thing  we  see:  We'll  have  a  speech 

(1)  Miniature.     (2)  Compliment.     (3)  Writing. 
(4)  Christmas  carols.         (5)  Fringf?d. 
(6)  Defy.         (7)  Clog.         (8)  Profession. 
(9)  An  Italian  dish,  made  of  the  rocs  of  fishes. 


straight :  Come,  give  us  a  taste  of  yoar  quality  ;<- 
come,  a  passionate  speech. 

1  Play.  What  speech,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  I  heard  thee  speak  me  a  speech  once, — 
but  it  was  never  actea ;  or,  if  it  was,  not  above 
once :  for  the  play,  I  remember,  pleased  not  the 
million;  'twas  caviare^  to  the  general  :W  but  it  was 
(as  I  received  it,  and  others,  whose  judgments,  in 
such  matters,  cried  in  the  topi'  of  mine,)  an  excel- 
lent play ;  well  digested  in  the  scenes,  set  down 
with  as  much  modesty  as  cunning.  I  remember, 
one  said,  there  were  no  sallads  in  the  lines,  tp 
make  the  matter  savoury ;  nor  no  matter  in  the 
phrase,  that  might  indite'^  the  author  of  atfectioa  :^ 
but  called  it,  an  honest  method,  as  wholesome  as 
sweet,  and  b^  very  much  more  handsome  than  fine. 
One  speech  m  it  1  chiefly  loved :  'twas  .£neas'  tale 
to  Dido ;  and  thereabout  of  it  especially,  where  he 
speaksof  Priam's  slaughter :  If  it  live  in  your  memo- 
ry, b^n  at  this  line ;  let  me  see,  let  me  see ; — 

T7u  rugged Pyrrhus,  like  the  Hyrcanian  beatt^ — 

'tis  not  so ;  it  begins  with  Pyrrhus. 

I^  rugged  PyrrhuSf — A«,  whose  sable  arms. 
Black  as  his  purpose ^  did  the  night  resemble 
When  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horse^ — 
Hnth  now  this  dread  and  black  complexion  smeared 
With  heraldry  more  dismal;  head  to  foot 
J^aic  is  he  total  gules  /i**  horridly  trick^d^^ 
IVith  blood  offatJiers,  mothers,  daughters,  sons  ; 
Rak'd  and  impasted  with  the  parching  streets, 
That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  a  damned  light 
To  their  lord*s  murder:  Roasted  in  unrath,  and 

fre, 
And  thus  oW-sixed  with  coagulate  gore. 
With  eyes  like  carbuncles,  the  hellish  Pyrrhus 
Old  grandsire  Priam  seeks  ; — So  proceed  you. 

Pol.  'Fore  God,  my  lord,  well  spoken ;  with  good 
accent,  and  good  discretion. 

1  Play.  Anon  he  Jinds  him 
Striking  too  short  at  Greeks  ;  his  antique  sword. 
Rebellious  to  his  arm,  lies  where  it  Jails, 
Repugnant  to  command:  Unequal  matched, 
Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives;  in  rage,  strikes  wide, 
But  with  the  whiff"  and  utind  of  his  fell  sword 
The  unnerved  Jather  Jails,  liun  senseless  Ilium, 
Seeming  to  feel  this  blow,  with  flaming  top 
Stoops  to  his  base ;  and  with  a  hideous  crash 
Takes  prisoner  Pyrrhus^  ear :  Jor,  lo  !  his  sword, 
Which  toas  declining  on  the  mtlky  head 
Of  reverend  Priam,  seem*d  Vthe  air  to  stick: 
So,  as  a  painted  tyrant,  Pyrrhus  stood ; 
And^  like  a  neutral  to  his  vnU  and  matter. 
Did  nothing. 

But,  as  we  often  see,  against  some  storm, 
A  silence  in  the  heavens,  the  rach^  stand  still. 
The  hold  winds  speechless,  and  the  orb  below 
As  hush  as  death  ;  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 
Dofh  rend  the  region :  So,  ajtcr  Pyrrhus^  pause, 
A  roused  vengeance  sets  him  new  a-work  ; 
And  never  did  the  Cyclops*  hammers  fall 
On  Mars's  armour,  for g'*d  for  proof  eit7'ne,^f 
With  lcs$  remorse  than  Pyrrhus^  bleeding  sword 
A'ow  falls  on  Priam. — 

Out,  out,  thou  strumpet,  Fbrtune  !  All  you  gods, 
In  general  synod,  take  aipay  her  poioer ; 
Break  all  the  spokes  and  fellies  from  her  wheel. 
And  bowl  the  round  nave  down  the  hill  of  heaven. 
As  low  as  to  the  fends  ! 

(10)  Multitude.  (11)  Above.  (12)  Convict 
(1;?)  Affectation.  (14)  Red.  (15)  Blaioned. 
(IB)  Light  clotids.        (17)  Eternal. 
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Pol  His  is  too  lone. 

Ham.  It  shall  to  the  barber's,  with  your  beard— 


Pr*ythee,8avoa. 
(I17,  or  be  sleeps 

1  Plaj.  Bui  wAo,  ah  wo!  had  teen  the  mobUd^ 


He*8  for  a  jig,  or  a  tale  of  baw- 
OQ :  come  to  Hecuba. 


Ham,  The  mobled  queen?  • 

PoL  That*s  good ;  mobled  queen  is  good. 

I  Plaj.  Run  barefoot  up  and  doun,  ikreatmng 

ihejlamea 
With  bistonf  rheum;  a  cUrtU  upon  thai  head, 
Where  late  the  diadem  stood  f  and,  for  a  robe, 
About  her  lank  and  all  o*er-teemed  loins, 
A  blanket,  in  the  alarm  of  fear  caught  up  ; 
IVho  t/u3  had  seen,  with  tongue  in  venom  steep*d, 
*Gaingt  fhrtun^s  state  would  treason  havepro- 

noune^d: 
But  if  thegods  themselves  did  see  her  then. 
When  she  saw  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  sport 
In  mincing  with  his  sword  her  husband's  limbs; 
The  instant  burst  of  clamour  that  she  made 
{JJnltss  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all,) 
Would  have  made  mUch*  the  burning  eye  qf 

heaven. 
And  passion  in  the  gods. 

Pol.  Look,  whether  be  has  not  tara'd  his  colour, 
and  has  tears  in's  eyes.  — Pr'ythee,  no  more. 

Ham.  *Ti8  well ;  1*11  have  thee  speak  out  the  rest 
of  this  soon.— Good  my  lord,  will  you  see  the 
plavers  well  bestowed?  Do  you  hear,  let  them  be 
well  used;  for  they  are  the  abstract,  and  brief 
chronicles,  of  the  time ;  After  your  death  you  were 
better  have  a  bad  epitaph,  than  their  ill  report 
while  you  live. 

Pol.  My  lord,  I  will  use  them  according  to  their 
desert 

Ham.  Odd*s  bodikin,  man,  much  better:  Use 
every  man  after  his  desert,  and  who  shall  'scape 
whij^ping?  Use  them  after  your  own  honour  and 
dignity :  The  less  they  deserve,  the  more  merit  is 
in  your  boun^.    Take  them  in. 

PoL  Come,  sirs. 

[Exit  Polonius,  with  some  of  the  Flayers. 

Ham.  Follow  him,  friends :  we'll  bear  a  play  to- 
morrow.— Dost  thou  hear  mc,  old  friend ;  can  you 
play  the  murder  of  Gonzago? 

1  Play.  Av,my  lord. 

Ham.  We'll  have  it  to-morrow  nieht  You  could, 
for  a  need,  study  a  speech  of  some  docen  or  sixteen 
lines,  which  I  would  set  down,  and  insert  in't 
could  you  not  ? 

1  Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Veiy  well.— Follow  that  lord ;  and  look 
ou  mock  him  not.  [Exit  Player.]  My  golDd  friends, 
To  Ros.  onJ  Guil.J  I'll  leave  you  till  night:  you 
are  welcome  to  Elsinore. 

Ros.  Good  my  lord !      [Exeunt  Rob.  and  Guil. 

Ham.  Ay,  so,  God  be  wi'  you : — Now  I  am  alone. 
O,  what  a  rogue  and  peasant  slave  am  I ! 
Is  it  not  monstrous,  that  this  player  here. 
But  in  a  fiction,  in  a  dream  of  passion, 
Could  force  his  soul  so  to  his  own  conceit. 
That,  from  her  working,  all  his  visage  wann'd ; 
Tears  in  his  eyes,  distraction  in's  aspect, 
A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  function  suiting 
Wiih  forms  to  his  conceit?  And  all  for  nothing! 
For  Hecuba ! 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 
That  he  should  weep  for  her?  What  would  he  do. 


f 


(I)  Muffled.        (2)  Blind.       (3.  Milky. 
(4)  Destruction.  (5)  Unnatural. 


Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  passion, 

That  I  have?  He  would  drown  the  staee  with leai% 

And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  homd  speech ; 

Make  mad  the  guil^,  and  appal  the  free, 

Confound  the  ignorant;  and  amaze,  indeed. 

The  vegr  &culties  of  eyes  and  eaxs. 

Yet  I, 

A  dull  and  muddy-mettled  rascal,  peak. 

Like  John-a-dreams,  unpr^;nant  ch  my  c 

And  can  say  nothing ;  no,  not  for  a  king. 

Upon  whose  property,  and  most  dear  life, 

A  damu'd  defeat^  was  made.    Am  I  a  coward? 

Wlx)  calls  me  villain  ?  breaks  my  pate  across? 

Plucks  off  my  beard,  and  blows  it  m  my  face? 

Tweaks  me  b/fhe  nose?  gives  me  the  lie  rthe  thra^ 

As  deep  as  to  the  lungs?  Who  does  me  this? 

Ha! 

Why,  I  should  take  it :  for  it  cannot  be. 

But  I  am  pgeon-liver'd,  and  lack  gall 

To  make  oppression  tetter ;  or,  ere  this, 

I  should  Have  fatted  all  the  i^on  kites 

With  this  slave's  offal :  Bloodv,  bawdy  villain  I 

Remorseless,  treacherous,  lecherous,  kindless,*  vil* 

Iain ! 
Why,  what  an  ass  am  I !  This  is  most  brave; 
That  I,  the  son  of  a  dear  father  murder'd. 
Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  bell. 
Must,  like  a  whore,  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 
And  fall  a  cursing,  like  a  very  drab, 
A  scullion ! 
Fie  upon't !  fob!  About  my  brains!  Humph!  I  ban 

heard. 
That  euiltv  creatures,  sitting  at  a  play. 
Have  by  the  very  cunnine;  of  the  scene 
Been  struck  so  to  the  soul,  that  presently 
They  have  proclaim'd  their  roaleiactions ; 
For  murder,  thoufl;h  it  have  no  tongue,  will  speak 
With  most  miraculous  oigan.  I'll  have  these  plajeis 
Play  something  like  the  murder  of  my  father. 
Before  mine  uncle :  I'll  observe  his  looks ; 
I'll  tent  hinfi  to  the  quick ;  if  he  do  blench,? 
I  know  my  course.    The  spirit,  that  I  have  sees, 
May  be  a  devil :  and  the  dfevil  hath  power 
To  assume  a  pleasing  shape ;  yea,  and,  perhaps 
Out  of  my  weakness,  and  my  melancholy 
(As  he  is  very  potent  with  such  spirits,) 


[ExU. 


ACT  III. 


SCEJVE  l.—A  room  in  the  castle.  EnierKk^ 
Queen,  Polonius,  Ophelia,   Rosencrentx,  emd 

Guildenstera. 

King.  And  can  you  by  no  drift  of  conference 
Get  from  him,  why  he  |Kits  on  this  confusion ; 
Grating  so  harshly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy  ? 

Ros.  He  does  confess,  he  feels  himaelf  distracted ; 
But  from  what  cause,  he  will  by  no  means  speak. 

Chiil.  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  sounded ; 
But,  with  a  crafty  madness,  keeps  aloof. 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  some  codeaaks 
Of  his  true  state. 

Queen.  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 

Ros.  Most  like  a  gentleman. 

GuiL  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  disp 

Ros.  Niggard  of  question ;  but,  of  our  fk 

(6)  Search  his  wounils.      (7)  Shrink  or  s 
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Most  free  in  his  reply. 

Queen,  Did  jou  assay  him 

To  any  pastime  ? 

Ros.  Madam,  it  so  fell  out,  that  certain  plavers 
We  o^er-raught'  on  the  way :  of  these  we  told  oim ; 
And  there  did  seem  in  him  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it :  They  are  about  the  court ; 
And,  as  1  think,  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 

PoL  'Tis  most  true : 

And  he  beseech^  me  to  entreat  your  majesties, 
To  hear  and  see  the  matter. 

King.  With  all  my  heart;  and  it  doth  much 
content  me 
To  hear  him  so  inclined. 
Good  gentlemen,  give  him  a  further  edge. 
And  drive  his  purpose  on  to  these  delights. 

Ros.  We  shall,  my  lord.    [Exe.  Roa.  tmd  Guil. 

King.  Sweet  Gertrude,  leave  us  too : 

For  we  have  closely  sent  for  Hamlet  hither ; 
That  he,  as  *twere  by  accident,  may  here 
Affront2  Ophelia: 

Her  fother,  and  myself  (lawful  espials,') 
Will  so  bestow  ourselves,  that  seemg,  unseen. 
We  may  of  their  encounter  frankly^  judge ; 
A  nd  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behav*d, 
If  ^t  1^  the  affliction  of  his  love,  or  no, 
That  thus  he  suffers  for. 

Queen.  I  shall  obey  you : 

A  nd,  for  your  part,  Ophelia,  I  do  wish. 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  cause 
Of  Hamlet*s  wildness :  so  shall  I  hope,  your  virtues 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 
To  both  your  honours. 

Oph.  Madam,  I  wish  it  may. 

[Exit  Queen. 

PoL  Ophelia,  walk  you  here: — Gracious,  so 
please  you. 
We  will  bestow^  ourselves : — Read  on  this  book ; 

[To  Ophelia. 
That  show  of  such  an  exercise  may  colour 
Your  loneliness. — We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this, — 
•Tis  too  much  prov*d,6 — that  with  devotion's  visage, 
And  pious  action,  we  do  sugar  o*er 
The  devil  himself. 

King.  O,  'tis  too  true  !  how  smart 

A  lash  that  speech  doth  give  my  conscience ! 
The  harlot's  cheek,  beautied  with  plastering  art, 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  roost  painted  word  : 
O  heavy  burden !  [Aside. 

Pol.  I  hear  him  coming;  let's  withdraw,  mv  lord 
[Exeuni  King  and  Polonius 

Enter  Hamlet 
Ham.  To  be,  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  question : — 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind,  to  suffer 
The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune; 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles, 
A  nd,  by  opposing,  end  them .' — To  die, — to  sleep, — 
No  more ;— and,  by  a  sleep,  to  say  we  end 
The  heart-ach,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to, — 'tis  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wish'd.     To  die  ;— to  sleep  ; — 
To  sleep  !  perchance  to  dream ; — ay,  there's  the 

rub; 
For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come, 
When  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil  ,7 
Must  give  us  pause :  There's  the  respect,^ 

(1)  Overtook.        (2)  Meet    ,    (3)  Spies. 
(4)  Freely.      (5)  Place.       (6)  Too  frequent 


(7)  Stir,  bustle.  ' 
"^9)  Rudeness. 


(8)  Ck)nsideration. 
(10)  Acquittance. 


That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life : 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time, 

llie  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely,* 

The  paii^s  of  despis'd  love,  the  law's  delay. 

The  insolence  of  office,  and  the  spurns 

That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes. 

When  he  himself  might  his  quietus'^  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin  ?ii  who  would  fardels'^  bear, 

To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  life ; 

But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death, — 

The  undiscovcr'd  country,  from  whose  boum^' 

No  traveller  returns, — puzzles  the  will ; 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have. 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of.' 

Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all ; 

And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 

Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought; 

And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment,  » 

With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  awry. 

And  lose  the  name  of  action. — Soft  you,  now  ! 

The  fair  Ophelia  : — Nvmph,  in  thy  orisons'^ 

Be  all  my  sins  remember'd. 

Oph.  Good  my  lord. 

How  does  your  honour  for  this  many  a  day .' 

Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you ;  well. 

Oph,  My  lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  yourt 
That  I  have  longed  long  to  re-deliver; 
I  pray  you,  now  receive  them. 

Ham.  No,  not  I ; 

I  never  gave  you  aught 

Oph.  My  honour'd  lord,you  know  right  well,  you 
aid; 
And,  with  them,  words  of  so  sweet  breath  compos'd 
As  made  the  things  more  rich :  their  perfume  lost, 
Take  these  again ;  for  to  the  noble  mind, 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha !  are  you  honest.^ 

Oph.  My  lord .? 

Ham.  Are  you  fair.' 

Oph.  What  means  your  lordship .' 

Ham,  That  if  you  tie  honest,  and  fair,  yon  sboald 
admit  no  discourse  to  your  beauty. 

Oph.  Could  beauty,  my  lord,  have  better  com- 
merce than  with  honesty  t 

Ham.  Ay,  truly ;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will 
sooner  transform  honesty  from  what  it  is  to  a  bawd, 
than  the  force  of  honesty  can  translate  beauty  into 
his  likeness ;  this  was  some  time  a  paradox,  but  now 
the  time  gives  it  proof.     I  did  love  you  once. 

Oph.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  made  me  believe  so. 

Ham.  You  should  not  have  believed  me :  for 
virtue  cannot  so  inoculate  our  old  stock,  but  we 
shall  relish  of  it :  I  loved  you  not 

Oph.  I  was  the  more  deceived. 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery;  Why  would'st  Hkhi 
be  a  breeder  of  sinners .'  I  am  myself  indifferent 
honest ;  but  yet  I  could  accuse  me  of  such  things, 
that  it  were  better,  my  mother  had  not  borae  me  : 
I  am  very  proud,  revengeful,  ambitious ;  with  more 
offences  at  my  beck,i*  than  I  have  thoughts  to  put 
them  in,  imagination  to  give  them  shape,  or  time  to 
act  them  in :  What  should  such  fellows  as  I  do 
crawling  between  earth  and  heaven .'  We  are  ar- 
rant knaves,  all ;  believe  none  of  us :  Go  thy  ways 
to  a  nunnery.     Where's  your  father .' 

Oph.  At  home,  my  lorn. 

Ham.  Let  the  doors  be  shut  upon  him ;  that  he 
may  play  the  fool  no  where  but  in's  own  house. 
Farewell. 

(11)  The  ancient  term  for  a  small  daeger. 

(12)  Packs,  burdens.  (13)  Boundary,  limit 
(14)  Prayers.             (15)  Call. 
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Opk.  O,  help  him,  joa  fweet  heftrens ! 

HawL  If  thca  dott  imrry,  Pll  are  thee  thn 
plague  for  thy  dowrr ;  Be  tboa  as  cnaste  ai  ice,  ai 
pure  as  snow,  thou  shalt  not  escape  calaranr.  Get 
thee  to  a  nunnery ;  &reirell :  Or,  if  thou  wilt  needs 
many,  marry  a  fool;  for  wise  men  knoir  well 
enough,  what  monsters  you  make  of  them.  To  a 
nunnery,  ro ;  &imjI  quickly  too.     Farewell 

Oph.  Hearenlr  powers,  restore  him  ! 

Ham.  I  have  beard  of  your  paintings  too,  well 
enough ;  God  hath  given  you  one  face,  and  you 
make  yourselves  anodier :  you  jig,  you  amble,  and 
you  lisp,  and  nick-name  God*s  creatures,  and  make 
your  wantonness  your  ignorance :  Go  to ;  V\\  no 
more  of*t ;  it  hath  made  me  nwd.  I  say,  we  will 
have  no  more  marriages :  those  that  are  married 
already,  all  but  one,  shall  live ;  the  rest  rimll  keep 
as  they  are.     To  a  nunnery,  to.      [ExU  Hamlet 

Opk.  O,  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  overthrown  *. 
The  courtier^  soldier*s,  scholar^  eye,  tongue, 

sword: 
The  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fair  stale. 
The  glass  of  fsuihion,  and  the  moulds  of  form. 
The  observ*d  of  all  observers !  quite.  Quite  down ! 
And  I,  of  ladies  most  deject  and  wretched, 
That  suck*d  the  honey  of  his  music  vows, 
Now  see  that  noble  and  most  sovereign  reason. 
Like  sweet  bells  jangled,  out  of  tune  and  harsh  ; 
That  unmatched  form  and  feature  of  blown  youth, 
Blasted  with  ecstasy  :>  O,  wo  is  me  ! 
To  have  seen  whati  have  seen,  see  what  I  see ! 

Re-enter  King  and  Polonius. 

King.  Love !  his  affections  do  not  that  way  tend ; 
Nor  what  he  spake,  though  it  lackM  form  a  little. 
Was  not  like  madnisss.    There*s  something  in  hi» 

soul, 
0*er  which  his  melancholy  sits  on  brood ; 
And,  I  do  doubt,  the  hatch,  and  the  disclose. 
Will  be  some  danger:  Which  for  to  prevent, 
r  have,  in  quick  determination, 
Thus  set  it  down ;  He  shall  with  speed  to  England, 
For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  tribute : 
Haply,  the  seas,  and  countries  different. 
With  variable  objects,  shall  expel 
This  something-settled  matter  m  his  heart ; 
Whereon  his  brains  still  beating,  puts  him  thus 
From  fashion  of  himself.     What  think  you  on't  ? 

Pol.  It  shall  do  well :  But  yet  I  do  believe, 
The  origin  and  commencement  of  his  grief 
Sprung  from  neglected  love. — How  now,  Ophelia  ? 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  lord  Hamlet  said  ; 
We  heard  it  all. — My  lord,  do  as  you  please ; 
But,  if  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  play, 
Let  his  queen  mother  all  alone  entreat  him 
To  show  his  grief;  let  her  be  round'  with  him : 
And  I'll  be  pTac'd,  so  please  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conference :  If  she  find  him  not. 
To  England  send  him ;  or  confine  him,  where 
Your  wisdom  be«t  shall  think. 

King.  It  shall  be  so : 

Madiie»s  in  great  ones  must  not  unwatch'd  go. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJVE  II— A  hall  in  the  same.     Enter  Ham- 
let, and  certain  Players. 

Ham.  Speak  the  speech,  I  pray  you,  as  I  pro- 
nounced it  to  you,  trippingly  on  the  tongue :  but  if 
you  mouth  it,  as  many  of  our  players  do,  I  had  as 

(1)  The  model  oy  whom  all  endeavoured  to  form 
t'  emselvcs. 

(2)  Alienation  of  mind. 
C3)  Reprimand  him  with  freedom. 


lief  the  town«cner  spoke  my  Unea.  NordonaCsaw 
the  air  too  nracfa  wim  your  band,  tlms ;  bat  oar  ail 
gently ;  lor  in  the  very  torrent,  tempeW,  ssmI  (as  I 
may  say)  whirlwind  oif  your  pawkm,  yoa  i 


quire  and  beget  a  temperance,  that  m^  cive  k 
smoothness.  O,  it  ofiends  me  to  the  soul,  to  bear  a 
robustious  periw^-pated  fellow  tear  a  pMsioa  to 
tatters,  to  very  ran,  to  split  the  eara  of  tbe  gmoBil- 
lings;^  who,  for  the  roost  part,  are  capable  of  bo> 
thing  but  inexplicable  dumb  show,  and  ndat :  I 
would  hare  sucn  a  fellow  whipped  for  o^er-doinf 
Termagant;  itout-berodsHeroa:^  Prayyoii,aToidit. 

1  Phy.  I  warrant  your  hooour. 

Ham.  Be  not  too  tame  neither,  but  let  your  owb 
discretion  be  Tour  tutor :  suit  the  action  to  the 
word,  the  word  to  the  action ;  with  this  special  ob> 
servance,  that  you  oVrstep  not  tbe  modesty  of  na- 
ture :  for  any  thing  so  overdone  is  from  tbe  pnrpose 
of  playing,  whose  end,  both  at  first,  and  now,  was, 
ana  is,  to  hold,  as  'twere,  the  mirror  ap  to  Datme; 
to  show  virtue  her  own  feature,  scorn  her  own  image, 
and  the  very  age  and  body  of  the  tone,  his  fbnn«id 
pressure.6  Now  this,  overdone,  or  coroe  tardy  oS, 
thou^  it  make  the  unskilful  langh,  cannot  but  make 
the  judicious  grieve :  the  censure  of  which  ooe. 
must,  in  your  allowance,'  o'er-weigh  a  whole  thea- 
tre of  others.  O,  there  be  players,  that  I  haveseea 
play, — and  heard  others  praise,  and  that  highly,— 
not  to  speak  it  profanely,  that,  neither  havmg  tbe 
accent  of  christians,  nor  the  rait  of  christian,  pa- 

Fm,  nor  man,  have  so  strutted,  and  bellowed,  mat 
have  thought  some  of  nature's  joaroeymen  bad 
made  men,  and  not  made  them  well,  tbej  unitaled 
humanity  so  abominably. 

1  Play.  I  hope,  we  bare  refonned  that  ioi^er- 
ently  with  us. 

Ham.  O,  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  those, 
that  play  your  clowns,  spe^  no  more  than  is  set 
down  for  them :  for  there  be  of  them,  that  will  them* 
selves  laugh,  to  set  on  some  quantity  of  barren  spec- 
tators to  laugh  too ;  though,  in  the  mean  time,  some 
necessary  question^  of  the  play  be  then  to  be  con- 
sidered :  that's  villanoos ;  and  shows  a  most  pitifel 
ambition  in  the  fool  that  uses  it.  Go,  make  yoa 
ready.—  [Exetsnt  PtayeA 

Enter  Polonius,  Roseocrantz,  and  Goildenstero. 

How  now,  my  lord  ?  will  the  king  hear  this  piece  of 
work  f 

Pol.  And  the  queen  too,  and  that  presently. 

Ham.  Bid  the  players  make  haste. —  [Ex.  PoL 
Will  you  two  help  to  hasten  them  ?  • 

Both.  Av,  my  lord.       [ExeiaU  Roa.-  onJGaiL 

Hum.  V^'bat,  ho ;  Horatio ! 

Enter  Horatia 

Hot.  Here,  sweet  lord,  at  your  service. 

Ham.  Horatio,  thou  art  e'en  as  just  a  man 
As  e'er  mv  conversation  cop'd  withal. 

Hor.  d,  my  dear  lord, — 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter 

For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee. 
That  no  revenue  hast,  but  thy  good  spirits, 
To  feed,  and  clothe  thee  ?  Why  should  the  poor  be 

flatter'd  ? 
Xo,  let  the  candied  tonprue  lick  absurd  pomp ; 
And  crook  the  pregnant^  hinges  of  the  knee. 
Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning.  Doet  thou  hear.' 

('\)  The  meaner  people  then  seem  to  have  sat  in 
the  pit.  • 

(5)  Henxl's  character  ^vas  always  violent 

(6)  Inipres-Jion,  resemblance.     (7)  Approbatwn. 
(9)  Quick,  readr. 


(8)  (Conversation,  discourse. 
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Since  my  dear  soul  was  mistress  of  her  choice, 

And  could  <^  mea  distinguish  her  election, 

She  hath  sealM  thee  for  herself:  for  thou  biftst  been 

As  one,  in  suflfering  all,  that  suffers  nothing ; 

A  man,  that  fortune^s  buffets  and  rewards 

Hast  ta*en  with  equal  thanks :  and  bless'd  are  those, 

Whose  blood  and  judgment  are  so  well  co-mingled. 

That  thev  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune*s  finger 

To  sound  what  stop  she  please :  Give  me  that  man 

That  is  not  passion's  slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 

la  my  heart's  core,  aj,  in  mj  heart  of  heart. 

As  I  do  thee. — Something  too  much  <^  this. — 

There  is  a  play  to-night  before  the  king ; 

One  scene  of  it  comes  near  the  circumstance, 

Which  I  have  told  thee  of  my  father's  death. 

I  pr'ythee,  when  thou  seest  that  act  afoot. 

Even  with  the  very  comment  of  thy  soul 

Observe  my  uncle :  if  his  occulted'  guilt 

Do  not  itself  unkennel  in  one  speech. 

It  is  a  damned  ghost  that  we  have  seen ; 

And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 

As  Vulcan's  stithy .3    Give  him  heedful  note : 

For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face ; 

And,  after,  we  will  both  our  judgments  join 

In  censure*  of  his  seeming. 

Hot.  Well,  my  lord: 

If  he  steal  aught,  the  whilst  this  play  is  playing. 
And  scape  detecting,  I  will  pay  the  theft 

Ham,  They  are  coming  to  the  play ;  I  must  be 
idle: 
Get  you  a  place. 

Danish  march.  A  flourish.  £n(er  King,  Queen, 
Polonius,  Ophelia,  Rosencrantz,  Guildenstem, 
and  others. 

King.  How  fares  our  cousin  Hamlet  f 

Ham.  Excellent,  i'faith;  of  the  chameleon's 
dish :  I  eat  the  air,  promise-crammed :  You  cannot 
leed  capons  so. 

King.  I  have  nothing  with  this  answer,  Hamlet ; 
these  words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine  now.  My  lord,---you  played 
once  in  the  university,  you  say  f        [To  Polonius 

Pol.  That  did  I,  my  lord ;  and  was  accounted 
a  good  actor. 

Ham.  And  what  did  you  enact .' 

Pol  I  did  enact  Julius  Caesar :  I  was  killed  i'the 
Capitol ;  Brutus  killed  me. 

Ham.  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him,  to  kill  so  capi- 
Ul  a  calf  there. — Be  the  players  ready  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  ray  lord ;  they  stay<  upon  your  patience. 

Queen.  Come  hither,  my  dear  Hamlet,  sit  by  me. 

Ham.  No,  good  mother,  here's  metal  more  at- 
tractive. 

Pol.  O  ho !  do  you  mark  that.?     [To  the  King. 

Ham.  Lady,  shall  I  lie  in  your  lap.' 

[Lying  down  at  Ophelia*s  Jcet 

Oph.  No,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  mean,  my  head  upon  your  lap  ? 

Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Do  you  think,  I  meant  countiy  matters .' 

Oph.  I  think  nothing,  my  lord. 

Ham.  That's  a  fair  thought  to  lie  between  maids' 
legs. 

Oph.  What  is,  my  lord.? 

Ham.  Nothing. 

Oph.  You  are  merry,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Who,  I  > 

Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  0 !  your  only  jig-n«aker.    What  should  a 

(1)  Secret.     (2)  Shop :  stithy  is  a  smith's  shop. 
(3)  Opinion.  (4)  Wait. 

(5)  The  richest  dress.     (6)  Secret  wickedneM. 
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man  do,  but  be  merry  f  for,  look  you,  how  cheer- 
fully my  mother  looks,  and  my  father  died  within 
these  two  hours. 

Oph.  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  months,  my  lord. 

Ham.  So  long.?  Nay,  then  let  the  devil  wear 
black,  for  I'll  have  a  suit  of  sables.^  O  heavens ! 
die  two  months  ago,  and  not  forgotten  yet  f  Then 
there's  hope,  a  g^at  man's  memory  may  outlive  his 
life  half  a  year :  But,  by'r-lady,  he  must  build 
churches  then  :  or  else  shall  he  suffer  not  thinking 
on,  with  the  hobby-horse ;  whose  epitaph  is.  For, 
Of  foTf  O,  iht  hobby-horse  is  forgot. 

Trumpets  sound.     The  dumb  show  follows. 

Enter  a  King  and  a  Queen^  very  lovingly ;  ihs 
Queen  embracing  Aim,  and  he  her.  She  KneelSy 
and  makes  show  of  protestation  unto  him.  He 
takes  her  up,  and  declines  his  head  upon  her  neck  : 
lays  him  down  upon  a  bank  ofiloioers;  she^ 
seeing  him  asleep,  leaves  him.  Anon  comes  in 
afeUoWf  takes  off  his  crowny  kisses  it,  andpmirs 
poison  in  the  Ktng^s  ears,  and  exit.  I'he  Quren 
returns  ;  finds  the  King  dead^  and  makes  pas- 
sionate action.  The  poisoner,  with  some  two  or 
three  Mutes,  comes  in  again,  seeming  to  lament 
with  her.  The  dead  body  is  carried  away.  The 
poisoner  umos  the  Queen  with  gifts ;  she  seems 
loath  and  unwilling  awhile,  but,  in  the  end,  ac- 
cepts his  love.  [Exeunt. 
Oph.  What  means  this,  my  lord .? 
Ham.  Marry,  this  is  miching  mallecho;^  it  means 

mischief. 
Oph.  Belike,  this  show  imports  the  argument  of 

the  play. 

Enter  Prologue. 

Ham.  We  shall  know  by  this  fellow  :  the  play* 
ers  cannot  keep  counsel ;  they'll  tell  all. 

Oph.  Will  he  tell  us  what  this  show  meant.? 

Ham.  Ay,  or  any  show  that  you'll  show  him : 
Be  not  you  ashamed  to  show,  he'll  not  shame  to 
tell  you  what  it  means. 

Oph.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught ;  I'll  mark 
the  play. 

Pro.  Fbr  us^  and  for  our  tragedy, 
Here  stooping  to  your  clemency. 
We  beg  your  hearing  patiently. 

Ham.  Is  this  a  prologue,  or  the  posy  of  a  ring  ? 

Oph.  'Tis  brief,'  my  lord. 

Ham.  As  woman's  love. 

Enter  a  King  and  a  Queen. 

P.  King.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus'  cart* 

gone  round 
Neptune's  salt  wash,  and  Tellus'^  orbed  ground ; 
And  thirty  dozen  moons,  with  borrow'd  sheeii,'^ 
About  the  world  have  times  twelve  thirties  been ; 
Since  love  our  hearts,  and  Hymen  did  our  hands. 
Unite  commutual  in  most  sacred  bands. 
P.  Queen.  So  many  journeys  may  the  sun  and. 

moon 
Make  us  again  count  o'er,  ere  love  be  done  ! 
But,  wo  is  me,  you  are  so  sick  of  late. 
So  far  from  cheer,  and  from  your  former  state. 
That  I  di^trust  you.     Yet,  though  I  distrust. 
Discomfort  you,  my  lord,  it  nothing  must : 
For  women  fear  too  much,  even  as  they  love ; 
And  women's  fear  and  love  hold  quantity  ; 
In  neither  aught,  or  in  extremity. 
Now,  what  my  love  is,  proof  hath  made  you  knowt 
And  as  my  love  is  8iz'd,>i  my  fear  is  sa 


(7)  Short.     (8)  Car,  chariot 

(10)  Shinine,  lustre. 

(11  j  Magnitude,  proportion. 


(9)  The  eartbV 
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Where  lore  is  gmt,  the  littlest  doubts  are  fisar; 
Where  little  fears  grow  g^t,  great  love  grows 
there. 

P.  King.  Taith,  I  must  leave  thee,  lore,  and 
shortly  too ; 
My  operaut'  powers  their  functions  leave  to  do : 
And  thou  sbalt  live  iu  this  fair  world  behind. 
Honoured,  belovM ;  and,  haply,  one  as  kind 
For  husband  ahalt  thou 

P.  Queen.  O,  confound  the  rest ! 

Such  love  must  needs  be  treason  in  mv  breast : 
In  second  husband  let  me  be  accurst ! 
None  wed  the  second,  but  who  kilPd  the  first 

Ham.  Thal*8  wormwood. 

P.  Queen,  The  instances,^  that  second  marriage 
move. 
Are  base  respects  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love ; 
A  second  tiiuo  I  kill  my  husband  dead. 
When  second  husband  kisses  me  ip  bed. 

P.  King.  I  do  believe,  you  think  what  now  jou 
speak  : 
But,  what  we  do  determine,  oA  we  break. 
Purpose  is  but  the  slave  to  memory ; 
Of  violent  birth,  but  poor  validity  : 
Which  now,  like  fruit  unripe,  sticks  on  the  tree ; 
But  fall,  unshaken,  when  tney  mellow  be. 
Most  necessary  *tis,  that  we  forget 
To  pay  ourselves  what  to  ourselves  is  debt: 
What  to  ourselves  in  passioo  we  propose. 
The  passioo  ending,  aoth  the  purpose  lose. 
The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy 
Their  own  enactures*  with  themselves  destroy  : 
Where  joy  most  revels,  grief  doth  most  lament ; 
Grief  joys,  joy  grieves,  on  slender  accident 
This  world  is  not  for  aye  ;^  nor  ^tis  not  strange. 
That  even  our  love^  should  with  our  fortunes  cbai^;e; 
For  *tis  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove, 
Whether  love  lead  fortune,  or  else  fortune  love. 
The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  favourite  flies; 
The  poor  advancM  makes  friends  of  enemies. 
And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend  : 
For  who  not  needs,  shall  never  lack  a  friend ; 
And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try. 
Directly  seasons  him  his  enemy. 
But,  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun, — 
Our  wills,  and  fates,  do  so  contrary  run. 
That  our  devices  still  are  overthrown  ; 
Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own  : 
So  think  thou  wilt  no  second  husband  wed ; 
But  die  thy  thoughts,  when  thy  first  lord  is  dead. 

P.  Queen.  Nor  earth  to  give  me  food,  nor  heaven 
light! 
Sport  and  repose  lock  from  me,  day  and  night  I 
To  desperation  turn  my  trust  and  hope ! 
An  anchor V  cheer  in  prison  be  my  scope ! 
E^ch  opposite,  that  blanks  the  face  of  ioy. 
Meet  what  i  would  have  well,  and  it  destroy ! 
Both  here,  and  hence,  pursue  me  lasting  strife. 
If,  once  a  widow,  ever  I  be  wife ! 
Ham.  If  she  should  break  it  now, [To  Oph. 

P.  King.  'Ti»  deeply  sworn.     Sweet,  leave  me 
here  a  while ; 
My  spirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  sleep.  [Sleeps. 

P.  Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain ; 

And  never  come  mischance  between  us  twain  ! 

[Exit. 

Ham.  Madam,  how  like  you  this  play  f 

Queen.  The  lady  doth  protest  loo  much,  methinks 

CI)  Active.     (2)  Motives.     (3)  Determinations. 
(4)  Ever.         (5)  Anchoret's. 

(6)  — the  thing 

.In  which  ho'll  catch  the  conscience  of  the  king. 


Hasn.  O,  but  she*!!  keep  her  word. 

King.  Have  you  heaird  the  ai^oment  ?  If  Am 
no  offence  in^t  f 

Ham.  No,  DO,  the?  do  bat  jest,  pamon  in  joC; 
no  offence  i^the  worio. 

King.  What  do  yoQ  call  the  play.' 

Ham.  The  Mouse-trap.*  Many,  hem*  Tro- 
pically. This  play  is  the  iraage  of  a  nrarder  doDe 
in  Vienna :  Gonzaso  is  the  duke's  name ;  his  w^ 
Baptista  :  you  shall  see  aooo ;  'tis  a  knsTiah  piece 
of  woiic :  But  what  of  that  ?  your  majesty,  and  we 
that  have  free  souls,  it  touches  us  not :  Let  llit 
galled  jade  wince,?  our  withers  are  anwrang. — 

£iii(r  Locianaa. 

This  is  one  Locianus,  nephew  to  the  king. 
Oph.  You  are  as  good  as  a  chonis,  my  lord. 
Ham.  I  could  interpret  between  ^oa  aod  jtv 
love,  if  I  could  see  the  poppets  dally mg. 
Oph.  You  are  keen,  my  lord,  joo  are  keen. 
Ham.  It  would  cost  jroa  a  groaning,  to  take  off 
my  edge. 
Oph.  Still  better,  and  worse. 
Ham.  So  you  mistake  your  husbands. — Begia, 
murderer ; — leave  thy  damnable  &ces,  and  begio. 
Come;^^ 

The  croaking  raren 

Doth  bellow  for  revenge. 
Luc.  Thoughts  black,  bands  apt,  drags  fit,  and 
time  agreeing; 
Confederate  season,  else  no  creature  seeinr; 
Thou  mixture  rank,  of  midnight  weeds  coUectad, 
With  Hecate's  ban>  thrice  blasted,  thrice  infected, 
Thy  natural  magic  and  dire  property. 
On  wholesome  life  usurp  immeoiatelj. 

[Pours  the  poison  into  the  ^eeper*t  tart. 
Ham.  He  poisons  him  i'the  garden  for  his  estate 
His  name's  Uoozago :  the  story  is  extant,  ruid  writ* 
ten  in  very  choice  Italian  :  You  shall  sec  ai ««,  how 
the  murderer  gets  the  love  of  Gonngo's  wife. 
Oph.  The  king  rises. 
Ham.  What !  frighted  with  felae  fire? 
Queen.  How  fares  my  Imtl  ? 
PoL  Give  o'er  the  play. 
King.  Give  me  some  light : — awaj ! 
PoL  Lights,  lights,  Iwhts! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Hamlet  mnd  HoratkiL 
Ham.  Why,  let  the  strucken  deer  go  weep, 
The  hart  ungalled  play  : 
For  some  must  watch,  while  some  most  sle^; 
Thus  runs  the  world  away. — 
Would  not  this,  sir,  and  a  forest  of  feadien^  (if  dte 
rest  of  my  fortunes  turn  Turki<>  with  me,)  widi  two 
Provencial  roses  on  my  raxed>l  shoes,  get  me  a  fi^ 
towship  in  a  cr)'^^  of  players,  sir  ? 
Hor.  Half  a  share. 
Ham.  A  whole  one,  I. 
For  thou  dost  know,  O  Dainon  dear. 

This  realm  dismantled  was 
Of  Jove  himself;  and  now  reigns  here 
A  ver)',  very — peacock. 
Hor.  You  mi^ht  fcive  rhymed. 
Ham.  O  good  Horatio,  I'll  take  the  ghost's  word 
for  n  thouitand  pound.     Didst  perceive  ? 
Hor.  Very  well,  mv  lord. 
Ham.  Upon  the  tails  of  poisoning,^— 
Hor.  I  did  very  well  note  him. 
Ham.  Ah,  ha ! — Come,  some  music ;  ooiDe,tiK 
recoitlers.** — 

(7)  This  is  a  proverbial  saying.       (8)  Caisa. 
(9)  For  his  head.      (10)  Change  conditioai. 
(11)  Slashed.        (12)  Pick,  companj. 
(13)  A  kmd  of  flute. 
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For  if  the  king  like  not  the  comedj, 

Why  then,  belike, — be  likes  it  not,  perdy.^ — 

Enter  Roeencrantz  and  Guilden«tera. 

Coroe,  some  music. 

Guil.  Good  my  lord,  voachntfe  me  a  word  with 
you. 

Ham.  Sir,  a  whole  histoiy. 

GvU.  The  king,  sir, 

Ham.  Ay,  sir,  what  of  him  ? 

GuiL  Is,  in  his  retirement,  marvellous  distem- 
pered. 

Ham.  With  drink,  sir  ? 

Guil.  No,  my  lord,  with  choler. 

Ham.  Your  wisdom  should  show  itself  more 
richer,  to  signify  this  to  the  doctor ;  for,  for  me  to 

Eut  him  to  his  purgation,  would,  perhaps,  plunge 
im  into  more  choler. 

Gi«t7.  Good  my  lord,  put  j^our  discourse  into 
some  frame,  and  start  not  so  wildly  from  my  affair. 

Ham.  I  am  tame,  sir : — pronounce. 

Gttil.  The  ^ueen,  your  mother,  in  most  great  af- 
fliction of  spint,  hath  sent  me  to  you. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome. 

GuiL  Nay,  eood  my  lord,  this  courtesy  is  not  of 
the  right  breeo.  If  it  shall  please  you  to  make  me 
a  wholesome  answer,  I  will  do  your  mother's  com- 
mandment ;  if  not,  your  pardon,  and  my  return, 
shall  be  the  end  of  my  business. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  cannot 

GuiL  What,  my  lord  .> 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholesome  answer ;  my  wit*s 
disf^ased :  But,  sir,  such  answer  as  I  can  make,  you 
shall  command ;  or,  rather,  as  you  say,  my  mother : 
therefore  no  more,  but  to  the  matter :  My  mother, 
you  say, 

Ros.  Then  thus  she  says ;  Your  behaviour  hath 
struck  her  into  amazement  and  admiration. 

Ham.  O  wonderful  son,  that  can  so  astonish  a 
mother ! — But  is  there  no  sequel  at  the  heels  of  this 
mother's  admirajlion  ?  impart. 

Ros.  She  desires  to  speak  with  you  in  her  closet, 
ere  you  go  to  bed. 

Ham.  We  shall  obey,  were  she  ten  times  our 
mother.     Have  you  any  further  traded  with  us.' 

Ros.  My  lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Ham.  And  do  still,  by  these  pickers  and  stealers  ' 

Ros.  Good  my  lord,  what  is  your  cause  of  dis- 
temper.' you  do,  surely,  but  bar  the  door  upon 
your  own  liberty,  if  you  deny  your  griefs  to  your 
friend. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  lack  advancenrtent. 

Ros.  How  can  that  be,  when  you  Ijave  the  voice 
of  the  king  himself  for  your  succession  in  Denmark  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  sir,  but,  iVhile  the  grass  grows, — the 
proverb  is  something  musty. 

Enter  the  Players,  unth  recorders. 

O,  the  recorders  : — let  me  see  one. — To  withdraw 
with  you : — Wb^  do  you  go  about  to  recover  the 
wind  of  me,  as  if  you  would  drive  me  into  a  toil  ? 

GuiL  O,  my  lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  love 
is  too  unmannerly. 

Ham.  I  do  not  well  understand  that  Will  you 
play  upon  this  pipe  ? 

Guil.  My  lord,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  pray  you. 

GiM.  Believe  me,  I  cannot 

Ham.  I  do  beseech  you. 

Guil.  I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  lord. 

Ham.  *Tis  as  easy  as  lying :  govern  these  ven- 

(1)  Par  Dieu.       (2)  Business.       (3)  Hands. 
(4)  Holes.     (5)  Utmost  stretch.    (6)  Reproved. 


tages,^  with  your  fingers  and  thumb,  give  it  breadi 
with  your  mouth,  and  it  will  discourse  most  el<^ 
quent  music.     I..ook  you,  these  are  the  stopt. 

GuiL  But  these  cannot  I  command  to  any  utter> 
ance  of  harmony  ,  I  have  not  the  skill. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing 
you  make  of  me.  You  would  play  upon  me ;  yea 
would  seem  to  know  my  stops :  you  would  pluck 
out  the  heart  of  my  mystery ;  you  would  sound  me 
from  my  lowest  note  to  the  top  of  my  compass  :  and 
there  is  much  music,  excellent  voice,  in  this  little 
organ  ;  yet  cannot  you  make  it  speak.  *Sblood,  do 
yuu  think,  I  am  easier  to  be  played  on  than  a  pipe  .^ 
Call  me  what  instrument  you  will,  though  you  can 
fret  me,  you  cannot  play  upon  me. 

Enter  Polooius. 
God  bless  you,  sir ! 

PoL  My  lord,  the  queen  would  speak  with  yoa, 
and  presently. 

Ham.  Do  you  see  yonder  cloud,  that's  almost  in 
shape  of  a  camel  ? 

PoL  Bv  the  mass,  and  *tis  like  a  camel,  indeed. 

Ham.  Methinks,  it  is  like  a  weasel. 

PoL  It  is  backed  like  a  weasel. 

Ham.  Or,  like  a  whale.' 

PoL  Verv  like  a  whale. 

Ham.  Tfien  will  I  come  to  my  nwther  by  and  by. 
— They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent* — I  will  come 
by  and  by. 

PoL  I  will  say  so.  j^Exit  Polooint. 

Ham.  By  and  by  is  easily  said. — Leave  me, 
fnends.         [Exeunt  Ros.  Guil.  Hor.  4rC' 
'Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night ; 
When  churchyards  yawn,  and  hell  itself  breathes 

out 
Contagion  to  this  world :  Now  could  I  drink  hot 

blood. 
And  do  such  business  as  the  bitter  day 
Would  quake  to  look  on.    Sot\ ;  now  to  my  mother. 
O,  heart,  lose  not  thy  nature ;  let  not  ever 
The  soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bosom : 
Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural : 
I  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none ; 
My  tongue  and  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites : 
How  in  my  words  soever  she  be  shent,* 
To  give  them  seals^  never,  my  soul,  consent !  [E» 

SCEJVE  HI.— A  room  in  the  same.  Enter  King 
Rosencrantz,  and  Guildenslfem. 

King.  I  like  him  not ;  nor  stands  it  safe  with  o^ 
To  let  his  madness  range.  Therefore,  prepare  you, 
I  your  commis.sion  will  forthwith  despatcn. 
And  he  to  England  shall  along  with  you: 
The  terms  of  our  estate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  so  near  us,  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  lunes.^ 

GuiL  We  will  ourselves  provide : 

Most  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is. 
To  keep  those  many  many  bodies  safe, 
That  live,  and  feed,  upon  your  majesty. 

Ros.  The  single  and  peculiar  life  is  bound. 
With  all  the  strength  and  armour  of  the  mind, 
To  keep  itself  from  'noyance :  but  much  more 
That  spirit,  upon  whose  weal  depend  and  rest 
The  lives  of  many.     The  cease  of  majesty 
Dies  not  alone ;  but,  like  a  gulf,  doth  draw 
What's  near  it,  with  it :  it  is  a  massy  wheel, 
Fix'd  on  the  summit  of  the  highest  nnount. 
To  whose  huge  spokes  ten  thousand  lesser  thii^ 
Are  mortised  and  adjoined ;  which  when  it  fidU, 

(7)  Authority  to  put  them  in  execution. 

(8)  Lunacies. 
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Each  mwll  annexment,  pettj  coniequence. 
Attends  the  boitt*rous  ruiiu     Never  alone 
Did  the  king  aigh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 
King.  Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  to  this  speedj  roy- 
aee; 
For  we  will  fetters  put  upon  this  fear, 
Which  now  goes  too  free-footed. 
Rot.  Gttil.  We  will  haste  us. 

[Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstem. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  My  lord,  he*s  going  to  his  mother*s  closet : 
Behind  the  arra^i  IMI  convey  myself^ 
To  hear  the  process ;  IMl  warrant,  sheMl  tax  him 

home  : 
And,  as  you  said,  and  wisely  was  it  said, 
*Tis  meet,  that  some  more  audience,  than  a  mother,. 
Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  should  o*erhear 
The  speech,  of  vantage.     Fare  you  well,  my  li^c ; 
Pll  call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed. 
And  tell  you  what  I  know. 

King.  Thanks,  dear  my  lord. 

[Exit  Polonius. 

0,  my  offence  is  rank,  it  smells  to  heaven; 
It  hath  the  primal  eldest  curse  upon*t, 

A  brother*8  murder ! — Pray  can  1  not. 
Though  inclination  be  as  sharp  as  will ; 
My  stronger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  intent ; 
And,  like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 
I  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  begin, 
And  both  neglect.     What  if  this  cursed  hand 
Were  thicker  than  itself  with  brother*s  blood  ? 
Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  sweet  heavens, 
To  wash  it  while  as  snow .'  Whereto  serves  mercy, 
But  to  confront  the  visage  of  offence  ? 
And  what^s  in  prayer,  but  this  two-fold  force, — 
To  be  forestalled,  ere  we  come  to  fall, 
Or  pardoned,  being  down  ?  Then  Pll  look  up ; 
My  fault  is  past.     But,  O,  what  form  of  prayer 
Can  serve  my  turn  ?  Forgive  me  my  foul  murder! — 
That  cannot  be ;  since  I  am  still  possessed 
Of  those  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murder. 
My  crown,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  queen. 
May  one  be  pardonM,  and  retain  the  offence  I 
In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world. 
Offence's  gilded  hand  may  shove  by  justice ; 
And  oft  'tis  seen,  the  wiciced  prize  itself 
Buys  out  the  law :  But  'tis  not  so  above  : 
There  is  no  shuffling,  there  the  action  lies 
In  his  true  nature ;  and  we  ourselves  compelled. 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults. 
To  give  in  evidence.     What  then  ?  what  rests  f 
Tiy  what  repentance  can  :  What  can  it  not  f 
Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  can  not  repent  ? 
O  wretched  state !  O  bosom,  black  as  death  ! 
O  liraed^  soul ;  that  struggling  to  be  free. 
Art  more  engag'd  !  Help,  angels,  make  assay  ! 
Bow,  stubborn  knees !  and,  heart  with  strings  of 

steel. 
Be  soft  as  sinews  of  the  new-bom  babe ; 
All  may  be  well.  [Retires  and  kneels. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Now  might  I  do  it,  pat,  now  he  is  praying ; 
And  now  Pll  do*t ;  and  so  he  goes  to  heaven  : 
And  so  am  I  rcveng'd  ?  That  would  be  scann'd  :* 
A  villain  kills  my  father ;  and,  for  that, 

1,  his  sole^  son,  <)o  this  same  villain  send 
To  heaven. 

Why,  this  is  hire  and  salary,*  not  revenge. 
He  took  my  father  grossly,  full  of  bread ; 

(1)  Tapestry.     (2)  Caught  as  with  bird-lime. 
(3)  Should  be  considered.  (4)  Only. 


W^ith  all  his  crimes  broad-blown,  as  flush  as  Mar; 
And,  how  his  audit  stands,  who  knows,  save  heareo  f 
But,  in  our  circumstance  and  course  of  tboittitil, 
'Tist  heavy  with  him :  And  am  I  that  reven^d. 
To  take  him  in  the  puipng  of  his  seal, 
When  be  is  fit  and  seasoned  lor  his  passa 


No. 

Up,  sword ;  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  bent  .-* 

V^  hen  he  is  drunk,  asleep,  or  in  his  rage ; 

Or  in  the  incestuous  pleasures  of  his  bed ; 

At  gaming,  swearing ;  or  about  some  act 

That  has  no  relij*h  c?  salvatioa  in't : 

Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven; 

And  that  his  soul  may  be  as  damned,  and  Uack, 

As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.     My  mother  stajs : 

This  physic  but  proloogs  thy  sickly  days.     [Exit 

The  King  rises  and  advances. 

King.  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remaia  be- 
low: 
Words,  without  thoughts,  never  to  heaven  go. 

[Exii. 

SCEJ^E  IT.— Another  room  in  the  tame.    En- 
ter Queen  and  Polonius. 

PoL  He  will  come  straight  Look,  yoa  lay  bonie 
to  him : 
Tell  him,  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear 

with; 
And  that  your  grace  hath  screened  and  stood  be- 
tween 
Much  heat  and  him.    Pll  silence  me  e'en  here. 
Pniv  you,  be  round  with  him. 

^ueen,  Pll  warrant  yoo ; 

Fear  me  not : — ^withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming. 

[Polooios  hides  htmsitf 

EnUr  Hamlet 
Jfam.  Now,  mother;  what^s  the  matter? 
Queen.  Hamlet,  thou  hast  thy  father  roach  of- 
fended. 
Ham.  Mother,  you  have  my  fittber  much  of- 
fended. 
Queen.  Come,  come,  you  answer  with  an  idle 

tongue. 
f^am.  Go,  go,  you  question  with  a  wicked  toogue. 
Queen.  Why,  how  now,  Hamlet  f 
Ham.  What's  the  matter  now  .> 

Queen.  Have  you  forgot  me  f 
Ham.  No,  by  the  rood,^  not  so: 

You  arc  the  queen,  your  husband's  brother's  wife; 
And. — 'would  it  were  not  so ! — ^you  are  my  mother. 
Queen.  Nay,  then  Pll  set  those  to  you  that  can 

speak. 
Ham.  Come,  come,  and  sit  you  down ;  you  shall 
not  budge ; 
Ydu  go  not,  till  I  set  you  up  a  glass 
Where  you  may  see  the  inmost  part  of  you. 
Queen.  What  wilt  thou  do?  tnou  wilt  not  mar- 
der  me  ? 
Help,  help,  ho! 
Pol.  [Behind.]  What,  ho!  help! 
Ham.  How  now  I  a  r 

Dead,  for  a  ducat,  dead. 

[Hamlet  makes  a  pass  through  the  i 
Pol.  [Behind.]  O,  I  am  slain. 

[Falls,  and  dia 
Queen.  O  me,  what  hasttbon  done.' 
^"^'  Nay,  I  know  not 

Is  it  the  king.' 
[Lifts  up  the  arras,  and  drmos  forth  Pbkniui 

''5)  Reward. 

(6)  Seize  him  at  a  more  horrid  time.     (7)  Ctxm. 
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Queen.  O,  what  a  rash  and  bloody  deed  is  this 

Ham,    A  bloody  deed; — almost  as  bad,  good 
mother. 
As  kill  a  king,  and  marnr  with  his  brother. 

Queen.  As  kill  a  king  I 

Ham.  Ay,  lady,  *twas  my  word.— 

Thou  wretched,  rash,  uitruding  fool,  farewell ! 

[To  Polonius. 
I  took  thee  for  thy  better;  take  thy  fortune : 
Thou  find*st,  to  be  too  busy,  is  some  danger. — 
Leave  wringing  of  your  bands:   Peace;  sit  you 

down, 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart :  for  so  I  shall, 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  stuff; 
If  damned  custom  have  not  braz*d  it  so. 
That  it  be  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense. 

Queen.  What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar^st  wag 
thy  tongue 
In  noise  so  rude  against  me  ? 

Ham.  Such  an  act, 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blush  of  modesty ; 
Calls  virtue,  hypocrite;  takes  off  the  rose 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love, 
And  Mts  a  blister  there  ;  makes  marriage-vows 
As  false  as  dicers^  oaths :   O,  such  a  deed 
As  from  the  body  of  contraction^  plucks 
The  very  soul ;  and  sweet  religion  makes 
A  rhapsody  of  words :  Heaven^s  face  doth  glow : 
Tea,  this  solidity  and  compound  mass. 
With  tristful^-visage,  as  against  the  doom. 
Is  thought-sick  at  the  act. 

Queen.  Ah  me,  what  act. 

That  roars  so  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  index  ?' 

Ham.  Look  here,  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this ; 
Th«  counterfeit  presentment  of  two  brothers. 
Sec,  what  a  grace  was  seated  on  this  brow : 
HvperionV  curls;  the  front  of  Jove  himself; 
An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command ; 
A  station^  like  the  herald  Mercury, 
New-lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill ; 
A  combination,  and  a  form,  indeed, 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal, 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man : 
This  was  vour  husband. — Look  you  now,  what  fol 

lows : 
Here  is  your  husband ;  like  a  mildewM  ear. 
Blasting  his  wholesome  brother.     Have  you  eyes  ? 
Could  you  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed. 
And  batten^  on  this  moor  ?  Ha  !  have  ybu  eyes  ? 
You  cannot  call  it,  love :  for,  at  your  age. 
The  hey-day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it*s  humble. 
And  waits  upon  the  judgment ;  and  what  judg- 
ment 
Would  step  from  this  to  this.'  Sense,^  sure, you  have, 
Else,  coula  you  not  have  motion :  But,  sure,  that 

sense 
Is  apoplexM  :  for  madness  would  not  err ; 
Nor  sense  to  ecstasy*  was  ne'er  so  thralPd, 
But  it  re^rvM  some  quantity  of  choice. 
To  serve  in  such  a  difference.     What  devil  was't. 
That  thus  hath  cozenM  you  at  hoodman-blind  .^ 
Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  sight, 
Elars  without  hands  or  eyes,  smelling  sans'^^  all, 
Or  but  a  sickly  part  of  one  true  sense 
Could  not  so  mope." 

O  shame  !  where  is  thy  blush  ?  Rebellious  hell, 
If  thou  canst  mutine  in  a  matron^  bones, 
To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax, 

(I)  Marriage-contract  (2)  SorrowltiL 

'3)  Index  of  contents  prefixed  to  a  book. 
4)  Aixjilo's.  (5)  The  act  of  standing. 

i6)  1 3  fTTOMf  fat.     (7)  Sensation.      (8)  Freniy. 
(9)  Blindman's  buffi  (10)  Without. 


And  melt  in  her  own  fire :  proclaim  no  shame. 
When  the  compulsive  ardour  gives  the  charge ; 
Since  frost  itself  as  actively  doth  bum. 
And  reason  panders  will. 

Queen.  O,  Hamlet,  speak  no  more  : 

Thou  tum'st  mine  eyes  into  my  very  soul ; 
And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots, 
As  will  not  leave  their  tinct>3 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 

In  the  rank  sweat  of  an  enseamecfi'  bed ; 
StewM  in  corruption ;  honeying  and  making  love 
Over  the  nasty  sty ; 

Queen.  O,  speak  to  me  no  more ; 

These  words,  like  daggers,  enter  in  mine  ears : 
No  more,  sweet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  A  murderer,  and  a  villain  : 

A  slave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tythe 
Of  your  precedent  lord  : — a  vice'^  of  kings  : 
A  cutpurse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule ; 
That  from  a  shelf  the  precious  diadem  stole. 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket ! 

Queen.  No  more. 

Enter  Ghost 

Ham.  A  king 

Of  shreds  and.patches  : — 
Save  me,  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wings, 
Vou  heavenly  guards  I — What  would  your  gracious 
figure.' 

Queen.  Alas,  he's  mad. 

ffam.  Do  ^ou  not  come  your  tardy  son  to  chide. 
That,  laps'd  m  time  and  passion,  lets  go  by 
The  important  acting  of  your  dread  command  f 
0,say.' 

Ghost.  Do  not  forget :  This  visitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almost  blunted  purpose. 
But,  look  !  amazement  on  thy  mother  sits : 
O,  step  between  her  and  her  fighting  soul ; 
Conceit'*  in  weakest  bodies  strongest  works ; 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet 

//am.  How  is  it  with  you,  lady  t 

Queen.  Alas,  how  is't  with  you. 
That  you  do  bend  your  eye  on  vacancy. 
And  with  the  incorporal  air  do  hold  discourse.' 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  spirits  wildly  peep ; 
And,  as  the  sleeping  soldiers  in  the  alarm, 
Vour  bedded  hair,  like  life  in  excrements,^ 
Starts  up,  and  stands  on  end.    O  gentle  son, 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  distemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.     Whereon  do  you  look .' 

Ham.  On  him !  on  him ! — Look  you,  how  pale 
he  glares ! 
His  form  and  cause  coirioin'd,  preaching  to  stones. 
Would  make  them  capable.  17— Do  not  look  upon  me; 
Lest,  with  this  piteous  action,  you  convert 
My  stem  effects  :'*  then  what  I  have  to  do 
Will  want  true  colour;  tears,  perchance,i9  for  blood. 

Queen.  To  whom  do  you  speak  this .' 

Ham.  Do  you  see  nothing  there .' 

Queen.  Nothing  at  all ;  ^et  all  that  is,  I  see. 

Ham.  Nor  did  you  nothing  hear .' 

Queen.  No,  nothing,  but  ourwlven. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  there !  look,  how  it  steals 
away ! 
My  father,  in  his  habit  as  he  liv'd  I 
Look,  where  be  goes,  even  now,  out  at  the  portal .' 
[Exit  Ghost. 

Queen.  This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain  : 

(11)  Be  so  stupid.    (12)  Colour.    (13)  Greasy. 
(14)  Min.ic.  (15)  Imagination. 

(16)  The  hair  of  animals  is  excrementitiooa,  diat 
is,  without  life  or  sensation. 

(17)  Intelligent    (18)  Actions.    (19)  Perhaps. 
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JULir. 


Tfa«  bodfloi  cfcstiaa  ecatMyl 
Is  renr  cvminr  in. 

Ham.  EolMT  ! 
Mj  pal«e,  u  JOQn,  doth  teroperalelj  k«ep  time, 
Aod  makes  as  beaithibi  inasic  :  It  is  doC  n 
That  I  bate  attrr'd :  twin^  me  lo  the  lest. 
And  1  the  matter  will  re-word  ;  which  ma 
IVould  gambd  from.     Mother,  for  lore  of  gnoe, 
Laj  not  that  flattering  unction  to  roar  tool, 
Tlksl  not  jour  trespaM,  but  mr  madness,  spemks : 
It  will  but  skin  and  fibn  the  alcerous  place ; 
^IWIes  rank  cormpcion,  mininf^  all  withio. 
Infects  unseen.     Confess  jounelf  to  heaven ; 
Repent  what^s  past ;  avoid  what  is  to  come ; 
And  do  not  «pread  the  compost^  on  the  weeds. 
To  make  them  ranker.    Forpre  roe  this  mj  rirtoe  : 
For  in  the  fatness  id  these  pursj  tiroes. 
Virtue  itself  of  rice  most  parrkn  beg ; 
Yea,  curb'  and  woo,  fix  leave  to  do  biro  good. 

QiMen.  O  Harolet  \  thou  hast  cleft  mj  heart  in 
twain. 

Ham,  O,  throw  awaj  the  worser  part  of  it. 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half 
Good  night :  but  ^  not  to  m j  uncle*s  bed ; 
Assume  a  virtue,  if  jou  have  it  not. 
That  roonster,  custom,  who  all  sen^e  doth  eal 
Of  habitus  deril,  is  angel  jet  in  this ; 
That  lo  the  use  otf"  actions  fair  and  good 
He  likewise  gives  a  frock,  or  li«  erj. 
That  aptlj  is  put  on :  Refrain  to-night ; 
Aod  that  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 
To  the  next  abstinence  :  the  next  more  easj : 
For  use  almost  can  change  the  stamp  of  nature, 
And  either  curb  the  devil,  or  throw  bira  out 
With  wondrous  potencj.     Once  more,  good  night ! 
And  when  jou  are  desirous  to  be  blessed, 
rU  blesdng  beg  of  jou.— For  this  same  lord, 

[Poiniinr  io  Polonioa. 
I  do  repent :  But  heftven  hath  pleased  it  so, — 
To  punish  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me. 
That  I  must  be  their  scourge  and  minister. 
I  will  bestow  him,  and  will  answer  well 
The  death  I  gave  him.  So,  again,  good  night  !— 
I  must  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind  : 
Thus  bad  begins,  and  worse  remains  behind. — 
But  one  word  more,  good  ladj. 

^itutn.  W-hat  shall  I  do? 

Ham,  Not  this,  bj  no  means,  that  I  bid  jou  do 
Let  the  bloat  king  lempt  jou  again  to  bed ; 
Pinch  wanton  on  jour  cheek ;  call  you,  his  mouse H 
And  let  him,  for  a  pair  of  reechj*  kisses. 
Or  paddling  in  jour  neck  with  his  damned  fingers. 
Make  JOU  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out. 
That  I  essentiallj  am  not  in  madness. 
But  mad  in  craft.    *Twere  good,  jou  let  him  know : 
For  who,  that's  but  a  queen,  fair,  sober,  wise. 
Would  from  a  paddock,^  from  a  bat,  a  gib,' 
Such  dear  concemiogs  hide  ?  who  would  do  so.' 
No,  in  despite  oi  sense,  and  secrecy, 
Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  hou^*s  top. 
Let  the  birds  flj  ;  and,  like  the  famous  ape. 
To  try  conclusions,*  in  the  basket  creep, 
And  break  vour  own  neck  do»vn. 

Queen.  6e  thou  assured,  if  words  be  made  of 
breath, 
And  breath  of  life,  I  hvrf.  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  hast  said  to  me. 

Ham.  I  must  to  FjigUnd  ;  joa  know  that  ? 

Queen,  Alack, 

(1)  Frenrj.  (2)  Manure. 

(3)  Bend.  (4)  A  term  of  endearment 

^5)  Steaming  with  heat 

(6)  Toad.        (7)  Cat        (8)  Experiment!. 


I  bad  KM  got :  ^s  90  cooclnded  o^ 

Hmwu  There's  leOers  fcaPd  :  aod  vr  twv^Bul 
fellows,— 
V^lioin  I  will  tnirt.  as  I  wiU  adders  fec^'d,t- 
Tl.ej  bear  the  mandate ;  thej  most  ssrcrp  mj  wif , 
And  mardtal  me  to  knarerr  :  Let  it  wort ; 
For  *tis  the  sport,  lo  have  the  engineer 
Hosa  with  hts  own  petar  <-  and  it  shall  go  hard. 
But  I  will  delve  one  jard  below  tkeir  msiipi. 
And  blow  them  at  the  moon  :  O,  *tis  most  sweet, 
.  When  in  one  \iat  two  crafts  (firectij  aieec. — 
This  nan  shall  tet  roe  packing, 
ril  lug  the  guts  into  the  netghlxiiir  room : — 
.Mother,  go(M  night — Indeed,  this  counsellor 
Is  now  roost  stil^  most  secret,  and  most  grmre. 
Who  was  in  life  a  feolish  prating  koav^e. 
Come,  sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  job  : — 
Good  night,  mother. 

[Bxeunt  tertraUy  ;  Hamlet  4 
Polonius. 


ACT  IF. 

SCEJSTE  r.—Tke  fame.     Enter   Kk^,  QMi^ 
Rosencrantx,  and  Guiidenslem. 

King.  There^s  matter  in  these  u^txk ;  these  ]«»• 
feund  heaves; 
Vou  must  translate  :  *tLS  fit  we  i 
Where  is  jour  son  ? 

Quern.  Bestow  this  place  on  us  a  little  ^ 

[  To  Roeencrantz  arui  Guildenstem,  trA^^  tuL 
Ah,  mr  good  lord,  what  have  I  seen  to-night .' 

Kmg.  What,  Gertrude .'  how  does  Haralel? 

Quun.  Mad  as  the  sea,  and  wind,  when  boik 
contend 
\M)ich  is  the  m%htier :  In  hb  lawless  fit, 
B«>hind  the  arras  hearing  somediii^  stir. 
Whips  out  his  ra()ier,  cnes,  A  rat!  a  rat! 
And,  in  this  brainish  apprehension,  kills 
The  unseen  good  old  man. 

King.  O  hearj  deed ! 

It  had  been  so  with  us,  had  we  been  there : 
His  libertj  is  full  of  threats  to  all; 
To  you  jourself,  to  us,  to  ererj  one. 
Alas  !  how  shall  this  bloodj  deed  be  answer'd.' 
It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whose  providence 
Should  have  kept  short,  restrained,  and  outof  hannt,*! 
This  mad  voung  man  :  but,  so  much  was  our  bvte, 
We  would  not  understand  what  was  most  fit ; 
But,  like  the  owner  of  a  foul  disease. 
To  keep  it  from  divulgii^,  let  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life.     >\'hcrc  is  he  gone  ? 

Queen.  To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath  killM : 
O  er  whom  his  ver}-  madness,  like  some  ore. 
Among  a  mineral i^  of  metals  base. 
Shows  itself  pure ;  he  weeps  for  what  is^done. 

King.  O,  Gertrude,  come  away  ! 
Tlie  sun  no  sooner  shall  the  mountains  touch. 
But  we  will  ship  him  hence  :  and  thi«  vile  deed 
We  must,  with  all  our  majesty  and  sLiil, 
Both  countenance  and  excuse. — Ho!  Guildenstem' 

Enter  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstem. 
Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  some  further  aid : 
Hamlet  in  madness  hath  Polonius  slain. 
And  from  his  nx>ther*s  closet  hath  he  dragged  hkn: 
Go,  seek  him  oat;  speak  fair,  and  bring  £e  body 

(9)  Having  their  teeth. 

(10)  Blown  up  with  his  own  bomb. 

(11)  Company.        (12)  Mine. 
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Into  the  chapel.    I  pray  jou,  haste  iii  this. 

[Examt  Ros.  and  Guil 
Come,  Gertrude,  weMl  call  up  our  wiaeai  friendit ; 
Aod  let  them  know,  both  what  we  mean  to  do. 
And  what's  untimely  done  :  so,  haply,  slander, — 
Whose  whisper  o*er  the  world's  diameter, 
As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank,' 
Transports  his  poison'd  shot,— may  miss  our  name, 
And  hit  the  woundless  air. — O  come  away ; 
My  soul  is  full  of  discord,  and  dismay.     [Exeuni. 

SCEJSTE  II— Another  room  m  the  same.    En- 
ter Hamlet 

Nam. Safely  stowed, [Ros.  ^c.  within. 

Hamlet!  lord  Hamlet  !1    But  soft!— what  noise' 
who  calls  on  Hamlet  f  O,  here  they  come. 

Enter  Roflencrantz  and  Guildenstem. 

Ros.  What  have  you  done,  my  lord,  with  the 
dead  body  ? 

Ham.  Compounded  it  with  dust,  whereto 'tis  kin. 

Ros.  Tell  us  where  'tis;  that  we  may  take  it 
thence. 
And  bear  it  to  the  chapel. 

Ham.  Do  not  believe  it 

Ros.  Believe  what .' 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  counsel,  and  not 
mine  own.  Besides,  to  be  aemanded  of  a  spong:e  ! 
— what  replication  should  be  made  by  the  son  of  a 
kinff .' 

Ros.  Take  you  me  for  a  sponge,  m^  lord  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  sir;  that  soaks  up  the  king's  counte- 
nance, his  rewards,  his  authorities.  But  such  officers 
do  the  king  best  service  in  the  end  :  He  keeps  them 
like  an  ape,  in  the  comer  of  his  jaw ;  first  mouthed, 
to  be  last  swallowed :  When  he  needs  what  you 
have  gleaned,  it  is  but  squeezing  you,  aod,  sponge, 
you  shall  be  dry  again. 

Ros.  I  understand  vou  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  of  it :  A  knavish  speech  sleeps 
in  a  foolish  ear. 

Ros.  My  lord,  you  must  tell  us  where  the  body 
is,  and  go  with  us  to  the  kino;. 

//am.  The  body  is  with  me  king,  but  the  king 
is  not  with  the  body.     The  king  is  a  thing 

GuiL  A  thing,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Of  notnuig :  brL.g  me  to  him.  Hide  fox, 
and  all  after.s  [Exeunt 

SCKXE  III — Another  room  in  the  same.    En- 
ter King,  attended. 

King.  I  haye  sent  to  seek  him,  and  to  find  the 
body. 
How  dangerous  is  it,  that  this  man  goes  loose ! 
Yet  must  not  we  put  the  strong  law  on  him : 
He's  lov'd  of  the  distracted  multitude, 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  eyes ; 
•  And,  where  'tis  so,  the  offender's  scourge  is  weigh'dt 
But  never  the  oflS?nce.  To  bear  all  smooth  and  even. 
This  sudden  sending  him  away  must  seem 
Deliberate  pause :  Diseases,  desperate  grown. 
By  desperate  appliance  are  reliev'd, 

Enter  Rosencrantz. 

Or  not  at  all.— How  now  ?  what  hath  befallen  * 
Ros.  Where  the  dead  body  is  bestow'd,  my  lord. 

We  cannot  get  from  him. 
King.  But  where  is  he .' 

Ros.  Without,  my  lord ;  guarded,  to  know  your 
pleasure. 

(1)  Mark.  (2)  A  sport  among  children. 


King.  Bring  him  before  as. 

Ros.  Ho,  Guildenstem .'  bring  in  my  lord. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Guildenstem. 

King.  Now,  Hamlet,  wbere's  Polooius.^ 

Ham.  At  supper. 

King.  At  supper.'  Where.' 

Ham.  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten : 
a  certain  convocation  of  politic  worms  arc  e'en  at 
him.  Your  worm  is  your  only  emperor  for  diet :  we 
fat  all  creatures  else,  to  fat  us ;  and  we  fat  ourselves 
for  maggots :  Your  fat  king,  and  your  lean  beggar, 
is  but  variable  service ;  two  dishes,  but  to  one  table ; 
that's  the  end. 

King.  Alas,  alas ! 

Ham.  A  man  may  fish  with  the  worm  that  hath 
eat  of  a  king ;  and  eat  of  the  fish  that  hath  fed  of 
that  worm. 

King.  What  dost  thou  mean  by  this.' 

Ham.  Nothing,  but  to  show  you  how  a  king  may 
go  a  prepress  through  the  guts  of  a  beggar. 

King.  Where  is  rolonius.' 

Ham.  In  heaven;  send  thither  to  see:  if  your 
messenger  find  him  not  there,  seek  him  i'the  otiier 
place  yourself  But,  indeed,  if  you  find  him  not 
within  this  month,  you  shall  nose  him  as  you  go  up 
the  stairs  into  the  lobby. 

King.  Go  seek  him  there.  [  To  some  Attendants. 

Ham.  He  will  stay  till  you  come. 

[Exeunt  Attendants. 

King.   Hamlet,  this  deed,  for  thine  especial 
safety. 
Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  hast  done, — roust  send  thee 

hence 
With  fiery  quickness :  Therefore,  prepare  thyself; 
The  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help,* 
The  associates  tend,^  and  every  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 

Ham.  For  England  ? 

King.  Ay,  Hamlet 

Ham.  Good. 

King.  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'st  our  purposes. 

Ham.  I  see  a  cherub,  that  sees  them. — But,  co^M^ 
for  fjigland ! — Farewell,  dear  mother. 

King.  Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  mother :  Father  and  mother  is  roan 
and  wife ;  man  and  wife  is  one  flesh ;  and  so,  my 
mother.    Come,  for  England.  [Exit. 

King.  Follow  him  at  foot ;  tempt  him  with  speed 
aboard; 
Delay  it  not,  I'll  have  him  hence  to-night : 
Away ;  for  every  thing  is  seai'd  and  done 
That  else  leans  on  the  affair :  Pray  you,  make  haste. 
[Exeunt  Ros.  and  Guil. 
And,  England,  if  my  love  thou  hold'st  at  aught, 
(As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  sense; 
Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danish  sword,  and  thy  free  awe 
Pays  homage  to  us,)  thou  may'st  not  coldly  set* 
Our  sovereign  process;  which  imports  at  full. 
By  letters  c6muring  to  that  effect. 
The  present  death  of  Hamlet     Do  it,  England ; 
For  like  the  hectic  in  my  blood  he  rages. 
And  thou  must  cure  me  :  Till  I  know  'tis  done, 
Howe'er  my  haps,<^  my  joys  will  ne'er  begin.  [Ex. 

SCEIXE  IT.— A  plain  in  Denmark.  Enter  For- 
tinbras,  and  Forces^  marching, 
fbr.  Go,  captain,  from  me  greet  the  Danish  king ; 
Tell  him,  that,  by  his  license,  Fortinbras 


(3)  Rieht,  ready. 
(5)  Value,  estimate. 


(4)  Attend. 
(6)  Socccnet. 
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Ad  IT. 


Craves  the  conTeyanoe  of  s  promia'd 
Over  his  kingdom.    You  know  the  re 


■*d  march 
>  rendezvous. 
U  that  bis  majesty  would  aught  with  us, 
We  shall  express  our  duty  in  his  eye,* 
And  let  him  know  so. 

Cap,  I  will  do*t,  my  lord. 

Fhr»  Go  softly  on.         [£m.  For.  and  Forces. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Rosencrantz,  Guildenstem,  4rc 

Ham,  Good  sir,  whose  power^  are  these  ? 

Ctap.  They  are  of  Norway,  sir. 

Ham.  How  porpoe'd,  sir, 

I  prey  you? 

Gap.  Against  some  part  of  Fblaod. 

Ham.  Who 

Commands  them,  sir? 

Cap.  The  nephew  to  old  Noiway.  Fortinbras. 

Ham.  Goes  it  against  the  main  of  Potaud,  sir. 
Or  for  some  frontier  ? 

Qqt.  Truly  to  speak,  sir,  and  with  no  addition, 
We  go  to  |ain  a  little  patch  of  ground, 
That  hath  m  it  no  profit  but  the  name. 
To  pay  five  ducats,  five,  I  would  not  &rm  it ; 
Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway,  or  the  Pole, 
A  ranker  rate,  should  it  be  sold  in  fee. 

Ham.  Why,  then  the  Pblack>  never  will  defend  it. 

Cap.  Yes,  'tis  already  garrison'd. 

Ham.  Two  thousand  souls,  and  twenty  thousand 
ducats. 
Will  not  debate  the  question  of  this  strew ; 
This  is  the  imposthome  of  much  wealth  and  peace : 
That  inward  oreaks,  and  shows  no  cause  without 
Why  the  man  dies. — ^I  hunlbly  thank  you,  sir. 

Cap.  God  be  wi' you,  sir.  [Exit  Captain. 

Roe.  Will't  please  you  go,  my  lord  r 

Ham.  I  will  be  with  you  straight    Go  a  little 
before.  [Elxeuni  Ros.  and  Guil. 

How  all  occasions  do  inform  aeainst  me. 
And  spur  my  dull  revenge !  What  is  a  man. 
If  his  chief  good,  and  market*  of  his  time. 
Be  bnt  to  sleep,  and  feed?  a  beast,  no  more. 
Sore,  he,  that  made  us  with  such  lai|;e  discourse,* 
Looking  before,  and  after,  gave  os  not 
That  capability  and  godlike  reason. 
To  fustP  in  us  unus*d.    Now,  whether  it  be 
Bestial  oblivion,  or  some  craven^  scruple 
Of  thinking  too  precisely  on  the  event, — 
A  thought,  which,  quartei^d,  hath  but  one  part 


And,  ever,  three  parts  coward, — ^I  do  not  know 

Whr  vet  I  live  to  say.  This  thing's  to  do  ; 

Sitfa^  1  have  cause,  and  will,  and  strength,  and 

means. 
To  do*t    Examples,  gross  as  earth,  exhort  me : 
Witness,  this  army  of  such  mass,  and  charge, 
Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince ; 
Whose  spirit,  with  divine  amOition  puffM, 
Makes  mouths  at  the  invisible  event; 
Exposing  what  is  mortal,  and  unsure. 
To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger,  dare. 
Even  for  an  eg{^-shell.    Rightly  to  be  great. 
Is,  not  to  stir  without  great  argument ; 
But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw. 
When  honour's  at  the  stake.    How  stand  I  then. 
That  have  a  father  kilt'd,  a  mother  stain'd. 
Excitements  of  my  reason,  and  my  blood. 
And  let  all  sleep  ?  while,  to  my  shame,  I  see 
The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men. 
That,  tor  a  fantasy,  and  trick  of  fame. 
Go  to  their  graves  like  beds;  fight  for  a  plot 

(1)  Presence.        (2)  Forces.         (3)  Pblandsr. 
(4)  Profit  (5)  Power  of  comprehension. 

(6)  Grow  mouldy.    (7)  Cowardly.    (8)  Since. 


Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  tiy  the  cause. 
Which  is  not  tomb  enough,  and  continent, 
To  hide  the  slain  ?— O,  from  this  time  forth. 
My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth.  [Ex. 

SCEJ^TE  r.— Elsinore.    A  room  in  Ike  easOe. 
Enter  Queen  and  Horetia 

Queen,  1  will  not  speak  with  her. 

Hor.  She  is  importunate ;  indeed,  distract; 
Her  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 

Queen.  What  would  she  have  ? 

Hor.  She  speaks  much  of  her  &ther;  says,  she 
hesjv, 
There's  tricks  i'the  worid;  and  hems,  and  beats 

her  heart; 
Spurns  enviously  at  straws;  speaks diin|;s  in  doubt. 
That  carry  but  half  sense:  her  speech  is  nothing. 
Vet  the  unshaped  use  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  collection ;  they  aira9  at  it. 
And  botch  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thooghts; 
Which,  as  her  winks,  sind  nods,  and  gestures,  yield 

them. 
Indeed  would  make  one  think,  there  might  be 

thought. 
Though  nothing  sure,  ret  much  unhappily. 

Qiuen.  'Twere  gooa  she  were  spoken  with ;  for 
she  may  strew 
Daneerous  conjectures  in  ill-breedingminds : 
Let  her  come  in.  ^Cxif  Horetia 

To  my  sick  soul,  as  sin's  true  nature  is, 
Each  toyio  seems  prologue  to  some  great  amiss : 
So  full  of  artless  lealousy  is  guilt. 
It  spills  itself  in  fearing  to  be  spilt 

JU-enier  Horatio,  wiih  Ophelia. 

Oph.  Where  is  the  beauteous  majesty  of  Ik^ 

mark? 
Queen.  How  now, Ophelia? 

Oph.  How  should  1  your  true4ooe  know 
*"     lofioMcr  ofii 


From  another  one? 
By  his  eoekUkai  and  staff, 
And  his  sandal  skoon.^^ 


[Singing 


Queen.  Alas,  sweet  lady,  what  imports  tiiis song? 
Oph.  Say  you  ?  nay,  prey  you,  maxk. 


He  is  dead  and  gone^  ftuFy, 
He  is  dead  and  gone  ; 

At  his  head  a  grass-green  tusfi 
At  his  heels  a  stone. 


[Sings. 


0,ho! 
^b'*''^  Nay,  but  Ophelia, 

White  his  ^roud  as  the 


Piray  yno,  naik. 

ow. 

[Sings. 
Enter  "King. 
Queen.  Alas,  look  here,  my  lord. 

Oph.        Larded^  aU  with  sweet  Jlowers  f 
Which  bewept  to  the  gnne  did  «l 
WWiirue^ooei' 


King.  How  do  TOO,  pretty  lady  ? 

Oph,  Well,  God 'ieldis  vou !  They  say,  the  owl 
was  a  baker's  daughter,  fiord,  weknow  whatwe 
are,  but  know  not  what  we  may  be.  God  be  at 
your  table ! 

King.  Conceit  upon  her  fother. 

Oph.  Prey,  let  us  have  no  words  of  Otis ;  bat 
when  they  ask  you,  what  it  means,  say  you  this  : 

(9)  Guess.        (10)  Trifle.        (11)  Shoe. 
(12)  Garnished.        (13)  Reward. 
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Chod  morrcWf  *Hs  Saint  FaUniine't  day^ 

AU  in  the  morning  betinUf 
And  I  a  maid  at  your  window. 

To  be  your  Valentine: 

Then  up  he  rose^  and  don'd^  his  clothes. 
And  dufp*d^  the  chamber  door  { 

Let  in  the  maid,  that  out  a  maid 
JSever  departed  more. 

King.  Pret^  Ophelia ! 

C^A.  Indeed,  without  an  oath,  1*11  make  an  end 
oa*t: 

By  Gt»,'  and  by  Saint  Charity  f 

Alackf  and  Jie  for  shame! 
Young  men  vnU  do%  if  (hey  come  to'i  ; 

By  cock,  they  are  to  blame. 

Quoih  she.  Before  you  tumbled  me. 
You  promised  me  to  wed : 

[He  answers.] 
So  would  I  ha*  done,  by  yonder  sun. 
An  thou  hadst  not  come  to  my  bed. 

King.  How  long  hath  she  been  thus  ? 

Oph.  I  hope,  all  will  be  well.  We  must  be  pa- 
tient :  but  I  cannot  choose  but  weep,  to  think,  they 
should  lay  him  i'the  cold  gTX>und ;  My  brother  shall 
know  of  it,  and  so  I  thank  you  for  your  eood  coun- 
•el.  Come,  my  coach  !  Good  night,  ladies;  eood 
night,  sweet  ladies :  good  night,  eood  night  [Ex. 

King.  Follow  her  close ;  give  ner  good  watch, 
I  pray  you.  [Exit  Horatio. 

O  !  this  is  tne  poison  of  deep  grief;  it  sprinrs 
All  from  her  father's  death :  And  now  behold, 
O  Gertrude,  Gertrude, 

When  sorrows  ccwne,  they  come  not  single  spies. 
But  in  battalions !  First,  her  father  slain ; 
Next,  your  son  gone  ;  and  he  most  violent  author 
Of  his  own  just  remove :  The  people  muddied. 
Thick  and  imwhotesome  in  tneir  thoughts  and 

whispers. 
For  good  Polonius*  death ;  and  we  have  done  but 

greenly,^ 
In  hugger-mugger*  to  inter  him :  Poor  Ophelia 
Divided  from  herself,  and  her  fair  judgment; 
Without  the  which  we  are  pictures,  or  mere  beasts. 
Last,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  these. 
Her  brother  is  in  secret  come  from  France  : 
Feeds  on  his  wonder,  keeps  himself  in  clouds, 
And  wants  not  buzzers  to  infect  his  ear 
With  pestilent  speeches  of  his  father's  death ; 
Wherein  necessity,  of  matter  beggarM, 
Will  nothing  stick  our  person  to  arraign 
In  ear  and  ear.     O  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 
Like  to  a  murdering  piece,  in  many  places 
Gives  me  superfluous  death  !         [A  noise  within. 

Queen.  Alack  !  what  noise  is  this  ? 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

King.  Attend. 
Where  are  my  Switzers.^  Let  them  guard  the  door : 
What  is  the  matter.^ 

Crent.  Save  yourself,  my  lord ; 

The  ocean,  overpeering  of  his  list,^ 
Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  haste, 
Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head. 
Overbears  your  oflicers !  The  rabble  call  him,  lord; 
And,  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin, 

(1)  Do  on,  I.  e.  put  on.        (2)  Do  op. 

(3)  Saints  in  the  Roman-catholic  calendar. 

(4)  Without  judgment  (5)  Privately. 
(6^  Guard^s.        (7)  Bounds.  (8)  Scent 

VOL.  II. 


Antiquity  (orgot,  cnstcm  not  known,     . 
The  ratiflers  and  props  of  every  word. 
They  cry.  Choose  we  ;  Laertes  shall  be  king  ! 
Caps,  hands,  and  tongues,  applaud  it  to  the  clouds, 
Laertes  shaU.  be  king,  Laertes  king  ! 

Queen.  How  cheeK^ully  on  the  false  trail^  they  cry .' 
O,  this  is  counter,^  you  false  Danish  d<^8. 

King.  The  doors  are  broke.        [Noise  within. 

Enter  Laertes,  armed;  Danes  following. 

Laer.  Where  is  this  king? — Sirs,  stand  you  all 
without 

Dan.  No,  let's  come  in. 

Laer.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave. 

Dan.  We  will,  we  will. 

[They  retire  unihout  the  door. 

Laer.  1  thank  you : — keep  the  door. — O  thou 
vile  king. 
Give  me  my  father. 

Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer.  That  drop  of  blood,  that's  calm,  proclaims 
me  bastard; 
Cries,  cuckold,  to  my  father ;  brands  the  harlot 
Even  here,  between  the  chaste  unsmirched")  brotv 
Of  my  true  mother. 

King.  What  is  the  cause,  Laertes, 

That  thy  rebellion  looks  so  giant-like  ? — 
Let  him  go,  Gertrude ;  do  not  fear  our  person ; 
There's  such  divinity  doth  hedge  a  king. 
That  treason  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would, 
Acts  little  of  his  will. — Tell  me,  Laertes, 
Why  thou  art  thus  incens'd ;— Let  him  go,  Ger- 
trude ; — 
Speak,  man. 

Laer.  Where  is  my  father  ? 

King.  Dead. 

Queen.  But  not  by  him. 

King.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Laer.  How  came  he  dead  ?  I'll  not  be  juggled 
with: 
To  hell,  allegiance!  vows,  to  the  blackest  devil ! 
Conscience,  and  grace,  to  the  profoundest  pit ! 
1  dare  damnation :  To  this  point  I  stand, — 
That  both  the  worlds  1  give  to  negligence. 
Let  come  what  comes ;  only  I'll  be  reveng'd 
Most  thoroughly  for  my  father. 

King.  Who  shall  stay  you  ?, 

Laer.  My  will,  not  all  the  world's : 
And,  for  my  means,  I'll  husband  them  so  well, 
They  shall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Good  Laertes, 

If  you  desire  to  know  the  certainty 
Of  your  dear  father's  death,  is't  writ  in  your  revenge, 
That,  sweepstake,  you  will  draw  both  friend  and 

foe. 
Winner  and  loser.' 

Laer.  None  but  his  enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them  then  ' 

Laer.  To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  I'll  ope  my 
arms; 
And,  like  the  kind  life-rend'ring  pelican. 
Repast  them  with  my  blood. 

King.  Why,  now  you  f :  i  ak 

Like  a  good  child,  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltless  of  ^our  famer's  death, 
And  am  most  sensibly  m  grief  for  it, 
It  shall  as  level  to  your  judgment  'pear,'* 
As  day  does  to  your  eye. 

Danes.  [Within.]  Let  her  come  in. 

Zjoer.  How  now !  what  noise  is  that.' 

(9)  Hounds  run  counter  when  they  trace   lie 
scent  backwards. 

(10)  Clean,  undefiled.        (11)  Appear. 
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Eider  Ophelia,  fanUslicnlly  drtsud  with  strmuu 
and  JUncert. 

O  heat,  dry  up  mj  brains  !  tean  feven  times  talt. 
Barn  out  the  sense  and  rirtoe  of  iniine  eje  ! — 
Br  heaven,  thr  madnen  shall  be  paid  with  weirfali 
Till  oar  scale  (urn  the  beam.     O  rose  of  MajT 
Dear  maid,  kind  sister,  sweet  Ophelia  ! 
O  heavens  !  is*t  possible,  a  joonf^  maid's  wits 
Should  be  a%  mortal  as  an  old  inan^s  life  ? 
Nature  is  finel  in  love :  and,  where  *tis  fine. 
It  sends  some  precious  instance  of  itself 
After  the  thing  it  Imea. 

Oph.  Thtv  bort  him  bttrejac'd  on  the  bier; 
Hey  no  nanny  ^  nanny  hey  nanny : 
And  in  his  grace  rauCd  many  a  tear  f — 
Fare  jon  well,  mj  dove  ! 

Laer.  Had»t  thou  thj  wits,  and  didst  persuade 
revenge, 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

OpK.  You  must  sing,  Dawn-a-damn^  an  ytm  eaU 
him  a-daten-TL  O,  how  the  wheeP  becomes  it !  It 
is  the  fiilse  steward,  that  stole  his  master^s  daoghter. 

Laer.  This  nothing's  more  than  matter. 

Oph.  There's  rosemary,  that's  for  remembrance ; 
pray  jou,  love,  remember ;  and  there  is  pansies, 
that's  for  thoughts. 

Laer.  A  document  in  madness;  thoughts  and 
remembrance  fitted. 

Oph.  There's  fennel  for  yoo,  and  aJumbines : 
— there's  rue  for  jou  ;  and  here's  some  for  me  : — 
we  may  call  it,  herb  of  grace  o'Sundays: — you 
may  wear  your  nie  with  a  difference.* — There's  a 
daisy  : — I  would  give  you  some  violets ;  but  they 
withered  all,  when  my  father  died  :— They  say,  he 
made  a  good  end, 

/br  bonny  sweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy, —  [Sings. 

Laer.  Thought^  and  affliction,  passion,  hell  itself. 
She  turns  to  favour,  and  to  prettiness. 

Oph.  And  will  he  not  come  again  ?        [Sii^ 
And  will  he  not  come  again/ 
^  o,  no,  he  is  dead. 
Go  to  thy  death-bed. 
He  never  will  come  again. 

His  beard  was  as  white  as  snow, 
AUJlaicn  teas  his  poll  : 
He  is  gone,  he  is  gone. 
And  \ce  cast  away  moan  ; 
God  'a  mercy  on  his  soul! 
And  of  all  Christian  souls !   I  pray  God.     God  be 
wi»you!  [£xt<  Ophelia. 

Laer.   Do  you  see  this,  O  God  ? 
King  I^aertes,  I  must  commune  with  your  g^ef, 
Or  you  deny  me  right.     Go  but  apart. 
Make  choi(  e  of  whom  your  widest  friends  you  will. 
And  (hey  »ltall  liear  and  jud^e  'twixt  you  and  me : 
If  by  din^rt  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  touch'd,  we  will  our  kingdom  give. 
Our  crown,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours, 
To  you  in  satisfaction  ;  but,  if  not. 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us, 
And  we  shall  jointly  labour  with  your  soul 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer.  Let  this  be  so ; 

His  means  of  death,  his  obscure  funeral, — 
No  trophy,  sword,  nor  hatchment,  o'er  his  bones. 
No  noble  rite,  nor  formal  ostentation, — 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  heaven  to  earth, 

(1)  Artful.       (2)  The  burthen. 
(3)  I.  e.  Bv  its  Sunday  name  •  herb  of  grace ;' 
mine  is  merely  rue,  t.  e.  sorrow. 


him.    ThereH 


That  I  most  caD't  in  qaestioo. 

King.  So  yoQ  skAB : 

And  where  the  off»ce  is,  let  the  great  axe  kU  - 
I  pray  you,  go  with  me.  [E'lma/ 

SCEJS'E  r I.— .Another  room  in  tie  saam.     Est- 
ter  Horatio,  and  a  SerwamL 

Hor.  Wliat  are  they,  that  woold sptak  with  sae? 

Sere.  Sailors,  sir; 

Thev  say,  they  have  letters  for  yoo. 

lior.  tin  them  ooaae  is. — 

[fxiiSemaL 
I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  worid 
I  should  be  greeted,  if  doC  from  lord  UnaaidL 

EnierSaAon. 

1  Sail.  God  bless  yoo,  sir. 

Hor.  Let  him  bless  thee  too. 

1  Sail.  He  shall,  sir,  an't  ptease 
a  letter  for  you,  sir :  it  comes  from  the 
that  'was  bound  for  England ;   if  yoar 
Horatio,  as  I  am  let  to  kJiioW  it  ts^    ' 

Hor.  [Reads.]  Horatio,  when  thou  AmU  kat* 
oreriooked  this,  give  these  Jellows  some  wtemns  ta 
the  king  ;  they  have  letters  /or  him.  Ert  mr  were 
tieo  days  old  eU  sea,  a  pirate  of  very  waHAe  mp- 
poiniment  gave  us  chace :  Finding  aurseitts  too 
slow  of  sail,  we  put  on  a  camelled  valtmr  ;  and 
in  the  grapple  I  boarded  them .-  on  ike  instant  tkey 
got  clear  of  our  ship ;  so  I  alone  became  Aeir 
prisoner.  They  have  dealt  with  me,  Hke  tkieses 
of  mercy  ;  but  they  knew  what  they  did  ;  i  am  to 
do  a  good  turn  for  them.  Let  the  king  hate  tie 
tetters  I  have  sent ;  and  repair  thau  to  tne  u%th  as 
much  haste  as  thou  waulS*st  Ay  death.  I  kate 
words  to  speak  in  thine  ear,  will  make  thee  dumh ; 
yet  are  they  much  too  Ught  for  the  bort  of  the 
matter.  These  good  fellows  %pill  bring  thee  when 
lam.  Roaencrantz  and  Guildenstem  hold  their 
course  for  England :  of  them  I  hate  matek  to  tell 
thee.    Farewell. 

He  (hat  thou  knowtst  thine,  HanlcL 

Come,  I  will  give  rou  way  for  these  your  letters; 
And  do*t  the  speedier,  that  yoo  may  direct  me 
To  him  from  whom  you  broi^t  them.     [EUeunL 

SCEA'E  FH.— Another  room  in  the  saw.  En- 
ter King  and  Laertes. 

King.  Now  must  your  cooscience  my  acquittanca 
seal, 
And  you  must  put  me  in  rour  heart  for  friend ; 
SitM  you  have  beard,  and  with  a  knowing  ear. 
That  he,  which  hath  your  noble  father  slain, 
Pursu'd  my  life. 

Laer.  It  well  appears : — But  tell  me, 

Why  you  proceeded  not  against  these  firats, 
So  crimeful  and  so  capital  in  nature, 
A .«  by  your  safety,  greatness,  wisdom,  all  thin^  dse, 
Vou  mainly  were  stirr'd  up  ? 

King.  O,  for  two  special  reastoni ; 

Which  may  to  yoo,  perhaps,  seem  much  ansinew'd,^ 
But  yet  to  me  tbey  are  strong.     The  queen  hcfi 

mother. 
Lives  almost  by  his  looks ;  and  for  myself 
(My  virtue,  or  my  plague,  be  it  either  which,) 
She  is  so  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  soul. 
That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  sphere, 
1  could  not  but  by  her.     The  other  modre, 
Why  to  a  public  count  I  might  not  go^ 

(4)  Melancholy.         (5)  Since. 

(6)  Deprived  of  strei^;th.  • 
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Is,  the  great  love  the  greneral  gender^  bear  him  : 
Who,  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  afTection, 
Work  like  the  spring^  that  tumeth  wood  to  stone, 
Convert  hist  gyves  to  graces ;  so  that  my  arrows, 
Too  slightly  timbered  for  so  loud  a  wind. 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again, 
And  not  where  I  had  aimM  them. 

Laer.  And  so  have  I  a  noble  father  lost ; 
A  sister  driven  into  desperate  terms  ; 
Whose  worth,  if  praises  may  go  back  again, 
Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 
For  her  perfections  : — But  my  revenge  will  come. 

King.  Break  not  your  sleeps  for  that :  you  must 
not  think. 
That  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  dull. 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  danger, 
And  think  it  pastime.    You  shortly  shall  hear  more : 
I  lov'd  your  father,  and  we  love  ourself; 
And  that,  I  hope,  will  teach  you  to  imagine, — 
How  now  ?  what  news  f 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Letters,  my  lord,  from  Hamlet : 

This  to  your  majesty ;  this  to  the  queen. 

King.  From  Hamlet !  who  brought  them  ? 

JHess.  Sailors,  my  lord,  they  say :  I  saw  them  not; 
They  were  given  me  by  Claudio ;  he  receiv'd  them 
Of  him  that  brought  them. 

King.  Laertes,  you  shall  bear  them : — 

Leave  us.  [Exit  Messenger. 

[Reads.l  High  and  mighty^  you  shaU  knmOf  1 
am  set  naked  on  your  kingdom.  To-morrow  sfudl 
I  beg  leave  to  see  your  kingly  eyes  ;  when  I  shall, 
^rst  asking  your  pardon  thereunto,  recount  the 
occasion  of  my  sudden  and  more  strange  return. 

Hamlet 
What  should  this  mean?  Are  all  the  rest  conoeback.' 
Or  is  it  some  abuse,  and  no  such  thing  f 

Laer.  Know  you  the  hand  ? 

King.  Tis  Hamlet's  character.  J^aked,— 

And,  in  a  postscript  here,  he  says,  alone  : 
Can  you  advise  me  ? 

Laer.  I  am  lost  in  it,  my  lord.    But  let  him  come ; 
It  warms  the  very  sickness  in  my  heart. 
That  I  shall  live  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth, 
Thus  diddest  thou. 

King.  If  it  be  so,  Laertes, 

As  how  should  it  be  so  .^  how  otherwise  f — 
Will  you  be  rulM  by  roe  ? 

Laer.  Ay,  ray  lord ; 

So  you  will  not  o*er-rule  n>e  to  a  peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace,    if  he  be  now  re- 
turn'd, — 
As  checking'  at  his  voyage,  and  that  he  meam 
No  more  to  undertake  it, — I  will  work  him 
To  an  exploit,  now  ripe  in  my  device. 
Under  the  which  he  shall  not  choose  but  fall : 
And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  shall  breathe ; 
But  even  his  mother  shall  uncharge  the  practice. 
And  call  it,  accident. 

Laer.  My  lord,  I  will  be  rul*d ; 

The  rather,  if  you  could  devise  it  so, 
That  I  might  be  the  organ. 

King.  It  falls  right 

You  have  been  talked  of  since  your  travel  much. 
And  that  in  Hamlet's  hearing,  for  a  quality. 
Wherein,  thev  say,  you  shine :  your  sum  of  parts 
Did  not  tc^ether  pluck  such  envy  from  him, 

(1)  Common  people. 

(2)  Petrifying  springs  are  common  in  many  parts 
of  England. 

(3)  Objecting  to.         (4)  Place. 


As  did  that  one ;  and  that,  in  niv  regard. 
Of  the  unworthiest  sicffe.'* 

I^er.  What  part  is  that,  my  lord  ? 

King.  A  very  ribband  in  the  cap  of  youth, 
Yet  needful  too ;  for  youth  no  less  oecomes 
The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears. 
Than  settled  age  his  sables,  and  his  weeds. 
Importing  health  and   graveness. — Two  months 

since. 
Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normandy, — 
I  have  seen  myself,  and  served  against,  the  French, 
And  they  can  well  on  horseback :  but  this  gnllant 
Had  witchcraft  in't ;  he  grew  unto  his  seat ; 
And  to  such  wond*rous  doing  brought  his  horse. 
As  he  had  been  incorps'd  and  demi-natur*d 
With  the  brave  beast :  so  far  he  topped  my  thought, 
That  I,  in  forgery  of  shapes  and  tncks, 
Come  short  of  what  he  did. 

Laer.  A  Norman,  was't.' 

King.  A  Norman. 

Laer.  Upon  my  life,  Lamord. 

King.  The  very  same. 

Laer.  I  know  him  well :  he  is  the  brooch,^  indeed. 
And  gem  of  all  the  nation. 

King.  He  made  confession  of  you ; 
And  gave  you  such  a  masterly  report. 
For  art  and  exercise  in  your  defence.* 
And  for  your  rapier  nwst  especial. 
That  he  cried  out,  Mwould  be  a  sight  indeed, 
If  one  could  match  you  :  the  scrimers^  of  their  na- 
tion. 
He  swore,  had  neither  motion,  guard,  nor  eye, 
If  vou  opposM  them  :  Sir,  this  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  so  envenom  with  his  envy. 
That  he  could  nothing  do,  but  w^ish  and  beg 
Your  sudden  coming  o*er,  to  play  with  you. 
Now,  out  of  this, 

Laer.  What  out  of  this,  my  lord  > 

King,  Laertes,  was  your  father  dear  to  you  ? 
Or  are  you  like  the  paiifting  of  a  sorrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart  f 

Laer.  Why  ask  you  this .' 

King.  Not  that  I  think,  you  did  not  love  your 
father ; 
But  that  I  know,  love  is  begun  by  time ; 
And  that  I  see,  in  passages  of  proof,^ 
Time  Qualifies  the  spark  and  fire  of  it 
There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love 
A  kind  of  wick,  or  snutf,  that  will  abate  it; 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodness  still ; 
For  goodness,  growing  to  a  pleurisy. 
Dies  m  his  own  too-much :  That  we  would  do, 
We  should  do  when  we  would ;  for  this  umUd 

changes. 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many. 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents ; 
And  then  this  shntld  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh. 
That  hurts  by  casing.  But,  to  the  quick  o*the  ulcer 
Hamlet  comes  back  ;  What  would  you  undertake 
To  show  yourself  in  deed  your  father*s  son 
More  than  in  words  ? 

Laer.  To  cut  his  throat  iUhe  church. 

King.  No  place,  indeed,  should  murder  sanctu 
arize: 
Revenge  should  have   no   bounds.      But,  good 

Laertes, 
Will  you  do  this,  keep  close  within  your  chamber : 
Hamlet,  returned,  shall  know  you  are  come  home: 
We'll  put  on  those  shall  praise  your  excellence, 
And  set  a  double  varnish  on  the  fame 

(5)  Ornament 

(6)  Science  of  defence,  t.  e.  fendng. 

(7)  Fencers.        (8)  Daily  experience. 
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The  Freochmao  gave  jou ;  bring  joo,  in  fine,  to- 
gether, . 
And  wager  o*er  jour  beads :  be,  being  remiH, 
Most  generoas,  and  free  from  all  contriving. 
Will  not  perase  the  foils ;  so  that,  with  ease. 
Or  with  a  little  shuffling,  yoa  maj  choose 
A  sword  unbated,!  and,  in  a  pass  of  practice,} 
Requite  him  for  jour  father. 

Imt.  I  will  do*t : 

And,  for  the  purpose.  Til  anoint  mj  sword. 
I  bought  an  unction  of  a  mountebank. 
So  mortal,  that  but  dip  a  knife  in  it. 
Where  it  draws  blood  no  cataplasm  so  rare, 
(Elected  from  all  simples  that  have  virtue 
Under  the  moon,  can  save  the  thing  from  deadi. 
That  \a  but  scratched  withal :  Til  touch  mj  point 
With  this  contagion  \  that,  if  I  gall  him  sligntlj. 
It  may  be  death. 

/Tm^.  Let^s  further  think  of  this ; 

Weigh,  what  convenience,  both  of  time  and  means, 
Biay  fit  us  to  our  shape :  if  this  should  fail. 
And  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  perform- 
ance, 
Twcpe  better  not  a^sajM :  therefore  this  project 
Should  havf!  a  back,  or  second,  that  mi^t  hold. 
If  this  should  blast  in  proof    Soft, — let  me  see : — 
WeMl  make  a  aolemn  wager  on  }our  cunnings,^ — 
f  ha*t: 

When  in  jour  motion  jou  are  hot  and  drj, 
(As  make  jour  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end,) 
And  that  be  calls  for  drink,  Til  have  preferr'd*  him 
A  chalice  for  the  nonce  ^  whereon  but  sipping. 
If  he  bj  chance  escape  jour  venom*d  stuck.^ 
Oar  purpose  may  hold  there.  But  staj,  what  noise  ? 

£n(er  Queen. 

How  now,  sweet  queen  ? 

Queen.  One  wo  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel. 
So  fast  thev  follow : — Your  sister's  drownM,  Laertes. 

Lmut.  Drown'd  I  O,  where .' 

Queen.    There  is  a  willow  grows  ascaunt  the 
brook. 
That  shows  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glassj  stream ; 
Therewith  fantastic  garlands  did  she  make 
Of  crow-flowers,  nettles,  daisies,  and  long  purples,^ 
That  liberal^  shepherds  give  a  gra<v«»er  name. 
But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  men's  fingers  call 

them: 
There,  on  the  pendent  bougrhs  her  coronet  weeds 
Clambering  to  hang,  an  envious  sliver  broke ; 
When  down  her  weedj  trophie«,  and  herself. 
Fell  in  the  weeping  brook.     Her  clothes  spread 

wide ; 
And,  mermaid-like,  a  while  thev  bore  her  op : 
Which  time,  she  chanted  snatches  of  old  tunes ; 
As  one  incapable'*)  of  her  own  distress, 
Or  like  a  creature  native  and  indu'd 
Unto  that  element :  but  long  it  could  not  be. 
Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink, 
PulPd  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  laj 
To  muddj  death. 

Laer.  Alas  then,  she  is  drown'd  ? 

Queen.  Drown'd,  drown'd. 

L0aer.  Too  much  ofwater  hast  thou,  poor  Ophelia, 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears  :  But  jet 
It  is  our  trick  ;  nature  her  custom  holds, 
Let  shame  saj  what  it  will :  when  these  are  gone, 
The  woman  will  be  out" — Adieu,  my  lord  I 

(1)  Not  blunted  as  foils  are.         (2)  Exercise. 

(3)  As  fire-arms  sometimes  burst  in  proving  their 
strength. 

(4)  Skill.  (5)  Presented 

(6)  A  cup  for  the  purpose.         (7)  Thrust. 


T  have  a  speech  at  fire,  that  (ua  wonld  blaae. 
But  that  this  folly  drowns  it  :  Erk. 

King.  Let's  follow,  Gemde : 

How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage  ! 
.Now  fear  I,  this  will  give  it  start  i^aio ; 
Therefore,  let's  folk>w.  [Exewd. 


ACT  V. 

SCE/TE  l^Aehyrckyard.  Enter  iwo  Oomm, 

with  spades^  tfc 

1  Clo.  Is  she  to  be  buried  in  Cbratiaii  bvial, 
that  wilfully  seeks  her  own  aalvatioo .' 

2  do.  I  tell  thee,  she  is ;  therefore  make  her 
grave  straight  :13  the  crowner  hath  set  on  her,  aad 
finds  it  Christian  buriaL 

1  do.  How  can  that  be,  unless  she  drowsed  het- 
self  in  her  own  defence  ^ 

2  Cfo.  Why,  'tis  found  so. 

1  CZo.  It  must  be  u  offeniendo  ;  it  cannot  be 
else.  For  here  lies  the  point :  If  I  drown  mvaeif 
wittingly,  it  argues  an  act :  and  an  act  hath  tbce 
branched ;  it  is,  to  act,  to  do,  and  to  perforaa :  Ar- 
gal,  she  drowned  herself  wittingly. 

2  do.  .Nay,  but  hear  you,  goodmao  delver. 

1  do.  Give  me  leave.  Here  lies  the  water:  jsood: 
here  stands  the  man ;  good :  if  the  man  go  to  tfai 
water,  and  drown  himself,  it  is,  will  he,  nill  he,  1« 
goes ;  mark  you  that :  but  if  the  water  come  to 
him,  and  drown  him,  he  drowns  not  himself:  Ar- 
gal,  he,  that  is  not  guilty  of  his  own  death,  shortens 
not  his  own  life. 

2  Clo.  But  is  this  law  >. 

1  Clo.  Ay,  marry  is't ;  crowner's-quest  law. 

2  Clo.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on't  ?  If  thi?  had 
not  been  a  gentlewoman,  she  ^Kwld  have  beca 
buried  out  of  Christian  burial. 

1  Clo.  Why,  there  thou  say'st :  And  the  more 
pity ;  that  great  folks  shall  have  countenance  ia 
this  world  to  drown  or  hang  themselves,  more  than 
their  even''  Christian.  C<mie,  my  spade.  There 
is  no  ancient  gentlemen  but  gardeners,  ditchers, 
and  grave-makers;  they  hold  up  Adam's  protisssioB. 

2  do.  Was  he  a  gentleman .' 

1  Clo.  He  was  the  first  that  ever  bwe  ani». 

2C/o.  Why,  he  had  none. 

1  Clo.  What,  art  a  heathen .'  How  dost  thou  un- 
derstand the  scripture  ?  The  scripture  says,  .Adam 
digged;  Could  he  dig  without  arms.'  I'll  pot 
another  question  to  thee :  if  thou  answerest  me  not 
to  the  purpose,  confess  thyself 

2C/0.  Gota 

1  Clo.  What  U  he,  that  builds  stronger  than 
either  the  mason,  the  shipwright,  or  the  carpenter? 

2  Clo.  Hie  gallows-maker ;  for  that  frame  out- 
lives  a  thousand  tenants. 

1  do.  I  like  thy  wit  well,  in  good  faith  ;  the  cal- 
lows does  well :  But  how  does  it  well  ?  it  ^ae% 
well  to  those  that  do  ill :  now  thou  dost  ill,  to  say, 
the  gallows  is  built  stronger  than  the  church ;  arsal, 
the  gallows  may  do  well  to  thee.  To't  again ;  cotne. 

2  Clo.  Who  builds  stronger  than  a  mason,  a  ship> 
Wright,  or  a  carpenter  ? 

\Clo.  Av,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. >« 
2  Clo.  Marry,  now  I  can  tell. 
1  Clo.  To't 


(8)  Orchis  morio  m 
(10)  Insensible. 
(12)  Immediately. 
(14)  Give  over. 


5.  (9)  Licentinns. 

(11)  Tears  will  fluw 

(13)  Fellow. 
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2  ao.  Mass,  I  cannot  tell. 
Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio,  at  a  distance. 

1  Ch.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it ;  for 
your  dull  ass  will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating: 
and,  when  you  are  asked  this  question  next,  say,  a 
^rave-maker ;  the  houses  that  he  makes,  last  till 
duoin$day  Go,  get  thee  to  Yaughan,  and  fetch  me 
a  »ioup  of  liquor.  [ExU  2  Clown. 

1  Clown  digs,  and  sings. 

In  vouihj  when  1  did  love^  did  love^^ 

Methought^  it  UHis  very  sweetf 
To  contract,  O,  the  iimejjbr,  oA,  my  behove^ 

O,  methought,  there  was  nothing  meet. 

Ham.  Has  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  busings  ? 
be  sings  at  grave-making. 

Hor.  Custom  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of 
easiness. 

Ham.  'Tis  e'en  so :  the  hand  of  little  employ- 
meiit  hath  the  daintier  sense. 

1  CIo.  But  age,  %oith  his  stealing  steps. 
Hath  clawed  me  in  his  clutch^ 
And  hath  shipped  me  into  the  land. 
As  if  I  had  never  beeti  such. 

[Throws  up  a  scull. 

Ham.  That  scull  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could 
sing  once  :  How  (he  knave  jowls  it  to  the  ground, 
as  if  it  were  Cain's  jaw-bone,  that  did  the  first 
murder !  This  might  be  the  pate  of  a  politician, 
which  this  ass  now  o'er-reaches ;  one  that  would 
circumvent  God,  might  it  not .' 

Hor.  It  might,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Or  of  a  courtier ;  which  would  say,  Good- 
morrow,  sweet  lord!  How  dost  thou,  good  lord? 
This  mie^ht  be  my  lord  such-a-one,  that  praised  my 
lord  sucn-a-one's  horse,  when  he  meant  to  beg  it ; 
might  it  not .' 

Hor.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  e'en  so :  and  now  my  lady  W(mns ; 
chapless,  ana  knocked  about  the  mazzard  with  a 
sexton's  spade  :  Here's  fine  revolution,  an  we  had 
tlie  trick  to  see't.  Did  these  bones  cost  no  more 
the  breeding,  but  to  play  at  loggats^  with  them  ? 
mine  ache  to  think  on't. 

1  CIo.  A  pick-axe,  and  a  spade,  a  spade,  [Sings. 
For — and  a  shrouding  sheet : 
O,  o  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a  guest  is  meet. 

[Hirows  up  a  scull. 

Ham.  There's  another :  Why  may  not  that  be 
the  scull  of  a  lawyer  ?  Where  be  his  quiddits^  now, 
his  quillets,^  his  cases,  his  tenures,  and  his  tricks  ? 
why  does  he  suffer  this  rude  knave  now  to  knock 
him  about  the  sconce*  with  a  dirty  shovel,  and  will 
not  tell  him  of  his  action  of  battery  ?  Humph  !  This 
fellow  might  be  in's  time  a  great  buyer  of  land, 
with  his  statutes,  his  recognizances,  his  fines,  his 
double  vouchers,  his  recoveries :  Is  this  the  fine  of 
his  fines,  and  the  recoveiy  of  his  recoveries,  to  have 
his  fine  pate  full  of  fine  dirt  ?  will  his  vouchers  vou(  h 
him  no  more  of  his  purchases,  and  double  ones 
too,  than  the  length  and  breadth  of  a  pair  of  in- 
dentures? The  very  conveyances  of  his  lands  wil 
hardly  lie  in  this  box  ;  ana  must  the  inheritor  him- 
self have  no  more  ?  ha  ? 

(1)  The  song  entire  is  printed  in  Percy's  Re- 
liques  of  ancient  English  Poetry,  vol.  i.  It  was 
written  by  Lord  Vaux. 

(2)  An  ancient  game,  played  as  quoits  are  at 
resent. 


Hor.  Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Is  not  parchment  made  of  sheep-skins  ? 

Hor.  Ay,  my  lord,  and  of  calves-skins  too. 

Ham.  They  are  sheep,  and  calves,  which  seek 
out  assurance  in  that  1  will  speak  to  this  fellow : 
— Whose  grave's  this,  sirrah  ^ 

1  CIo.  Mine,  sir. — 

O,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made  [Sings. 

For  such  a  guest  is  meet 

Ham.  I  think  it  be  thine,  indeed ;  for  thoa  lieit 
in't 

1  do.  You  lie  oat  on't,  sir,  and  therefore  it  is 
not  yours :  for  my  part,  I  do  not  lie  in't,  yet  it  is 
mine. 

Ham.  Thou  dost  lie  in't,  to  be  in't,  and  sav  it  is 
thine :  'tis  for  the  dead,  not  for  the  quick ;  toere- 
fore  thou  liest. 

1  CIo.  'Tis  a  quick  lie, sir;  'twill  away  again, from 
me  to  you. 

Ham.  What  man  dost  thou  dig  it  for  f 

1  CIo.  For  no  man,  sir. 

Ham.  What  woman  then  ? 

1  CIo.  For  none  neither. 

Ham.  Who  is  to  be  buried  in't  ? 

1  Ch.  One,  that  was  a  woman,  sir ;  but,  rest  her 
soul,  she's  dead. 

Ham.  How  absolute  the  knave  is !  we  must  speak 
by  the  card,^  or  equivocation  will  undo  us.  By  the 
lord,  Horatio,  these  three  years  I  have  taken  note 
of  it ;  the  age  is  grown  so  picked,^  that  the  toe  of 
the  peasant  comes  so  near  the  heel  of  the  courtier, 
he  galls  his  kibe.— How  long  hast  thou  l)een  a 
grave-maker  ? 

1  CIo.  Of  all  the  days  i'theyear,  I  came  to't  that 
day  that  our  last  king  Hamlet  overcame  Fortinbras. 

Ham.  How  long's  that  since  f 

1  do.  Cannot  you  tell  that?  every  fool  ran  tell 
that :  It  was  that  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was 
bom  :  he  that  is  macC  and  sent  into  England. 

Ham.  Ay,  marr}',  why  was  he  sent  into  Elngland  ? 

1  CIo.  Why,  because  he  was  mad :  he  shall  re- 
cover his  wits  there ;  or,  if  he  do  not,  'tis  no  great 
matter  there. 

Ham.  Why? 

1  CIo.  'Twill  not  be  seen  in  hinf  there ;  there  the 
rnen  are  as  mad  as  he. 

Ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 

1  CIo.  Very  strangely,  they  say. 

Ham.  How  strangely  ? 

1  Ch.  'Faith,  e'en  with  losing  his  wits. 

Ham.  Upon  what  ground  ? 

1  Ch.  Why,  here  in  Denmark ;  I  have  been  sex 
ton  here,  man  and  boy,  thirty  years. 

Ham.  How  long  will  a  man  lie  i'the  earth  ei« 
he  rot  ? 

1  CIo.  'Faith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die  (a 
we  have  many  pocky  corses  now-a-days,  that  will 
tcarce  hold  the  laying  in,)  he  will  last  you  some 
(:ia:ht  year,  or  nine  year :  a  tanner  will  last  you 
nine  year. 

Ham.  Why  he  more  than  another  ? 

1  Ch.  Why,  sir,  his  hide  is  so  tanned  with  his 
trade,  that  he* will  keep  out  water  a  great  while; 
and  vour  water  is  a  sore  decayer  of  your  whoreson 
(lead  body.  Here's  a  scull  now  hath  lain  you  i'the 
earth  three-and-twenty  years. 

Ham.  Whose  was  it? 

(3)  Subtilties.        (4)  Frivolous  distinctions. 
(5)  Head. 

(H)  By  the  compass,  or  chart  of  directiOD. 
(7)  Spruce,  affected. 
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1  Clo.  A  wboreaoo  mad  fellow^s  it  was ;  Whose 
doTou  think  it  was? 

Hanu  Nay,  I  know  not 

1  Clo.  A  pestilence  on  him  fbt  a  mad  rogue ! 
he  poured  a  flagon  of  Rhenish  on  mr  head  once. 
This  same  scull,  sir,  was  Yorick*s  scull,  the  king's 
jester. 

Ham.  This?  [TaketihiteuU. 

1  Clo.  E'en  that 
^  Ham.  Alas !  jpoor  Yorick ! — I  knew  him,  Hora- 
tio; .a  fellow  or  infinite  jest;  of  most  excellent 
fancy :  he  hath  borne  me  on  his  back  a  thousand 
times ;  and  now,  how  abhorred  in  my  imagination 
it  is !  my  gorge  rises  at  it  Here  hung  those  lips, 
that  I  have  kiss'd  1  know  not  how  oft.  Where  be 
your  gibes  now  ?  your  gambols .'  your  songs  ?  your 
flashes  of  merriment,  that  were  wont  to  set  me  table 
on  a  roar?  Not  one  now,  to  mock  your  own  grin- 
ning .'  quite  chap-fallen  ?  Now  get  you  to  my  lady*s 
chamber,  and  tell  her,  let  her  paint  an  inch  thick,  to 
this  favour*  she  must  come ;  make  her  laugh  at  that 
PrVthee,  Horatio,  tell  me  one  thing. 

Hot.  What's  that,  mv  lord .' 

Ham,  Dost  thou  think,  Alexander  looked  o'this 
fashion  i*the  earth? 

Hor.  E'en  so. 

Ham,  And  smelt  so  ?  pah ! 

^      [Thrvwi  down  the  tcuU. 

Hor.  E*en  so,  my  lord. 
^  Ham.  To  what  base  uses  we  may  return,  Hon- 
tk> !  Why  may  not  imagination  trace  the  noble  dust 
of  Alexander,  till  he  uid  it  stopping  a  bung-hole  ? 

Hor.  'Twere  to  consider  too  curiously,  to  con- 
sider so. 

Ham.  No,  &ith,  not  a  jot ;  but  to  follow  him 
thither  with  modesty  enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead 
it :  As  thus ;  Alexander  died,  Alexander  was  bu- 
ried, Alexander  returoeth  to  dust;  the  dust  is 
earth ;  of  earth  we  make  loam :  And  why  of  that 
loam,  whereto  he  was  converted,  might  they  not 
•top  a  beer-barrel  ? 

Imperious?  Csesar,  dead,  and  tnm'd  to  clay, 
Might  stop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away : 
O,  that  the  earth,  which  kept  the  worid  in  awe, 
Should  patch  a  wall  to  expel  the  winter's  flaw !' 

But  soft !  but  soft !  aside :— Hera  comes  the  king. 

Enter  Priest,  4rc.  m  proceseion ;  the  corpse  <if 
Ophelia,  Laertes  and  Moumert  following  f 
King,  Queen,  their  trainst  4rc. 

The  queen,  the  courtiera :  Who  is  this  they  follow  ? 
And  with  such  maimed  rites  I*  This  doth  betoken. 
The  corse,  th^  follow,  did  with  desperate  hand 
Fordo*  its  own  life.    'Twas  of  some  estate  fi 
Couch  we  a  whUe,  and  mark. 

[Retiring  with  Horatio. 

Laer.  What  ceremony  else  ? 

Ham.  That  is  Laertes, 

A  vefy  noble  youth :  Mark. 

Laer.  What  ceremony  else  f 

1  Priest.  Her  obsequies  have  been  as  far  enlaiv 'd 
As  we  have  warranty  :  Her  death  was  doubtful; 
And,  but  that  great  command  o'ersways  the  order. 
She  should  in  ground  unsanctified  have  lodg'd. 
Till  the  last  trumpet ;  for  charitable  prayers. 
Shards,'  flints,  and  pebbles,  should  be  thrown  on 
her: 

(1)  Countenance,  complexion. 

(2)  ImpenaL  (3)  Blast 
(4)  Imperfect  obsequies.        (5)  Undo,  destroy. 
(6)  High  rank. 

7)  Broken  pots  or  tiles.  (8)  Garlands. 


Yet  hera  she  is  allow'd  her  virgin  crante," 
Her  maiden  strswments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  bell  and  burial. 
Laer.  Must  there  no  more  be  done? 
1  Priest.  No  more  be  done 

We  should  pro&ne  the  service  of  the  dead. 
To  sing  a  requiem^  and  such  rest  to  her 
As  to  peace-parted  souls. 

Laer.  Lay  her  Tthe  earth ; — 

And  from  her  fair  and  unpollated  flesh. 
May  violets  spring ! — I  tell  thee,  churlidi  priest, 
A  ministVing  ane^el  shall  my  sister  be. 
When  thou  uest  bowling. 
Ham.  What,  the  fair  Ophelia  * 

Queen.  Sweets  to  the  sweet :  Farewell! 

[Scattering  JUnoers. 
I  hop'd,  thou  shonld'st  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wifis ; 
I  thought,  thy  bride-bed  to  have  deck'd,  sweet  maid 
And  not  have  strew'd  thy  grave. 

Laer.  O,  treble  wd 

Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  cursed  head. 
Whose  wicked  deed  thy  most  ingenious  sense 
Depriv'd  thee  of  .'—Hold  off  the  earth  a  while, 
Till  I  have  caught  her  ooce  more  in  mine  arms : 

[Leaps  into  the  grave. 
Now  pile  jdoT  dust  upon  the  quick lo  and  d^ ; 
Till  CK  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made 
To  c*'*r-top  old  Pelion,  or  the  skyish  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

Ham.  [Advancing.'^  What  is  he,  whose  grief 
Bears  sucn  an  emphasis  ?  whose  phrase  of  sorrow 
Conjures  the  wand'ring  stars,  and  makes  them 

stand 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearen?  this  is  I, 
Hamlet  the  Dane.  [Leaps  into  the  grave. 

Laer.  The  devil  take  thy  sonl  T 

[Chrappling  with  Asm. 
Ham.  Thou  praylst  not  well. 
I  pr'ythee,  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat ; 
For,  though  I  am  not  splenetive  and  rash. 
Yet  have  I  in  me  sometning  daneerous. 
Which  let  thy  wisdom  fear :  Hold  off  thy  hand. 
King.  Pluck  them  asunder. 
Queen.  Hamlet,  Hamlet ! 

AIL  Gentlemen, 

Hor.  Good  my  lord,  be  quiet 

[7^  Attendants  part  them,  and  they  coau 
out  of  the  grave. 
Ham.  Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme, 
Until  my  eyelids  will  no  loncer  wag. 
Queen.  O  my  son !  what  Uieme  ? 
Ham.  I  lov'd  Ophelia ;  forty  thousand  broteis 
Could  not,  with  all  their  quantity  of  love. 
Make  up  my  sum.-^What  wilt  thou  do  for  her? 
King.  O,  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 
Queen,  For  love  of  God,  forbear  him. 
Ham.  'Zounds,  show  me  what  thou'lt  do : 
Woul't  weep?  woul't  fight?  woul't  &st?  woalH 

tear  thyself? 
Woul't  drink  up  Esil  ?H  eat  a  crocodne  ? 
I'll  do't— Dost  thou  come  here  to  whine? 
To  outface  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  so  will  I : 
And,  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  duow 
Millions  of  acres  on  us;  till  our  ground. 
Singeing  his  pate  against  the  burning  lone, 
Make  Ossa.  like  a  wart !  Nay,  an  thou'lt  mouth, 
I'll  rant  as  well  as  thou. 
Queen.  This  is  mere  madnesi : 

(9)  A  mass  for  the  dead.  (10)  LiviiM^. 

(11)  Eisel  16  vinegar ;  but  Mr.  Steevens  Goniec- 
tures  the  word  should  be  IKosel,  a  river  which 
falls  into  the  Baltic  ( 
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And  thus  a  while  the  fit  will  work  on  him ; 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove, 
When  that  her  golden  couplets  are  disclos*d,i 
His  silence  will  sit  drooping. 

Ham,  Hear  you,  sir ; 

What  is  the  reason  that  you  use  me  thus  f 
I  lov*d  you  ever  :  But  it  is  no  matter ; 
Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may, 
The  cat  will  mew,  and  dog  will  have  his  day. 

[Exit 

King.  I  pray  thee,  good  Horatio,  wait   upon 

him. —  [Exit  Horatio. 

Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  last  night^s  speech ; 

[To  Laertes! 
We'll  put  the  matter  to  the  present  push. — 
Good  Gertrude,  set  some  watch  over  your  son. — 
This  grave  shall  have  a  living  monument : 
An  hour  of  quiet  shortly  shall  we  see ; 
Till  then,  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  II.—A  hall  in  the  castle.    Enter  Ham- 
let and  Horatia 

Ham.  So  much  for  this,  sir :  now  shall  you  see 
the  olher ; — 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumstance  f 

Hot.  Remember  it,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Sir,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of 
fighting. 
That  would  not  let  me  sleep  :  methought,  I  iny 
Worse  than  the  mutines^  in  the  bilboes.'    Rashly, 
And  praisM  be  rashness  for  it, — Let  us  know, 
Our  indiscretion  sometimes  serves  us  well, 
When  our  deep  plots  do  pall  :*  and  that  should 

teach  us. 
There's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends, 
Rous^h-hew  them  how  we  will. 

Hot.  That  is  roost  certain. 

Ham.  Vp  from  ray  cabin. 
My  sea-gown  scarf  M  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Grop'd  f  to  find  out  tliem  :  had  my  desire  ; 
Finger'd  their  packet ;  and,  in  fine,  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again :  making  so  bold. 
My  fears  forgetting  manners,  to  unseal 
Their  grand  commission  ;  where  I  found,  Horatio, 
A  roysd  knavery ;  an  exact  command, — 
Larded^  with  many  several  sorts  of  reasons, 
Importing  Denmark's  health,  and  England's  too. 
With,  ho  !  such  bugs^  and  goblins  in  my  life^ — 
That,  on  the  supervise,'  no  leisure  bate^, 
No,  not  to  stay  the  grinding  of  the  axe, 
My  head  should  be  struck  off. 

Hor.  Is't  possible.' 

Ham.  Here's  the  commission ;  r^  it  at  more 
leisure. 
But  wilt  thou  hear  now  how  I  did  proceed  } 

Hor.  Ay,  'beseech  you. 

Ham.  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  villanies, 
Or^  I  could  make  a  prologue  to  my  brains, 
Tbe^  had  begun  the  play : — I  sat  me  down ; 
Devis'd  a  new  commission  ;  wrote  it  fair : 
I  once  did  hold  it,  as  our  stati^tii^  do, 
\  baseqes9  to  write  fair,  and  iabour'd  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning ;  but,  sir,  now 
It  did  me  yeoman's  service  :  Wilt  thou  know 
The  effect  of  what  I  wrote  } 

Hor.  Av,  good  mjr  lord. 

Ham.  An  earnest  conjuration  from  the  king, — 

(1)  Hatched.  (2)  Mutineers. 

(3)  Fetters  and  band-cufiEi,  brought  from  Biiboa 
*n  Spain. 

(4)  Fail.  (5)  Garnished.         (6)  Bugbears. 
(T)  Looking  over.        (8)  Before. 

(9)  Stntesmcn.  (10)  A  note  of  connection. 


As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary ; 
As  love  between  them,  like  the  palm,  might  fkmrish; 
As  peace  should  still  her  wheaten  garland  wear, 
And  stand  a  comma'^)  'tween  their  amities ; 
And  many  such  like  as's  of  great  charge, — 
That,  on  the  view  and  knowing  of  these  contents, 
Without  debatement  further,  more  or  less. 
He  should  the  bearers  put  to  sudden  death. 
Not  shrivingii-time  allow'd. 

Hor.  How  was  this  seal'd  ? 

Ham.  Why,  even  in  that  was  heaven  ordinant  *, 
(  had  my  father's  signet  in  my  purse,  * 

Which  was  the  modeH^  of  that  Danish  seal : 
Folded  the  writ  up  in  form  of  the  other ; 
Subscrib'd  it ;  gave't  the  impression ;  plac'd  it  safely, 
The  changeling  never  known :  Now,  the  next  day 
Was  our  sea-fight ;  and  what  to  this  was  sequent*' 
Thou  know'st  already. 

Hor.  So  Gulldenstem  and  Rosencrantz  go  to't. 

Ham.  Why,  man,  they  did  make  love  to  this 
employment ; 
They  are  not  near  my  conscience ;  their  defeat 
Does  by  their  own  insinuation  grow  : 
'Tis  dangerous,  when  the  baser  nature  come* 
Between  the  pass  and  fell  incensed  points 
Of  mighty  opposites. 

Hor.  Why,  what  a  kine  is  this .' 

Ham.  Does  it  not,  think  thee,  stand  me  now 
upon.' 
He  that  hatn  kill'd  my  king,  and  whor'd  my  modier ; 
Popp'd  in  between  tne  election  and  my  hopes ; 
Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life. 
And  with  such  cozenage ;  is't  not  perfect  conscience. 
To  quit'4  him  with  this  arm?   and  is't  not  to  be 

damn'd, 
To  let  this  canker  of  our  nature  come 
In  further  evil  ? 

Hor.   It  must  be  shortly  known  to  him  team 
England, 
>\Tiat  is  the  issue  of  the  business  there. 

Ham.  It  will  be  short :  the  interim  is  mine ; 
And  a  man's  life  no  more  than  to  say,  one. 
But  I  am  very  sorn*,  good  Horatio, 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  myself; 
For  by  the  image  of  my  cause,  I  see 
The  portraiture  of  his:  I'll  count'*  his  favours: 
But,  sure,  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  me 
Into  a  towering  passion. 

Hor.  Peace ;  who  comes  here.^ 

Enier  Osric. 

Osr.  Tour  lordship  is  right  welcome  back  to  Den- 
mark. 

Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir. — Dost  know  this 
water-fly  ?»• 

Hor.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Ham.  Thy  state  is  the  more  gracious ;  for  'tis  a 
vice  to  know  him :  He  hath  mucn  land,  and  fertile: 
let  a  beast  be  lord  of  beasts,  and  his  crib  shall 
stand  at  the  kind's  mess :  'Tis  a  chough  ;17  but,  as 
I  say,  spacious  in  the  possession  of  dirt. 

Osr.  Sweet  lord,  if  your  lordship  were  at  leisure, 
I  should  impart  a  thing  to  you  from  his  majesty. 

Ham.  I  will  receive  it,  sir,  with  all  diligence  of 
i>pirit :  Your  bonnet  to  hi^  right  use ;  'tis  for  the  head. 

Osr.  I  thank  your  lordship,  'tis  very  hot. 

Ham.  No,  believe  roe,  tis  very  cold ;  the  wintl 
is  northerly. 

(11)  Confessing.  (12)  Copy. 

(13)  Following.  (14)  Requite. 

(15)  For  count  some  editors  read  court, 

(16)  Water-flies  are  gnats. 

(17)  A  bird  like  a  jackdaw. 
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Osr.  It  ii  indifferent  cold,  mj  lord,  indeed. 

Ham.  But  yet,  methinks  it  it  Teiy  sultry  and 
hot;  or  my  compjexioo 

Osr.  Exceedingly,  my  lord;  it  is  rerr  saltij, — 
as  *twere, — I  cannot  tell  hoir — ^My  lord,  his  majesty 
bade  me  signify  to  you,  that  he  has  laid  a  great 
wager  on  your  head :  Sir,  this  is  the  matter, — 

Ham.  1  beseech  you,  renoember 

[Hamlet  mooea  him  to  fvi  on  his  hat. 

Osr.  Nay,  good  my  lord;  for  my  ease,  in  good 
faith.  1  Sir,  here  is  newly  come  to  court,  Laertes : 
belief  me,  an  absolute  gentleman,  full  of  most 
excellent  differences,^  of  very  soft  society,  and 
rreat  showinr :  Indeed,  to  speak  feelingly  of  him, 
he  is  the  car^  or  calendar  of  gentry,  for  you  shall 
find  in  him  the  continent*  of  what  part  a  gentleman 
would  see. 

Ham.  Sir,  this  definement  suffers  no  perdition 
in  you ; — though,  I  know,  to  divide  him  inrentori- 
aliy,  would  dizzy  the  arithmetic  of  memory ;  and 
-et  but  raw  neither,  in  respect  of  his  guick  sail, 
iut,  in  the  verity  of  extolment,  I  take  him  to  be  a 
soul  of  great  article ;  and  his  infusion  of  such 
dearth  and  rareness,  as,  to  make  true  diction  of 
him,  his  semblable  is  his  mirror :  and,  who  else 
would  trace  him,  his  umbrage, notoing  more* 

Oar.  Your  lordship  speaks  most  infallibly  of  him. 

Ham.  The  concemancy,  sir  ?  why  do  we  wrap 
the  gentleman  in  our  more  rawer  breath  ? 

Osr.  Sir.> 

Hor.  I8*t  not  possible  to  understand  in  another 
tonsue  ?  You  will  do*t,  sir,  really. 

Ham.  What  imports  the  nomination?  of  this 
gentleman  f 

Osr.  Of  Laertes.' 

Hor.  His  purse  is  empty  already ;  all  his  golden 
words  are  spent. 

Ham,  Or  him,  sir. 

Osr.  I  know,  tou  are  not  ignorant 

Ham,  I  woula  you  did,  sir;  yet,  in  faith,  if  you 
did,  it  would  not  much  approve^  me ; — Well,  sir. 

Osr.  You  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence 
Laertes  is 

Ham,  I  dare  not  confess  that,  lest  I  should  com- 
pare with  him  in  excellence ;  but,  to  know  a  man 
well,  were  to  know  himself. 

Osr.  I  mean,  sir,  for  his  weapon ;  but  in  the  im- 
putatioQ  laid  on  him  by  them,  in  his  meecP  he*s  un- 
feUowed. 

Ham.  What*s  his  weapon  ? 

Osr.  Rapier  and  dagger. 

Ham.  Tnat*s  two  ofbis  weapons:  but,  well. 

Osr.  The  king,  sir,  hath  watered  with  him  six 
Barbaxy  horses :  against  the  which  he  has  impawn- 
ed,B  as  I  take  it,  six  French  rapiers  and  poniards, 
with  their  assigns,  as  girdle,  hangers,'^  and  so : 
Three  of  the  carriages,  in  faith,  are  very  dear  to 
fancv,  veiy  responsive  to  the  hilts,  most  delicate 
carnages,  and  of  veiy  liberal  conceit 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriage*  ? 

Hor.  I  knew,  you  must  be  edined  by  the  mar- 
gent,' i  ere  you  had  done. 

Osr.  The  carriages,  sir,  are  the  hangers. 


(1)  The  affected  phrase  of  the  time. 

(2)  Distinguishing  excellencies. 

(3)  Compass  or  cnart. 

(4)  The  country  and  pattern  for  imitation. 

(5)  This  speech  is  a  ridicule  of  the  court  jargoo 
of  that  time. 

(6)  Mentioning.  (7)  Recommend. 

(8)  Praise.        (9)  Imponed^  put  down,  staked. 
(10)  That  part  of  the  belt  by  which  the  sword 
was  suspended. 


Ham.  The  phrase  would  be  more  eermanl'  to  the 
matter,  if  we  could  carry  a  cannon  oy  our  <Jdes ;  i 
would  it  might  be  hangers  till  then.  But  on :  Six 
Barbary  horses  a^nst  six  French  swords,  their  as- 
signs, and  three  liberal-conceited  carriages;  that^s 
the  French  bet  against  the  Dani^ :  Why  is  this  im- 
pawned, as  you  call  it.' 

Osr.  The  king,  sir,  hath  laid,  that  in  a  dosen 
passes  between  yourself  and  him,  he  diall  not  ex- 
ceed you  three  hits ;  he  hath  laid,  on  twelvs  for 
nine ;  and  it  would  come  to  immediate  trial,  if  your 
lordship  would  vouchsafe  the  answer. 

Ham.  How,  if  I  answer,  no  ? 

Osr.  I  mean,  my  lord,  the  opposition  of  your 
person  in  trial. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  in  the  hall :  If  A 
please  his  majesty,  it  is  the  breathing  time  of  day 
with  me :  let  the  foils  be  bsought,  the  eendeman 
willing,  and  the  king  hold  his  purpose,  i  will  win 
for  him,  if  I  can ;  if  not,  I  will  gain  nothii^  but  my 
shame,  and  the  odd  hits. 

Osr.  Shall  I  deliver  you  so.' 

Ham.  To  this  effect,  sir;  after  what  flourish 
your  nature  will. 

Osr.  1  commend  my  duty  to  your  lordship^ 

[Eth. 

Ham.  Yours,  yours. — He  does  well  to  commend 
it  hiniself ;  there  are  no  tongues  else  foi's  turn. 

Hor.  This  lapwing''  runs  away  with  the  shell  on 
his  head. 

Ham.  He  did  complyM  with  his  dug  before  he 
sucked  it.  Thus  has  he  (and  many  more  of  the 
same  breed,  that,  I  know,  the  drossy  i*  age  dotes  on.) 
only  got  the  tune  of  the  time,  and  outward  habit  of 
encounter;  a  kind  of  yestyi*  collection,  which  car- 
ries them  through  and  through  the  nnost  food''  and 
winnowed  opinions;  and  do  but  blow  them  to  their 
trial,  the  buobles  are  out 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  My  lord,  his  majesty  commended  him  to 
you  by  young  Osric,  who  brings  back  to  him,  liwt 
you  attend  him  in  the  hall :  He  sends  to  know,  if 
your  pleasure  hold  to  play  with  Laertes,  or  thatyoa 
will  take  longer  time. 

Ham.  I  am  constant  to  my  purposes,  they  follow 
the  king's  pleasure :  if  his  fitness  speaks,  mine  ii 
ready ;  now,  or  whensoever,  provided  I  be  so  able 
as  now. 

Lord.  The  king,  and  queen,  and  all  are  coming 
down. 

Ham.  In  happy  time. 

Lord.  The  queen  desires  you,  to  ose  some  mtle 
entertainment  to  Laertes,  before  you  fell  to  pfay. 

Ham.  She  well  instructs  me.  \Extt  Lend. 

Hor.  You  will  lose  this  wager,  my  lord. 

Ham.  1  do  not  think  so;  since  he  went  into 
France,  I  have  been  in  contii}oal  practice;  I  shall 
win  at  the  odds.  But  thou  would'st  not  think, 
how  ill  airs  here  about  my  heart:  but  it  is  no 
matter. 

Hor.  Nay,  good  mv  lord, . 

Ham.  It  is  but  foofeiy;  but  it  is  such  aViod  of 
gain-giving,!''  as  would,  perhaps,  trouble  a  woman. 

Hor.  If  your  mind  aislike  any  thing,  obey  ii :  I 

(11)  Maiigin  of  a  book  which  contains  expUna- 
tory  notes. 

(12)  Akin. 

(13)  A  bird  which  runs  about  immediately  as  it 
is  hatched. 

(14)  Compliment         (15)  Worthless. 

(1 6)  Frothy.        (17)  For  fond  read  famCd. 
(18)  Misgiving. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


Samll 


HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK. 


451 


will  forcftteP  flieir  repair  hither,  and  nj,  joa  are 
not  fit 

Ham.  Not  a  whit,  we  defr  aagaiy ;  there  is  a 
speciaJ  pitrndeqce  in  the  &11  of  a  eparrow.  If  it 
be  now,  'tis  not  to  come ;  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it 
will  be  now{  if  it  be  not  now,7et  it  will  come:  the 
jradinesB  is  all :  Since  no  man,  of  aught  he  leaves, 
knows,  what  is't  to  leave  betimes  ?  Let  be. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Laertes,  Lords,  Osric,  and  At- 
UndanUf  with  foils,  SfC 

King.  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this  hand 
«  from  me. 

[The  King  jmis  the  Hani  of  Laerlci  tnto 
ih^  qf  Hamlet 
Ham.  Give  me  joar  pardon,  sir :  I  have  done  you 


Bat  pardon  it,  as  yon  are  a  gentleman. 

This  presence?  knows,  and  jdq  must  needs  have 

heard. 
How  I  am  punish'd  with  a  sore  distrurtioo. 
What  I  have  done. 

That  might  your  nature,  honour,  and  exception, 
Rougfalv  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madness. 
Was*t  Hamlet  wrong*d  Laertes?  Never,  Hamlet 
If  Hamlet  from  himself  be  ta*en  awaj. 
And,  when  he*s  not  himself  does  wrong  Laertes, 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it 
Who  does  it  then.'  His  madness:  If't  be  so, 
Hamlet  is  of  the  faction  that  is  wrong'd ; 
His  madness  is  poor  Hamlet's  enemy. 
Sir,  in  this  audience. 
Let  mj  disclaiming  from  a  parpos'd  evil 
Free  me  so  &r  in  jour  most  merous  thoughts, 
That  I  have  shot  my  arrow  o'er  the  house. 
And  hurt  my  brother. 

Lost.  I  am  satisSed  in  nature, 

Whose  motive,  in  this  case,  should  stir  me  most 
To  my  revenge :  but  in  my  terms  of  honour, 
I  stand  aloof;  and  will  no  reconcilement, 
Till  by  some  elder  masters,  of  known  honour, 
I  have  a  voice  and  precedent  of  peace. 
To  keep  my  name  ungor'd  :*    But  till  that  time, 
I  do  receive  your  offer'd  love  like  love. 
And  will  not  wrong  it 

Ham.  I  embrace  it  freely ; 

And  will  this  brother's  wager  frankly  play. — 
Give  OS  the  foils ;  come  on. 

Laer,  Come,  one  for  me. 

HmKL  Pll  be  your  foil,  Laertes ;  in  mine  igno- 
rance 
Your  skill  shall,  like  a  star  i'the  darkest  night. 
Stick  fieiy  off  indeed. 

LoMT.  You  mock  me,  sir. 

Ham.  No,  by  this  hand. 

King.  Give  them  the  foils,  young  Osric. — Cousin 
Hamlet, 
You  know  the  wager? 

Ham.  Veiy  well,  my  lord ; 

Your  grace  hath  laid  the  odds  o'the  weaker  side. 

King.  I  do  not  fear  it :  I  have  seen  you  both:— 
But  since  he's  better'd,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Lmtr.  This  is  too  hcnvy,  let  me  see  another. 

Ham,  This  likes  me  well :  these  foils  havo  all  a 
length  ?  [They  prqwre  to  play. 

Oir,  Ay,  my  good  kyrd. 

King.  Set  me  the  stoupe*  of  wine  upon  that 
tabtle  :— 
f  f  Hamlet  give  the  first  or  second  bit, 
Or  quit  in  answer  of  the  third  exchange, 

(1 )  Prevent    (2)  The  kine  and  queen's  presence. 
(3)  Unwounderl.        (4)  Large  jurs. 
(5)  A  precious  pearl.        (6)  Handkerchief, 
vol-  II.  gi 


Let  all  the  battlements  their  ordnance  fire  \ 
The  kins:  shall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath ; 
And  in  me  cup  an  union*  shall  he  throw. 
Richer  than  that  which  four  successive  kings 
In  Denmark's  crown  have  worn;  Give  me  the  cups 
And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  speak. 
The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without. 
The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heaven  to  earth, 
Mno  the  king  drinks  to  HamleL — Come,  bqpn;— 
And  you,  the  judges,  bear  a  waiy  eye. 

Han.  Come  on,  sir. 

Laer,  Come,  my  knd.  [They  play 

Ham.  One. 

Laer.  Na 

Ham.  Judgment 

Osr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit 

Laer.  Well, — again. 

King.  Stay,  give  me  drink :  Hamlet,  this  peari 
is  thine; 
Here's  to  thy  health. — Give  him  the  cup. 

[Tnmwets  sound;  and  cannon  shot  off*  within. 

Ham.  I'll  play  this  bout  first,  set  it  bya  while 
Come.— Another  hit;  What  say  you?  [Theypk^. 

Laer.  A  touch,  a  touch,  I  do  confess. 

King.  Our  son  shall  win. 

Queen.  He's  fat,  and  scant  of.  breath. — 

Here,  Hamlet,  take  my  oapkin,^  rub  thy  brows : 
The  queen  carouses^  to  thy  fortune,  Hamlet 

Ham.  Good  madam, 

King.  Gertrude,  do  not  drink. 

Queen.  I  will,jny  lord ; — I  pra^  you,  pardon  me. 

Ring.  It  is  the  poison'd  cup ;  it  is  too  late. 

[Aside. 

Ham.  I  dare  not  drink  jret,  madam;  by  and  by. 

Queen.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

Laer.  My  lord,  Pll  hit  him  now. 

King.  I  do  not  think  it 

Laer.  And  yet  it  is  ahnoet  against  my  consciftnce. 

[Aside. 

Ham.  Come,  for  the  third,  Laertes :  you  do  but 
dally; 
I  pray  you,  pass  with  your  best  violence ; 
I  am  afeard,  you  make  a  wanton^  of  me. 

Laer.  Savyouso?  come  on.  [Theyphy. 

Osr.  Nothing  neither  way. 

Laer.  Have  at  you  now. 
[Laertes  tpounds  Hamlet ;  then,  in  scuffling, 
they  change  rapiers^  end  Hamlet  wounds 
Laertes. 

King.  Part  them,  they  are  inoens'd. 

Ham.  Nay,  come  again.        [The  Qpcen  falls. 

Osr.  Look  to  the  queen  there,  ho ! 

Hor.  Thev  bleed  on  both  sides:— How  is  it,  my 

Osr.  How  is't,  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  Why,  as  a  woodcock  to  my  own  springe 
Osnc; 
I  am  justly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 

Tiam.  How  does  the  queen  ? 

King.  She  swoons  to  see  them  bleed. 

Queen.  No,no,thedrink,1hedrink,— Omydear 
Hamlet! 
The  drink,  the  drink ; — I  am  poison'd !        [Dies. 

Ham.  O  villany !— Ho !  let  the  door  be  lock'd : 
TreacheiT !  seek  it  out  [Laertes  falls. 

Laer.  It  is  here,  Hanllet :  Hamlet,  thou  art  slain ; 
No  medicine  in  the  worid  can  do  thee  good. 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour's  life ; 
The  treacherous  instrument  is  in  tbv  hand, 
Unbated,*  and  envenomed :  the  foul  practice 

(7)  Drinks  Sfood  luck  to  you.        (8)  Boy.  * 
(9)  The  foU  without  a  button,  and  poisoned  at 
the  point 
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Hadi  tamM  itelf  on  me ;  lo,  here  I  lie, 
Never  to  rue  agBin :  Thy  moChei's  poitooM ; 
I  can  no  more;  the  king^,  the  king's  to  blame. 

Hean.  Tlie  point 
EovenomM  too ! — Then,  Teoom,  to  thj  work. 

[Sla6feA«Kiag. 

Otr.  4-  Lords.  Treaaon !  treason ! 

King.  O,  jet  defend  me,  friends,  1  am  bot  faort. 

Ham.  Here,  thou  iocestuoos,  mard'roiis,  damned 
Dane, 
Drink  off  this  potion : — Is  the  onion  here  ? 
Follow  mj  mother.  ['^^  <^* 

La€r.  He  is  jostljservM; 

It  is  a  poison  tempei'd'  bv  bimselt — 
Exchange  forgiveness  with  me,  noble  Hamle< : 
Mine  and  my  father's  death  oome  not  npon  thee ; 
Nor  thine  on  me !  [Dies. 

Ham.  Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it !  I  follow  thee. 
I  am  dead,  Horatio : — Wretched  queen,  adieu .' — 
Yoo  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  bot  motes  or  aodienoe  to  this  act. 
Had  I  bot  time  (as  this  fell  sergeant,^  death, 
I^strict  in  his  arrest,)  O,  I  could  tell  joo, — 
But  let  it  be :— Horstb,  I  am  dead ; 
Thou  liv'st ;  report  me  and  mj  caose  aright 
To  the  onsatisfied. 

Hot.  Never  believe  it ; 

I  am  mora  an  antiqae  Roman  than  a  Dane, 
Here's  yet  some  liquor  left. 

Ham.  As  thoo*rt  a  man. 

Give  me  the  cup ;  let  go ;  by  heaven  I'll  have  it— 

0  God ! — Horatio,  what  a  woonded  name. 
Things  standing  thus  onknown,  shall  live  behind  me? 
If  thmi  didst  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart. 

Absent  thee  from  felicity  a  while. 

And  in  this  harsh  worla  dmw  thy  breath  in  pain. 

To  tell  my  story.— 

[March  ^fw  off  ami  duiiwUkin. 
What  warlike  noise  is  this  ? 

Otr.  Young  Fortinbras,  widi  conqoest  come 
from  Poland, 
To  the  ambassador!  of  England  givei 
This  warlike  volley. 

Ham,  O,  I  die,  Horatio; 

The  potent  poison  quite  o'er-crows>  my  spirit ; 

1  cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  Ei^land : 
But  I  do  prophesy  the  election  lights 

On  Fortinbras ;  be  has  my  dying  voice ; 
So  tell  him,  with  the  occurrents,^  more  or  less. 
Which  have  solicited,*— The  rest  is  silence.  [Dies. 
Hot.  Now  cracks  a  notxle  heart ;— Good  night, 
sweet  prince ; 
And  flights  of  angels  sing  thee  to  thy  rest  !• 
Why  does  the  drum  come  hither?  [March  within. 

EtUer  Fortiobru,  the  English  Ambundon,  and 
others. 

Fort  Where  is  this  sight? 

Hor.  What  is  it,  yoo  would  s 

If  aught  of  wo,  or  wonder,  cease  your  search. 

fhrt  This  quarry*  cries  on  havoc  V—O  proud 
death.' 
What  feast  is  toward  in  thine  eternal  cell. 
That  thou  so  many  princes,  at  a  shot. 
So  bloodily  hast  struck  ? 

1  Amb.  The  sight  is  dismal; 

And  oor  afiairs  from  Enrland  come  too  late : 
The  ears  are  senseless,  that  should  give  as  healing, 
To  tell  him,  his  commandment  is  fulfill'd. 
That  RosenciBotx  and  Guildeiutem  are  dead : 

(1)  Mixed  (2)  A  sergeant  is  a  sherifPs  officer. 
(3)  O'ercomes.  (4)  Incidents.  (5)  Incited. 
(6)  Heap  of  dead  game. 


When  should  we  have  oor  ftanks  ? 

Hor.  Not  from  his  moothj* 

Had  it  die  abOity  of  life  to  thank  yoo; 
He  never  gave  commandment  for  their  death. 
Bot  since,  so  jum|]^  upon  this  bloody  question, 
Yoo  from  the  r<Awdk}0  wars,  and  you  from  England 
Are  here  arriv'd ;  give  order,  that  these  bodies 
High  on  a  stage  be  placed  to  the  view ; 
And  let  me  sfwak,  to  the  vet  unknowing  world. 
How  these  thinn  oome  about :  So  shallyou  best 
Of  carnal,  bloody,  and  unnatural  acts ; 
Of  accidental  judgments,  casual  sboghlers ; 
Of  deaths  pot  on  by  canning,  and  foic'd  caott  ; 
And,  in  this  upAot,  purposes  mistook 
Fall'n  on  the  mventon'  beads :  all  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort  Let  us  haste  to  hear  it, 

And  call  the  noblest  to  the  audience. 
For  me,  with  sorrow  I  embrace  mv  ibrtane ; 
I  have  some  rights  of  memoty  in  this  kingdom. 
Which  now  to  claim  my  vantage  doth  invite  ma. 

Hor.  Of  that  I  shall  have  auo  caose  to  speak, 
Aiul  from  his  mouth  whose  voice  will  draw  on  mora : 
But  let  this  same  be  presently  peribrai'd. 
Even  while  men's  minds  are  wikl;  lest  mora  Dn»* 

chance. 
On  pk)(s  and  errors,  happen. 

I^orL  Let  feor  captainB 

Bear  Hamlet,  like  a  soldier,  to  the  stage; 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on. 
To  have  prov'd  most  royally :  and,  for  hispassigB^ 
The  soldier's  mosic,  and  tM  rites  of  war, 
Speak  loudly  for  him.— 
Take  up  the  bodies:— Soch  a  sight  as  this 
Becomes  the  field,  but  here  shows  much  atom. 
Go,  bid  the  soldiers  shoot  [Adeadmarth. 

[Extuni^lfearingogr  the  bodies;  o/lerisAscft, 
m  peal  iff  ormaius  it  shot  offl 


If  the  dramas  of  Shakspenrewera  to  be  charac- 
terised, each  by  the  particolar  excellence  which 
distinsfuishes  it  from  the  rest,  we  must  allow  to  the 
tragedy  of  Hamlet  the  praise  of  variety.  T\te  in- 
cidents are  so  nomeroos,  that  the  aigument  of  ths 
play  would  make  a  loiur  tale.  The  scenes  are  ia> 
terchangeably  diversified  with  merriment  and  »• 
lemni^ :  with  merriment  that  includes  jodickras 
and  instructive  observations ;  and  solemnity  not 
strakied  by  poetfcal  vblence  above  the  natoru  sen> 
timents  of  man.  New  characters  appear  from  tiras 
to  time  in  continual  succession,  exhibiting  vaiioos 
forms  of  life,  and  particular  modes  of  oonvenalion. 
The  pretended  madness  of  Hamlet  causes  moch 
mirth,  the  mournful  distraction  of  Ophelia  fills  die 
^leart  with  tenderness,  and  eveiy  persooege  pro 
duces  the  eSSact  intended,  from  the  apparition  mat, 
in  the  first  act,  chills  die  blood  widi  horror,  to  die 
fop  in  the  last,  that  exposes  aflectatkm  to  just  oon* 
tempt. 

The  conduct  is,  perhaps,  not  wholly  secure  agauist 
objections.  The  action  is,  faideed,  for  the  most  part, 
in  continual  progression ;  but  there  are  some  scenes 
which  neither  forward  nor  retard  it  Of  the  feiga> 
ed  madness  of  Hamlet  there  appear*  no  adeoMts 
cause,  for  he  does  nothing  which  he  mieht  not  nave 
done  widi  the  reputatkm  of  SMiity.    He  plays  the 

(7)  A  word  of  censure  when  more  game  was 
destroyed  than  was  reasonable. 
:&)  t.  e.  The  king's.        (9)  By 

:io)  Polish. 
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nwdman  nxMt,  when  he  treats  Ophelia  with  to  much 
nideoess,  which  seems  to  be  useless  and  wanton 
cruelty. 

Hamlet  is,  throu^  the  whole  piece,  rather  an  in^ 
•truroent  than  an  agent  AAcr  he  hai»,  by  the  strat- 
agem of  the  play,  convicted  the  king,  he  makes  no 
attempt  to  punish  him ;  and  his  death  is  at  last  ef- 
fected by  an  incident  which  Hamlet  had  no  part  in 
producing. 

The  catastrophe  is  not  very  happily  produced; 
the  exchange  of  weapons  is  rather  an  expedient  of 
necessity,  than  a  stroke  of  art    A  schone  might 


easily  be  (brmed,  to  kill  Hamlet  with  (he  dagger, 
and  Laertes  with  the  bowl. 

The  poet  is  accused  of  baring  shown  little  rt- 
gard  to  poetical  justice,  and  may  be  chaiged  with 
equal  neglect  ot  poetical  probability.  The  appari- 
tion left  the  rejE^ons  of  me  dead  to  little  purpose : 
the  revenge  which  he  donands  is  not  obtained,  but 
by  the  death  of  him  that  was  required  to  take  it; 
and  the  gratification,  which  would  arise  from  the 
destruction  of  a  usurper  and  a  murderer,  is  abated 
by  the  untimely  death  of  Ophelia,  the  young,  the 
beautiiiil,  the  harmless,  and  the  pious. 

JOHNSON. 
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OTHELLO,  THE  MOOR  OF  VENICE. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Duke  of  Venice. 

Brabantio,  a  senator. 

Thoo  other  Senators. 

Gratiano,  brother  to  Brabantio. 

Lodovico,  kinsman  to  Brabantio. 

Othello,  the  Moor. 

Cassio,  his  lieutenant. 

lagOf  his  ancient. 

Rixlerigo,  o  Venetian  gentleman. 

Mootano,  OtheMs  predecessor  in  the  government 

qf  Cyprus. 
Cloumj  servant  to  OlheUo. 


Herald. 

Desdemona,  daughter  to  Brabantio^  and  wife  to 

Othello. 
Elmilia,  unfe  to  logo. 
Bianca,  a  courtezan,  mistress  to  Cassia. 

Officers,  Crentlemen,  Messengers,  Musiciant, 
Sailors,  Attendants,  ^c. 

Scene,  /or  the  Jirst  Act,  in  Venice;  during  the 
rest  of  the  play,  at  a  sea-port  in  Cyprus. 


ACT  I. 

SCELYE  /.—Venice.  A  street  Enter  Roderigo 
an<2  lago. 

Roderigo. 

J.  USH,  never  tell  me,  I  take  it  much  unkindly, 
That  thou,  lago, — who  hast  had  mv  purse. 
As  if  the  strings  were  thine, — should'st  know  of  this. 

lago.  ^Sblcod,  but  you  will  not  hear  me : — 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  such  a  matter, 
Abhor  me. 

Rod.  Thou  told'st  me,  thou  didst  hold  him  in  thy 
hate. 

lago.  Despise  me,  if  I  do  not    Three  great  ones 
of  the  city, 
In  personal  suit  to  make  me  his  lieutenant. 
Oft  cappM'  to  him ; — and,  by  the  faith  of  man, 
I  know  my  price,  I  am  worth  no  worse  a  place : 
But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purposes, 
Evades  them,  with  a  bombast  circumstance,^ 
Horribly  stuff'd  with  epithets  of  war; 
And,  in  conclusion,  nonsuits 
My  mediators ;  for,  certes^*  says  he, 
J  have  already  chose  my  officer. 
And  what  was  he  ? 
Forsooth,  a  great  arithmetician. 
One  Michael  Cassio,  a  Florentine, 
A  fellow  almost  damnM  in  a  fair  wife  ;< 
That  never  set  a  squadron  in  the  field. 
Nor  the  division  of  a  battle  knows 
More  than  a  spinster ;  unless  the  bookish  theoric,* 
"Waerein  the  toged  consuls^  can  propose 
As  masterly  as  Be  :  mere  prattle,  without  practice, 
Is  all  his  soldiership.     But  he,  sir,  had  the  election : 
And  I, — of  whom  his  eyes  had  seen  the  proof, 
At  Rhodes,  at  Cypnis ;  and  on  other  grounds 
Christian  and  heathen, — must  be  be-lee'd  and  caWd 
B>'  debitor  and  creditor,  this  counter-caster  J 
He,  in  good  time,  must  his  lieutenant  be, 

•    (1)  Saluted. 

(2)  Circumlocution.         (3)  Certainly. 

(4)  For  ujife  some  read  life,  supposing  it  to  al- 
lude to  the  denunciation  in  the  Gospel,  too  unto 
ou  when  all  men  shall  speak  well  (f  you. 


And  I,  (God  bless  the  mark  !)  his  Moorship*s  an- 
cient. 
Rod.  By  heaven  I  rather  would  have  been  his 

hangman. 
lago.  But  there's  no  remedy,  'tis  the  cur«e  of 
service ; 
Preferment  goes  by  letter,  and  affection. 
Not  by  the  old  gradation,  where  each  second 
Stood  heir  to  the  first.     Now,  sir,  be  judge  yourself. 
Whether  I  in  any  just  term  am  affinMS 
To  love  the  Moor. 
Rod.  I  would  not  follow  him  then. 

lago.  O,  sir,  content  you ; 
I  follow  him  to  serve  my  turn  upon  him : 
We  cannot  all  be  masters,  nor  all  masters 
Cannot  be  truly  followed.     You  shall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave. 
That,  doting  on  his  own  ob.<«equious  bondage. 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  master's  ass. 
For  nought  but  provender;  and,  when  he's  old, 

cashier'd ; 
Whip  me  such  honest  knaves :  Others  there  are, 
Who,  trimm'd  in  forms  and  visages  of  duty, 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themselves ; 
And,  throwing  but  shows  of  service  on  their  lords, 
Do  well  thrive  by  them,  and,  when  they  have  lin'd 

their  coats, 
Do  themselves  homage :  these  fellows  have  soom 

soul; 
And  such  a  one  do  I  profess  myself. 
For,  sir, 

It  is  as  sure  as  you  are  Roderigo, 
Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  lago : 
In  following  him,  I  follow  but  myself; 
Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  I  for  love  and  duty. 
But  seeming  so,  for  mv  peculiar  end  : 
For  when  my  outward  action  doth  demonstrate 
The  native  act  and  figure  of  mv  heart 
In  compliment  extern,'  'tis  not  long  afier 
But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve 
For  daws  to  peck  at :  I  am  not  wnat  I  am. 

(5)  Theory.        (6)  Rulers  of  the  state. 

(7)  It  was  anciently  the  practice  to  reckoo  op 
sums  with  counters. 

(8)  Related. 

(9)  Outward  show  of  civility. 
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Rod.  What  a  full  fortane  does  the  thick-lipt  owe,* 
If  he  can  cutj\  thiu! 

logo.  Call  up  her  father. 

Room  him :  make  after  him,  pnaon  his  delight, 
Proclaim  him  in  the  ttreets ;  locense  her  kinamen. 
And,  though  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwell, 
Plague  him  with  flies :  though  that  his  joy  be  J07, 
Yet  throw  such  changes  of  vexation  on*t. 
As  it  may  lose  some  colour. 

Rod.  Here  is  her  father's  house;  Til  call  aloud. 

logo.  Do ;  with  like  timorous  accent,  and  dire 

•    jeH. 
As  when,  bj  night  and  negligence,  the  fire 
Is  spied  in  popmous  cities. 
Rod.  What, hoi  Brabantio!  signkM- Bnibantio, 

ho! 
logo.  Awake!  what,  ho!  Brabantio!  thieves' 
thieves!  thieves! 
Look  to  your  house,  your  daughter,  and  your  begs ! 
Thieres.  thieves! 

Brabantio,  oftooe,  ai  a  window. 

Bra.  What  is  the  reason  of  this  terrible  sum- 
mons? 
What  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Rod.  Signior,  is  all  your  family  within? 

logo.  Are  your  doors  lock*d  ? 

Bra.  Why  ?  wherefore  ask  you  this  ? 

logo.  Zounds,  sir,  you  are  robb*d ;  for  shame, 
put  on  your  gown : 
Tour  heart  is  burst,^  you  have  lost  half  your  soul ; 
Even  now,  veiy  now,  an  old  black  ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  ewe.     Arise,  arise ; 
Awalce  the  snorting  citizens  with  the  bell. 
Or  else  the  devil  will  make  a  grandsire  of  you : 
'Arise,  I  say. 

Bra.  What,  have  you  lost  your  wits  ? 

Rod.  Most  reverend  signior,  do  you  know  my 
voice  ? 

Bra.  Not  I;  What  are  you? 

Rod.  My  name  is— Roderigo. 

Bra.  The  worse  welcome : 

I  have  chargM  thee,  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors: 
In  honest  plainness  thou  hast  heard  me  say. 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee ;  and  now,  in  madness, 
Beuig  full  of  supper,  and  distempering'  draughts. 
Upon  malicious  braveiy,  dost  thou  come 
To  start  my  c^uiet 

Rod.  Sir,  sir,  sir,  sir, 

Bra.  But  thou  must  needs  be  sure. 

My  spirit,  and  my  place,  have  m  them  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod.  Patience,  good  sir. 

Bra.  What  telPst  thou  me  of  robbing?  this  is 
Venice; 
My  house  is  not  a  grange.^ 

Rod.  Most  grave  Bnibantio, 

In  simple  and  pure  soul  I  come  to  vou. 

logo.  Zounds,  sir,  you  are  one  of  those,  that  will 
not  serve  God,  if  the  devil  bid  you.  Because  we 
come  to  do  you  service,  you  think  we  are  ruffians : 
You'll  have  vour  daughter  covered  with  a  Barbaiy 
horse ;  you'll  have  your  nephews  neigh  to  you : 
fou'Il  have  coursers  for  cousins,  and  gennets  for 
germans.* 

Bra.  What  profane  wretch  art  thou  ? 

Jaro.  I  am  one,  sir,  that  comes  to  tell  yon,  your 
daughter  and  the.  Moor  are  now  making  the  beast 
with  two  backs. 

Bra.  Thou  art  a  villain. 


(1)  Own,  possess. 

(2)  t.  e.  Is  broken. 

(4)  A  lone  farm-boose. 


(3)  Intoxicating. 
(5)  Relations. 


logo.  You  I 

Bra.  This  thou  shalt  answer:  I  know  thte, 

Roderigo. 
Rod.  Sir,  I  will  answer  any  thing.    But  I  be- 
seech you, 
irt  be  your  pleasure,  and  most  wise  consent 
(As  partlv,  1  find,  it  is,)  that  your  fair  daughter. 
At  this  oad-evei^  and  dull  watch  o'the  nignt. 
Transported— with  no  wone  nor  better  guard. 
But  with  a  knave  of  common  hire,  a  gondolier,' 
To  the  gross  clasps  of  «  lascivious  Moor, — 
If  this  be  known  to  you,  and  your  allowance,* 
We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  saucy  wrongs ; 
But,  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  roe. 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.    Do  not  believe. 
That,  from  the  sense  of  all  civility, 
I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  reveraice : 
Your  daughter, — ^if  you  have  not  given  her  leave,— 
I  say  seain,  hath  made  a  g^ross  revolt ; 
Tying  her  duty,  beauty,  wit,  and  fortunes. 
In  an  extravagant^  and  wheeling  stranger. 
Of  here  and  every  where :  Strai^t  satisfy  yourself: 
If  she  be  in  her  chamber,  or  your  house. 
Let  loose  on  me  the  justice  of  the  state 
For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  tinder,  ho ! 

Give  me  a  taper  ;--<all  up  all  my  people : — 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  dream. 
Belief  of  it  oppresses^  me  already : — 
Light,  I  say !  tight !  [E^xit  from  e&oec. 

logo.  Farewell ;  for  I  must  leave  you : 

It  seems  not  meet,  nor  wholesome  to  my  place. 
To  be  pn>duc'd  (as,  if  I  stay,  I  shall,) 
Against  the  Moor:  For,  I  clo  know,  the  state,— 
However  this  may  gall  him  with  some  check,— 
Cannot  with  safety  cast")  him ;  for  he's  embui'd 
With  such  loud  reason  to  the  Cyprus'  wars, 
(Which  even  now  stand  in  act,)  that,  for  their 

souls. 
Another  of  his  fathom  they  have  not. 
To  lead  their  business :  in  which  regard. 
Though  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell-pains. 
Yet,  for  necessity  of  present  life, 
I  must  show  out  a  flag  and  sign  of  love. 
Which  is  indeed  but  sign.    That  you  shall  surely 

find  him,  ^ 

Lead  to  the  Sagittaiy  the  rais'd  search ; 
And  there  will  I  be  with  him.    So,  farewell.  [Ex. 

Enter  below,  Brabantio,  andSeroanls  toiih  torches. 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  evil ;  gone  she  is ; 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  despised  time,*i 
Is  nought  but  bitterness. — Now,  Rodrrigo, 
Where  didst  thou  see  her  ?— O,  unhappy  girl  !— 
With  the  Moor,  say'st  thou  ?— Who  would  be  a 

fother?— 
How  didst  thou  know  ^was  she?  O,  thou  deceiv'st 

me 
Past  thought !— What  said  she  to  you  ?— Get  more 

tapers; 
Raise  all  my  kindred,— Are  they  married  think  yui? 

Rod  Truly,  I  think,  they  are. 

Bra.  O  heaven  .'—How  got  she  oat !— O  treason 
of  the  blood  !— 
Fathers,  from  hence  trust  not  your  daughters'  minds 
By  what  you  see  them  act. — Are  tiiere  not  charms, 
Bv  which  the  property  of  youth  and  maidhood 
May  be  abcs'd  ?  Have  you  not  read,  Roderigo, 
Of  some  such  thing? 

Rod.  Yes,  sir;  I  have  indeed. 

(6)  Midnight  (7)  A  waterman. 

(8)  ApprmMtion. 

(9)  Wandering.    (10)  Dismiss.     (11)  Old  ^ 
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Bra.  Call  np  my  brother. — O,  that  you  had  bad 
her  I — 
Some  one  way,  some  another. — Do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor  ? 

Rod,  I  think,  1  can  discover  him ;  if  you  please 
To  get  rood  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra.  Pray  you,  lead  on.  At  every  bouse  Pll  call ; 
I  may  command  at  most ; — Get  weapons,  ho ! 
And  raise  rome  special  officers  of  night — 
On,  good  Roderigo ; — PU  deserve  your  pains. 

[Ex€taU. 

SCEJ^E  IT— The  same.  Another  tireet.  Enter 
Othello,  lago,  and  Attendants. 

logo.  Though  in  the  trade  of  war  I  have  slain 
men. 
Yet  do  I  bold  it  veiy  stuff  o'the  conscience. 
To  do  no  contrivM  murder ;  1  lack  iniquity 
Sometimes,  to  do  me  service :  Nine  or  ten 
1  bad  thought  to  haveyerkM  him  here  under  the  riba. 

0th.  'Tis  better  as  it  is. 

logo.  Nay,  but  be  prated. 

And  spoke  such  scurvy  and  provoking  terms 
Against  your  honour. 
That,  with  the  little  godliness  \  have, 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  him.     But,  I  pray,  sir, 
Are  you  fast  married  }  for,  be  sure  ol  this, — 
That  the  magnifico'  is  much  beloved ; 
And  hath,  in  his  effect,  a  voice  potential 
As  double  as  the  duke's :  he  will  divorce  you ; 
Or  put  upon  you  what  restraint  and  grievance 
The  law  (with  all  his  might,  to  enforce  it  on,) 
Will  give  him  cable. 

Oth.  Let  him  do  his  spite : 

My  services,  which  I  have  done  the  signioiy. 
Shall  out-tongue  his  complaints.     *Ti9  yet  to  know 
(Which,  when  I  know  tnat  boasting  is  an  honour, 
I  shall  promulgate,)  I  fetch  my  life  and  being 
From  men  of  royal  siege ;'  and  my  demerits* 
May  speak,  unbonneted,^  to  as  proud  a  fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reach'd  :  For  know,  lago. 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  I>e8demona, 
I  would  not  my  unlK)U9ed*  free  condition 
Put  into  circumscription  and  confine 
For  the  sea's  worth.     But,  look !  what  lights  come 
yonder  ? 

Enter  Cassio,  at  a  distance^  and  certain  Officers 
with  torches. 

logo.  These  are  the  raised  father,  and  his  friends : 
You  were  best  go  in. 

Oth.  Not  I :  I  must  be  found; 

My  parts,  my  title,  and  my  perfect  soul. 
Shall  manifest  me  riehtly.     Is  it  they  f 

lago.  By  Janus,  1  think  na 

Otk.  The  servantsof  the  duke,  and  mj  lieutenant. 
The  goodness  of  the  night  upon  you,  friends ! 
What  is  the  news  ^ 

Cos.  The  duke  does  greet  you,  general ; 

And  he  requires  your  baste-post-haste  appearance. 
Even  on  the  instant 

Oth.  What  is  the  matter,  think  you  ? 

Cos.  Something  from  Cyprus,  as  I  may  divine ; 
It  is  a  bu)«iness  of  some  heat :  the  galleys 
Have  sent  a  dozen  sequent^  messengers 
This  very  night  at  one  another's  heels ; 
And  many  of  the  consuls,  rais'd,  and  met, 
Are  at  the  duke's  already  :  You  have  been  hotly 
call'd  for ; 

(1)  Brabantio :  Magnifico  is  his  title  ■•  a  senator. 

(2)  Seat  or  throne. 

(3)  Demerits  has  the  same  meaning  in  Shakspeare 
•a  merits. 


When,  being  not  at  your  k)dging  to  be  found. 
The  senate  hath  sent  about  three  several  quests,' 
To  search  you  out 

Oth.  'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you.  ' 

I  will  but  spend  a  word  here  in  the  bouse. 
And  go  with  you.  [ExiL 

Cos.  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here  ? 

Jago.  'Faith,  he  to-night  hath  boarded  a  land 
carack  ;* 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 

Cos.  I  do  not  understand. 

lago.  He's  married. 

Cos.  To  who? 

Re-enter  Othello. 

lago.  Many,  to— Come,  captain,  will  you  go  ? 
Oth.  Have  with  you. 

Cos.  Here  comes  another  troop  to  seek  for  you. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Roderigo,  and  Officers  qf  night, 
with  torches  and  weapons. 

lago.  It  is  Brabantio : — general,  be  advis'd ; 
He  comes  to  bad  mtent 

Oth.  Hola!  stand  there! 

Rod.  Signior,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bra.  Down  with  him,  thief! 

[They  draw  on  both  sides. 

lago.  You,  Roderigo !  come,  sir,  I  am  for  you. 

OtL  Keep  up  your  bright  swords,  for  the  dew 
will  rust  them. — 
Good  si^br,  you  shall  more  command  with  years, 
Than  with  your  weapons. 

Bra.  O  thou  foul  thief,  where  hast  thou  stow'd 
my  daughter  f 
Damn'd  as  thou  art,  thou  hast  enchanfed  her : 
For  I'll  refer  me  to  all  things  of  sense, 
If  she  in  chains  of  magic  were  not  bound. 
Whether  a  maid — so  tender,  fair,  and  happy ; 
So  opposite  to  marriage,  that  she  ahunn'a 
The  wealthy  curled  oariings  of  our  nation, — 
Would  ever  have,  to  incur  a  general  mock. 
Run  from  her  guardage  to  the  sooty  bosom 
Of  such  a  thing  as  thou :  to  fear,  not  to  delight^ 
Judge  roe  the  world,  if  'tis  not  gross  in  sense. 
That  thou  hast  practis'd  on  her  with  foul  charms ; 
Abus'd  her  delicate  youth  with  drugs,  or  minerals. 
That  waken  nnotion  : — I'll  have  it  disputed  on ; 
'Tis  probable,  and  palpable  to  thinking. 
I  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee, 
For  an  abuser  of  the  world,  a  practiser 
Of  arts  inhibited  and  out  of  warrant  :— 
Lav  hold  upon  him ;  if  he  do  resist. 
Subdue  him  at  his  peril. 

Oth.  Hold  your  hands. 

Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  rest : 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  I  should  have  known  it 
Without  a  prompter. — Where  will  you  that  1  go 
To  answer  this  your  charge  ? 

Bra.  To  prison :  till  fit  time 

Of  law,  and  course  of  direct  sesaion. 
Call  thee  to  answer. 

0/A,  What  if  I  do  obey  ? 

How  may  the  duke  be  therewith  satisfied ; 
Whose  messengers  are  here  about  my  side. 
Upon  some  present  business  of  the  state. 
To  bring  me  to  him  f 

Off.  'Tis  true,  most  worthy  signior. 

The  duke's  in  council ;  and  your  noble  self, 
I  am  sure,  is  sent  for. 


(4)  Uncovered. 

(6)  Following. 

(ft)  A  rich  vessel. 

(9)  To  terrify,  not  delight 


(5)  Unsettled. 
(7)  Searchera. 
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Bra,  How  !  the  dake  in  coancil .' 

In  this  time  of  the  night ! — Brinf  him  away : 
Miners  not  an  idle  cause :  the  duke  himsell. 
Or  any  of  mv  brolhera  of  the  state, 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong;,  as  'twere  their  own : 
For  if  such  actions  may  have  passage  free, 
Bond-slaves,  and  pagans,'  shall  our  statesmen  be. 

[Elxeunt. 

iSCEJVE  III— The  tame.  A  council-chamber. 
The  Duke,  and  Senators,  sitting  at  a  UMe  /  Of- 
Jicers  attending. 

Duke.  There  is  no  composition^  in  these  news. 
That  gives  them  credit. 

1  Sen.  Indeed,  they  are  disproportion'd  ; 
My  letters  say,  a  hundred  and  seven  galleys. 

Duke.  And  mine,  a  hundred  and  forty. 

2  Sen.  And  mine,  two  hundred  : 
But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  just  account 

fAs  in  these  cases,  where  the  aim*  reports, 
'Tis  oft  wilh  difference,)  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  Turkish  fleet,  and  bearhig  up  to  Cyprus. 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  possible  enough  to  judgment; 
I  do  not  so  secure  me  in  the  error. 
But  the  main  article  1  do  approve 
In  fearful  sen^e. 

Sailor.  [  IVithin.]  What  ho !  what  ho !  what  ho ! 

ErUer  an  Officer,  with  a  Sailor. 

Off'.  A  messenger  from  the  pal  leys. 

Duke.  Now  ?  the  business  ? 

Sail.  The  Turkish  preparation  makes  for  Rhodes; 
So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  state. 
By  signior  Angelo. 

Duke.  How  say  you  by  this  chane^e  ? 

1  Sen.  This  cannot  be, 

By  no  assay  of  reason ;  *tis  a  pageant. 
To  keep  us  in  false  gaie  :  When  we  consider 
The  importancy  of  C^  pros  to  the  Turk ; 
And  let  ourselves  again  but  understand, 
That,  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhodes, 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  question^  bear  it. 
For  that  it  stands  not  in  such  warlike  brace,* 
But  altogether  lacks  the  abilities 
That  Rhode<«  is  dressM  in : — if  we  make  thought 

of  this. 
We  must  not  think,  the  Turk  is  so  unskilful. 
To  leave  that  latest  which  concerns  him  first ; 
Neglecting  an  attempt  of  ease  and  gain, 
To  wake,  and  wage,*  a  danger  profitless. 

Duke.  Nay,  in  all  confidence,  he's  not  for  Rhodes. 

O^  Here  ia  more  news. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mest.  The  Ottomites,  reverend  and  gracious. 
Steering  with  due  course  toward  the  isle  of  Rhodes, 
Have  there  injointed  them  with  an  after-fleet. 

1  Sen.  Ay,  so  I  thought : — How  many,  as  you 
guess.' 

Mtss.  Of  thirty  fail :  and  now  do  they  re-stem 
Their  backward  course,  bearing  with  frank  ap- 
pearance 
Their  purposes  towards  Cyprus. — Signior  Montano, 
Your  trusty  and  most  valiant  servitor. 
With  his  free  duty  recommends  you  thus. 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke.  'Tis  certain  then  for  Cyprus. — 
Marcus  Lucchese,  is  he  not  in  town .' 

I  Sen.  He's  now  in  Florence. 

Duke.  Write  from  us ;  wish  him  post-post-haste : 
de«patch. 

(1)  The  pagans  and  bond-slaves  of  Africa. 

(2)  Consistency.  (3)  Conjecture. 

(4)  Easy  dispute.  (5)  State  of  defence. 


1  Sen.  Here  comes  Brabantio,  and  fbe  raliaM 
Moor. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Othello,  lago,  Rodeiigo,  wi 
Officers. 

Duke.  Valiant  Othello,  we  must  straight  empky 
you 
Aeainst  the  general  enemy  Ottoman. 
1  did  not  see  you ;  welcome,  gentle  npiior ; 

[7b  Brabantia 
We  lackM  your  counsel  and  your  hel  p  to-n^L        < 

Bra.  So  did  I  youra :  Good  your  grace,  pardoB 
me; 
Neither  my  place,  nor  aught  I  heard  of  bosinen, 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  ray  bed  ;  nor  doth  the  geoenl 

care 
Take  hold  on  me ;  for  my  particular  grief 
Is  of  so  flood-gate  and  o'erbearing  nature. 
That  it  engluts  and  swallows  other  sorrows, 
And  it  is  still  itself. 

Duke.  ^'^»  what's  the  matter? 

Bra.  My  daughter  I  O,  my  daughter ! 

Sen.  Dead? 

Bra.  Ay,  to  me; 

She  is  abus'd,  stol'n  from  me  and  cormpled 
f)y  spells  and  medicines  bought  of  nKMintebaoks : 
For  nature  so  preposterously  to  err. 
Bring  not  deficient,  blind  or  lame  of  sense, 
Sans^  witchcraft  could  not 

Duke.  Whoe'er  he   be,  that,  m   this  foul  pr^ 
ceediiig, 
Hath  thus  beguird  your  daughter  of  herself^ 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  law 
Voii  shall  yourself  read  in  the  bitter  letter, 
Afier  your  own  sense;  yea,  though  our  proper  soa 
Stood  in  your  action.^ 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  grace. 

Here  is  the  man,  this  Moor ;  whom  now,  it  s 
Vour  lipecial  mandate,  for  the  state  affairs, 
Hath  hither  brought. 

Duke  4"  Sen.  We  are  very  sorry  for  it 

Duke.  What,  in  your  own  part,  can  vou  sa?  to 
this.'  [ToOib^Iki 

Bra.  Nothing  but,  this  is  so. 

0th.  Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  s^nur^ 
My  very  noble  and  approved  good  nnastens. 
That  1  have  ta'en  away  this  old  man's  daughter. 
It  is  most  true  ;  true,  I  have  married  her; 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending 
Hath  this  extent,  no  more.  Rude  am  I  in  my  speech, 
And  little  bless'd  with  the  set  phrase  of  peace; 
For  since  these  arms  of  mine  had  seven  years'  pith, 
Till  now  some  nine  moons  wasted,  they  have  oiM 
Thoir  dearest  action^  in  the  tented  field  ; 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  speak, 
Mi)r^  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle  i 
And  therefore  little  shall  I  grace  my  cause, 
in  speaking  for  myself:  Yet,  by  your  gractoos  pa* 

tience, 
I  will  a  round  unvamish'd  tale  deliver 
Of  my  whole  course  of  love ;  what  drags,  wbal 

charms. 
What  conjuration,  and  what  mighty  magic 
( For  such  proceeding  I  am  chaig'd  withal,) 
I  won  his  aaughter  with. 

Bra.  A  maiden  never  bold ; 

Of  spirit  so  still  and  quiet,  that  her  nootioo 
Blush'd  at  herself;  And  she, — in  spile  of  nature 
Of  years,  of  country,  credit,  every  thing, — 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  she  fearM  to  look  oo .' 
It  is  a  judgment  maim'd,  and  most  impexftct. 


(6)  Combat. 
(8)  Accusation. 


(7)  Without 
(9)  Best  esertiao. 
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That  will  confess — ^perfection  so  could  err 
Against  all  rules  of  nature ;  and  must  be  driven 
To  find  out  practices  of  cunning  hell, 
Whj  this  should  be.     I  therefore  vouch  again, 
That  with  sonrte  mixtures  powerful  o*er  the  blood, 
Or  with  some  dram  conjurM  to  this  effect. 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duke.  To  vouch  this,  is  no  proof; 

Without  more  certain  and  more  overt  test,' 
Than  these  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modem  seeming,^  do  prefer  against  him. 

1  Sen.  But,  Othello,  speak  ;— 
Did  Tou  by  indirect  and  forced  courses 
Subdue  and  poison  this  young  maid*s  affections? 
Or  came  it  by  request,  and  such  &ir  question 
As  soul  to  soul  afibrdeth  ? 

0th.  I  do  beseech  you, 

Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sagittanr,' 
And  let  her  speak  of  me  bdbre  her  father : 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report. 
The  trust,  the  office,  I  do  hold  of  you, 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  sentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  life. 

Duke.  Fetch  Desdemona  hither. 

0th,  Ancient,  conduct  them ;  you  best  know  the 
place. —  [Exeunt  lago  and  Attendants. 
And,  till  she  come,  as  truly  as  (o  heaven 
I  do  confess  the  vices  of  my  blood. 
So  jusllv  to  your  grave  ears  I'll  present 
How  1  did  thrive  in  this  fair  lady's  love. 
And  she  in  mine. 

Duke.  Say  it,  Othello. 

0th.  Her  father  lov'd  me ;  oft  invited  me ; 
Still  question'd  me  the  story  of  mv  life. 
From  year  to  year ;  the  battles,  sieges,  fortunes. 
That  1  have  pass'd. 

I  ran  it  through,  even  from  my  boyish  days. 
To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it 
Wherein  I  spoke  of  most  disastrous*  chances. 
Of  moving  accidents,  by  flood,  and  field ; 
0(   hair-breadth  *scapcs   i'the   inuninent   deadly 

breach; 
Of  beine  taken  by  the  insolent  foe. 
And  sold  to  slavery  ;  of  my  redemption  thence. 
And  portance*  in  my  travel's  history  ; 
Wherein  of  antres^  vast,  and  deserts  idle. 
Rough  quarries,  rocks,  and  hills  whose  heads  touch 

heaven, 
It  was  mv  hint  to  speak,  such  was  the  process ; 
And  of  the  cannibals  that  each  other  eat. 
The  Anthropophad,  and  men  whose  heads 
Do  grow  beneath  meir  shoulders.     These  things  to 

hear, 
Would  Desdemona  seriously  incline : 
But  still  the  house-affairs  would  draw  her  thence ; 
Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  despatch, 
She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  my  discourse :  Which  I  observing, 
Took  once  a  pliant  hour ;  and  found  good  means. 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earnest  heart, 
That  I  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate, 
Whereof  by  parcel^  she  had  something  heard. 
But  not  inlentively  :7  I  did  consent; 
And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears, 
W^en  I  did  speak  of  some  distressful  stroke, 
That  my  youth  suffer'd.     My  story  being  done. 
She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs : 
She  swore,— In  faith,  'twas  strange,  'twas  passing 
strange ; 

(1)  Open  proof        {2)  Weak  show. 
?3)  The  sign  of  the  fictitious  creature  so  called. 
(4)  My  behaviour.        (5)  Caves  and  dens. 
(6)  Parts. 
TO!..  II. 


*Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful : 

She  wish'd,  she  had  not  heard  it ;  yet  she  wishM 

That  hraven  had  made  her  such  a  man :  she  thaok'd 

me ; 
And  bade  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  her, 
I  should  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  stonr. 
And  that  would  woo  her.  Upon  this  hint,  I  spake : 
She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  pass'd; 
And  I  lov'd  her,  that  she  did  pity  them. 
This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  us'd ; 
Here  comes  the  lady,  let  her  witness  it 

Enter  Desdemona,  lago,  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  I  think,  this  tale  would  win  my  daughter 
too.— 
Good  Brabantio, 

Take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  best; 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  use, 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Bra.  I  pray  you,  hear  her  speak ; 

If  she  confess,  that  she  was  half  the  wooer, 
Destruction  on  my  head,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man  I — Come  hither,  gentle  mistress ; 
Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  company. 
Where  most  you  owe  obedience  ? 

Des.  My  noble  father, 

I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty : 
To  you,  I  am  bound  for  life,  and  education  ; 
My  life,  and  education,  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  respect  you ;  you  are  the  lord  of  duty, 
I  am  hitherto  your  daughter.     But  here's  my  hus- 
band ; 
And  so  much  duty  as  mv  mother  show'd 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  father, 
So  much  I  challenge  that  I  may  profess 
Due  lo  the  Moor,  my  lord. 

Bra.  God  be  with  you  ! — I  have  done  :— 

Ploa*e  it  your  grace,  on  to  the  state-affairs ; 
I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child,  than  get  it — 
Come  hither.  Moor/ 

I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart. 
Which,  but  thou  hast  already,  with  all  my  heart 
I  would  keep  from  thee. — For  your  sake,  jewel, 
I  am  glad  at  soul  I  have  no  other  child ; 
For  thy  escape  would  teach  me  tyranny. 
To  hang  clogs  on  them.— I  have  done,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Let  me  speak  like  yourself;  and  lay  a 
sentence, 
Which,  as  a  grise,*  or  step,  may  help  these  lovers 
Into  your  favour.  ^ 

When  remedies  are  past,  the  griefs  are  ended. 
By  seeing  the  worst,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 
To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gone. 
Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischief  on. 
What  cannot  be  prcserv'd,  when  fortune  takes. 
Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 
The  robb'd,  that  smiles,  steals  something  from  the 

thief; 
He  robs  himself,  that  spends  a  bootless  grief 

Bra.  So  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  b^ile ; 
We  lose  it  not,  so  long  as  we  can  smile. 
He  bears  the  sentence  well,  that  nothing  bears 
But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears : 
But  he  bears  both  the  sentence  and  the  sorrow. 
That,  to  pay  grief,  must  of  poor  patience  borrow. 
These  sentences,  to  su^r,  or  to  gall. 
Being  strong  on  both»sides,  are  equivocal : 
But  words  are  words ;  I  never  yet  did  hear. 
That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  tbeew.* 

(7)  Intention  and  attention  were  once  synonymous 

(8)  Grise  from  degrees. 

(9)  t.  e.  That  the  wounds  of  sorrow  were  Wftt 
cured  by  tlie  words  of  consolation. 
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I  Ikomblj  beteech  70a,  proceed  to  the  sffairs  ofstate. 

Duke,  The  Turk  with  a  most  migbty  preparation 
makes  for  Cjrpnu  :-^OtheUo,  the  fortitude  of  the 
place  is  best  imown  to  jou :  And  thourh  we  have 
there  a  substitute  of  most  allowed  sufKiency,  jet 
opinion,  a  sovereign  mistress  of  effects,  throws  a 
more  safer  voice  on  jou :  you  must  thiBrefore  be 
content  to  sIubbeH  the  gloss  of  your  new  fortunes 
with  this  more  stubborn  and  boisteroos  expedition. 

Oth.  The  tyrant  custom,  most  grave  senators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  steel  couch  of  war 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down :  I  do  agniiei^ 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity, 
I  find  in  hardness ;  and  do  undertake 
These  present  vrars  against  the  Ottomitet. 
Most  humbly  therefore  bending  to  your  state, 
I  crare  fit  disposition  for  my  wife ; 
Doe  reference  of  place,  and  exhibitioa;* 
With  such  accommodation,  and  besort, 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke,  If  yoo  please, 

Be*tatherfethei's. 

Bra.  1*11  not  have  it  so. 

Oth,  Nor  L      • 

Dee,  Nor  I;  I  would  not  there  reside. 


1  your  voice. 
To  assist  my  simpleoess. 

Duke.  What  would  you,  Desdemona  ? 

Dee.  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him, 
My  downright  violence  and  storm  of  fortunes 
May  trumpet  to  the  worid ;  my  heart's  subdued 
Even  to  the  veiy  quality  of  my  lord : 
I  saw  Othello's  visage  m  his  mind ; 
And  to  his  hooonrs,  and  his  valiant  parts. 
Did  I  my  soul  and  fortunes  consecrate. 
So  that,  dear  lords,  if  I  be  left  behind, 
A  moth  of  Deace,  and  he  go  to  the  war. 
The  rites,  for  which  I  love  hun,  are  bereA  me. 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  shall  support 
By  his  dear  absence :  Let  me  go  with  him. 

Oih.  Your  voices,  lords :— 'beseech  you,  let  her  will 
Have  a  free  way. 

Vouch  with  me,  heaven ;  I  therefera  b^  it  not. 
To  please  the  palate  of  my  appetite ; 
Nor  to  comply  with  heat,  the  proun|;  aflfects,^ 
In  my  distinct  and  proper  satisfaction; 
But  to  be  free  and  Doooteous  to  her  mind : 
And  heaven  defend*  your  good  souls,  that  you  think 
I  will  Toor  serious  and  great  business  scant, 
For^  she  is  with  me :  No,  when  ligfat-wingM  toys 
Of  feather'd  Cupid  seel?  %vith  wanton  dulness 
A^  speculative  and  active  instruments. 
That  my  disports  corrupt  and  taint  my  business. 
Let  housewives  make  a  skillet*  of  my  helm,9 
And  all  indign  and  base  advenities 
Make  head  aeainst  my  estimation ! 

Duke,  Be  It  as  yon  shall  privately  determine, 
Either  tor  her  stay,  or  going :  the  afihir  cries — haste, 
And  speed  must  answer  it ;  you  must  hence  to-night. 

Dee.  To-night,  my  lord  f 

Duke,  This  night 

Olh.  With  all  mr  heart. 

Duki,  At  nine  i'the- morning  here  we'll  meet 
again. 
Odiello,  leave  some  officer  behind. 
And  he  shall  our  commissioo  bring  to  you ; 

(1)  Obscure.  (2)  Acknowledge. 

(S)  Allowance.  (4)  Afifectioos. 

(5)  Forbid.         (6)  Because.        (7)  Blind. 
(8)  A  smaU  kettle.        (9)  Hehnet 


With  soch  things  else  of  quality  and  respect, 
As  doth  import  yoo. 

Olh,  Please  your  grace,  my  ancient; 

A  man  he  is  of  honesty  and  trust : 
To  his  conveyance  I  assign  my  wife. 
With  whateue  needful  your  good  grace  diall  think 
To  be  sent  afbr  me. 

Duke.  Let  it  be  sa~ 

Good  night  to  eveiy  one. — And,  noUe  wiior, 

[To  Brabantio 
If  virtue  no  delig|hted  beauty  lack. 
Your  son-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

1  Sen.  Adieu,  brave  Moor!  use  Desdemooa  weD. 

Bra.  Look  to  her,  Moor ;  have  a  quick  eye  to  see ; 
She  has  deoeiv'd  her  fether,  and  may  thee. 

[Exeunt  Duke,  Senatore,  Offictrej  Sft, 

Oth.  My  life  upon  her  faith. — Honest  lago^ 
My  Desdemona  must  I  leave  to  thee ; 
I  pr'jTthee,  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her*, 
And  bring  them  after  in  the  best  advantage. — 
Come,  Desdemona ;  I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  w(N4dly  matters  and  direction. 
To  spend  with  thee :  we  most  obey  the  time. 

[Esevint  Othelto  and  Desdemom. 

Rod.  laga 

logo.  What  say'st  thoa,  noble  beaK  ? 

Rod,  What  will  I  do,  thinkest  thoo? 

logo.  Why,  go  to  bed  and  sleep. 

Rod,  I  will  incootinentlyi<)  drown  mysel£ 

lof^o.  Well,  if  thou  dost,  I  shall  never  love  thee 
after  it    Whjr,  thou  silly  gentleman ! 

Rod  It  is  silliness  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a  tor- 
ment: and  then  have  we  a  prescription  to  die,  when 
death  is  our  lAysician. 

logo.  O  villanous !  I  have  looked  upon  the  wofM 
for  four  times  seven  yean ;  and  since  I  could  dis- 
tinguish between  a  benefit  and  an  inluiy,  I  never 
found  a  man  that  knew  how  to  love  niimelf  Ens 
I  would  say,  I  would  drown  myself  for  the  love  of 
a  Guinea-ben,  I  would  change  my  hamanity  with 
a  baboon. 

Rod  What  should  I  do?  I  confess,  it  is  my 
shame  to  be  so  fond ;"  but  it  is  not  in  virtue  to 
amend  it 

laro.  Virtue?  a  fig!  'tis  in  ourselves,  that  we 
are  thus,  or  thus.  Om* bodies  are  our  gardens;  to 
the  which,  our  wilts  are  gardeners :  so  that  if  we 
will  plant  nettles,  or  sow  lettuce ;  set  hyssop,  and 
weea  up  thyme,  supply  it  with  one  gender  of  herbs, 
or  distract  it  with  many;  either  to  have  it  steril 
with  idleness,  or  manured  with  industry ;  why,  the 
power  and  conwible  authority  of  this  lies  in  our 
wills.  If  the  babnce  of  oar  lives  had  not  one  scale 
of  reason  to  poise  another  of  sensuality,  the  blood 
and  baseness  of  our  natures  would  conduct  us  lo 
most  preposterous  concluskms;  But  we  have  reason 
to  cool  our  ragii^  motions,  our  carnal  stings,  our 
unbittedis  lust;  whereof  I  take  this,  that  you  call- 
love,  to  be  a  sect,^  or  scmd. 

Rod  It  cannot  be. 

logo.  It  is  merely  a  lust  of  the  blood,  and  aper- 
mission  of  the  will.  Come,  be  a  man :  Drown  thy- 
self? drown  cats,  and  blind  puppies.  I  have  pro- 
fessed me  thy  friend,  and  I  confess  me  knit  10  tl^ 
deserving  witn  cables  of  perdurable  toughness ;  I 
could  never  better  steaa  thee  than  now.  Pot 
money  in  thy  purse ;  follow  these  wars ;  defeat  thy 
fevour  widi  an  usurped  beard  ;!<  I  say,  put  roonef 
in  thy  purse.  It  cannot  be,  that  Desdemooa  sboaid 
long  continue  her  k»ve  to  the  Moor, — ^pat  money  in 

(10)  Immediately.  (11)  Foolish.  (12)  Unbridk^ 

(13)  A  sect  is  what  the  gardeners  call  a  cutting. ' 

(14)  Change  your  countenance  with  a  false  beani 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


Scene/. 


OTHELLO,  THE  MOOR  OF  VENICE. 


401 


thj  pune ;— nor  be  his  to  her  it  wa^  a  violent 
conunencement,  and  thou  ahalt  see  an  answerable 
sequestration; — put  but  money  in  thy  purse. — 
These  Moors  are  changeable  in  their  wills; — fill 
thy  pune  with  nnoney :  we  food  that  to  him  now  is 
u  luscious  as  locusts,  shall  be  to  him  shortly  as  bit- 
ter as  colo(|uintida.  She  must  change  for  vouth  : 
when  she  is  sated  with  his  body,  she  will  find  the 
error  of  her  choice. — She  must  have  change,  she 
must:  therefore  put  money  in  thy  purse. — If  thou 
wilt  needs  damn  thyself,  do  it  a  more  delicate  way 
than  drowning.  Make  all  the  money  thou  canst 
If  sanctimony  and  a  frail  vow,  betwixt  an  erring 
barbarian  and  a  supersubtle  Venetian,  be  not  too 
hard  for  my  wits,  and  all  the  tribe  of  hell,  thou 
sbalt  enjoy  her ;  therefore  make  money.  A  pox  of 
drowning  thyself!  it  is  clean  out  of  the  way ;  seek 
thou  rather  to  be  hanged  in  compassing  thy  joy, 
than  to  be  drowned  and  go  without  her. 

Rod.  Wilt  thou  be  fast  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend 

00  the  issue  ^ 

leigo.  Thou  art  sure  of  me; — Go,  make  money: 
— I  have  told  thee  often,  and  I  re-tell  thee  again 
and  again,  I  hate  the  Moor :  My  cause  is  hearted : 
thine  hath  no  less  reason :  Let  us  be  conjunctive 
in  our  revenge  against  him  :  if  thou  canst  cuckold 
him,  thou  dost  thyself  a  pleasure,  and  me  a  sport. 
There  are  many  events  in  the  womb  of  time,  wnich 
will  be  delivered.  Traverse ;2  go;  provide  thy 
money.  We  will  have  more  of  this  to-morrow. 
Adieu. 

Rod.  Where  shall  we  meet  i*the  morning.' 

lago.  At  my  lodging. 

Rod.  V\\  be  with  thee  betimes. 

lago.  Go  to;  farewell.   Do  you  hear,  Roderigo.^ 

Rod.  What  say  you .' 

logo.  No  more  of  drownmg,  do  vou  hear  } 

Rod.  I  am  changed.     Pll  sell  all  my  land. 

logo.  Go  to ;  farewell :  put  money  enough  in 
your  purse.  [Eait  Roderigo. 

Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purse  : 
For  I  mine  own  gainM  knowledge  should  profane, 
If  I  would  time  ex[)end  with  such  a  snipe. 
But  for  my  sport  and  profit     I  hate  the  Moor ; 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  *twixt  my  sheets 
He  has  done  my  office  :  I  know  not  if  *t  be  true ; 
But  I,  for  mere  suspicion  in  that  kind. 
Will  do,  as  if  for  surety.     He  holds'  me  well ; 
The  better  shall  my  purpose  work  on  him. 
Cassio*s  a  proper  man  :  Let  me  see  now ; 
To  get  his  place,  and  to  plume  up  my  will ; 
A  double  knavery, — How }  how  r — Let  me  see : — 
AAer  some  time,  to  abuse  Othello^s  ear. 
That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife : — 
He  hath  a  person,  and  a  smooth  dispose. 
To  be  suspected ;  fremM  to  make  women  false. 
The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature, 
That  thinks  men  honest,  that  but  seem  to  be  so ; 
And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  the  nose, 
As  asses  are. 

1  have*t ; — it  is  engendered  : — Hell  and  night 
Must  bring  this  monstrous  birth  to  the  world*s  light. 

[Exit. 


ACT  II. 

SCRXE  I. — A  sfa-port  town  in  Cyprus.  A  plai- 
form.    Enter  Montano  and  ttoo  Gentlemen. 
Man.  What  from  the  cape  canyon  discern  at  sea.' 

(1)  Wandering. 

(2)  An  ancient  military  word  of  command. 

(3)  Esteems.  (4)  Separation. 


1  Gent.  Nothing  at  all :  it  is  a  high-wrought  flood; 
I  cannot,  *twixt  tbe  heaven  and  the  main. 
Descry  a  sail. 

Man.  Methinks,  the  wind  hath  spoke  aloud  at 
land: 
A  fuller  blast  neVr  shook  our  battlements : 
If  it  hath  ruffianM  so  upon  the  sea. 
What  ribs  of  oak,  when  mountains  melt  on  them. 
Can  hold  the  mortise  ?  what  shall  we  hear  of  this .' 

2  Gent.   A  segregation^  of  the  Turkish  fleet: 
For  do  but  stand  upon  the  foaming  shore. 
The  chiding  billow  se^ns  to  pelt  Uie  clouds ; 
The  wind-shakM  surge,  with  high  and  monstrous 

main. 
Seems  to  cast  water  on  the  burning  bear,* 
And  quench  the  guards  of  the  ever-fixed  pole : 
I  never  did  like  molestation  view 
On  th*  enchafed  flood. 

Mon,  If  that  the  Turkish  fleet 

Be  not  inshelter*d  and  embayM,  they  are  drownM ; 
It  is  impossible  they  bear  it  out 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

3  Gent.  News,  lords !  our  wars  are  done ; 
The  desperate  tempest  hath  so  bang*d  the  Turks, 
That  their  designment  halts :  A  noble  ship  of  Venice 
Hath  seen  a  grievous  wreck  and  suflferance 

On  most  part  of  their  fleet 

Mon.  How !  is  this  true  f 

3  Geni.  The  ship  is  here  put  in, 
A  Veronese ;  Michael  Cassio, . 
Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moor,  Othello, 
Is  come  on  shore :  The  Moor  himself  *s  at  sea. 
And  is  in  full  commission  here  for  Cyprus. 

Mon.  I  am  glad  on't ;  *tis  a  worthy  governor. 

3  Gent.  But  this  same  Cassio,— thou^  he  sp^k 
of  comfort. 
Touching  the  Turkish  loss,— yet  he  looks  sadly. 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  safe ;  for  they  were  parted*! 
With  foul  and  violent  tempest 

Mon,  'Pray  heaven  he  he ;. 

For  I  have  serv*d  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  fuW^  soldier.     Let^s  to  the  sea-side,  ho ! 
As  well  to  see  the  vessel  that*s  come  in. 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello ; 
Even  till  we  make  the  main,  and  the  aerial  blue. 
An  indistinct  regard. 

3  Gent.  Come,  let's  do  so ; 
For  every  minute  is  expectancy 

Of  more  arrivance. 

Enter  Cassia 

Cog.  Thanks  to  the  valiant  of  this  warlike  isle, 
That  so  approve  the  Moor;  O  let  the  heavens 
Give  him  defence  against  the  elements. 
For  I  have  lost  him  on  a  dangerous  sea. 

Mon.  Is  be  well  shipp'd  f  * 

Com.  His  bark  is  stoutly  timbered,  and  his  pilot 
Of  veiT  expert  and  approved  allowance ;7 
Therefore  my  hopes,  not  surfeited  to  death. 
Stand  in  bold  cure. 

[fViihin.]  A  sail,  a  sail,  a  saU ! 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 
Cos.  What  noise  f 

4  Gent.  The  town  is  empty :  on  the  brow  o*the  sea 
Stand  ranks  of  people,  and  they  cry — a  sail. 

Cos.  My  hopes  oo  shape  him  for  the  governor. 
2  GerU.  They  do  discharge  their  shot  of  courtesy ; 
[GvnsAeard 

(5)  The  constellation  near  the  polar  star. 

(6)  Complete. 

(7)  Allowed  and  approved  expertnesa. 
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Oar  frioidB,  at  leut 

Com.  I  p«T  joa,  ar,  goforflit 

And  give  us  troth  who  *tis  mat  is  arriT'd. 

2  Gent.  I  sbaU.  [Exit 
Man.  But,  good  Ueateuantfisyoornoenl  wiv*df 
Cos,  Most  rortuiiatel;|r :  he  bath  acbievM  a  maid 

That  paragons  descriptiao,  and  wild  fame ; 
One  that  excels  the  quirks  of  blasooing  peof, 
And,  in  the  essential  resture  of  creatioo. 
Does  bear  all  exoeUencj.— How  now  f  who  haa  pot 
in? 
Re-enter  tecond  Gendeman. 

3  Oeni.  'Tis  one  lago,  ancient  to  the  general 
Cog.  He  has  had  roost  favourable  and  happy  speed: 

Tempests  themselves,  high  seas,  and  howHng  winds. 
The  gutter*d  rocks,  and  congr^ted  sands, — 
Traitors  ensteepM  to  clogtM  guiltless  knell, — 
As  having  sense  of  beauty,  do  omit 
Their  mortal  natures,  letting  go  safelj  by 
The  divine  Desdemona. 

Man.  What  b  she? 

Ou.  She  that  I  spake  of^  oar  great  captain*s 
captain. 
Left  in  the  conduct  of  the  bold  lago ; 
Whose  footing  here  anticipates  our  dMochts, 
A  se*nni|;fafs  speed.— Great  Jove,  Othello  mrd. 
And  swell  his  sail  with  thine  own  powerful  breath ; 
That  he  may  bless  this  bay  with  bb  tall  ship, 
Make  kwe^s  quick  pants  in  Desdemooa*s  arms. 
Give  renewM  fire  to  our  ezttncted  spirits, 
And  bring  all  Cyprus  comfort .'— O,  behold, 

finto*  Desdemooa,  Emilia,  lago,  Roderigo,  and 

Attendantt. 
The  riches  of  the  ship  is  come  on  shore! 
Yemen  of  Cyprus,  let  her  have  your  knees;— 
Hail  to  thee,  ladv !  and  the  greoe  of  heaven. 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand, 
Enwheeltbeeroond! 

Dee.  I  thank  yon,  valiant  Cassia 

What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  mv  lord  ? 

Ou.  He  IS  not  yet  arrivM;  nor  know  I  aqgbt 
But  that  he*s  well,  and  will  be  shortly  here. 

Dee,  O,  but  I  fear ;— How  lost  yoa  companjr  ? 

Oat.  The  great  contentioa  of  the  sea  and  skies 
.Tkitod  oar  fellowship :  But,  hark .'  a  sail. 

rCry  wt(A«fi,Asail,asail!  Thengwuheard 

itieni.  They  give  their  greeting  to  the  citadel ; 
Tbb  likewise  b  a  (rieod. 

Oat.  Seeforthenevrs.— 

[Exit  Gentleman. 
Good  ancient,  yoo  are  welcome ; — Welcome,  mis- 
tress :—  [To  Emilia. 
Let  it  not  gall  your  patience,  cood  lago. 
That  I  extend  my  manners ;  'tb  my  breeding 
That  gives  me  tms  bold  show  of  coartes^. 
•                                                      [Kiseingher, 

lagB.  Sir,  would  she  give  yoo  so  much  of  her  lips, 
As  dt  her  tongue  she  oh  bestows  on  me, 
You'd  have  enoogfa. 

Dee.  Alas,  she  has  no  speech. 

laro.  In  faith,  too  nuich ; 
I  find  it  still,  when  I  have  Ibt^  to  sleep, 
Many,  before  your  lad^ip,  I  grant. 
She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart. 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

EmiL  Yon  have  little  cause  to  say  sa 

logo.  Come  on,  come  on ;  yoo  are  pictures  out 
of  doota, 
.  Bells  in  yoor  parlours,  wild  cats  in  your  kitchens, 

(1)  Deadly,  destructive.  (Z)  Desire. 

(3)  Censorious.  fj^)  Foolish. 

(6)  Licentious,  fiee-spoken.    (6;  Shackle,  fetter. 


Saints  in  yoar  injuries,  devib  being  oflended. 
Players  in  your  housewifery,  and  h«isewives  in  yoor 
beds. 

Det.  O,  fie  upon  thee,  slanderer ! 

logo.  Nay,  it  b  tine,  or  else  I  am  a  Tack ; 
You  rise  to  play,  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 

EmiL  Yoa  shall  not  write  my  praise. 

lago.  No,  let  me  not. 

Dee.  What  woald*st  thou  write  of  me,  if  than 
shottld'st  praise  me  ? 

laro.  O  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to't ; 
For  f  am  nothing,  if  not  critical.* 

Det.  Come  on,  assay  :->Tbeie*8  one  gone  totba 
harbour? 

/ago.  Ay,  madam. 

Dm.  I  am  not  merry;  bat  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  bv  seeming  otherwise. — 
Come,  hmr  would*st  thou  praise  me  ? 

logo.  I  am  about  it ;  but,  indeed,  mr  invention 
Comes  from  my  pate,  as  birdlime  does  tcom  friee. 
It  plucks  out  brams  and  all :  But  my  muse  lafaoarsy 
And  thus  she  b  deliver'd. 
If  she  be  feir  and  wise,— feiroees,  and  wit. 
The  one's  for  use,  the  other  useth  it 

Dee.  Well  praisM !  How  if  she  be  black  and  wittff 

lago.  If  sne  be  black,  and  thereto  have  a  wit, 
She*lT  find  a  white  that  shall  her  blackness  fit 

Dee.  Worse  and  worse. 

Etnii.  How,  if  feir  and  foolish? 

logo.  She  never  yet  was  foolish  that  was  feir; 
For  even  her  folly  belpM  her  to  an  heir. 

Dee.  These  are  ola  fond^  paradoxes,  to  oMke 
foob  laugh  i'the  alehouse.    What  miserable  i 
hast  thou  for  her  that's  foul  and  foolbh? 

logo.  .There's  none  so  foul,  and  foolish  theremilOk 
But  does  foul  pranks  which  fair  and  wise  ones  doi 

Dee.  Oheavy  ignorance !— thou  praisest  the  wont 
best  But  what  praise  could'st  thou  bestow  on  a 
deserving  woman  indeed  ?  aoe  that,  in  the  authority 
of  her  merit,  did  justly  put  on  the  vooch  of  veij 
malice  itself? 

lago.  She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never  nood; 
Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  was  never  loua ; 
Never  lack'd  gold,  and  vet  went  never  gay; 
Fled  from  her  wish,  ana  vet  said, — now  imn. 
She  that,  being  anger'd,  ner  revenee  being  nig^ 
Bade  her  wrong  stay,  and  her  dispTeasore  fl^ ; 
She,  that  in  wiwom  never  was  so  firail. 
To  change  the  cod's  head  for  the  salmon's  tail ; 
She  that  could  think,  and  ne'er  disclose  her  n^lnd, 
See  suitors  following,  and  not  look  behind; 
She  was  a  wight,-:-if  ever  soch  wight  were,-^ 

Det.  To  do  what? 

lago.  To  suckle  fools,  and  chronicle  small  beer. 

Det.  O  roost  lame  and  impotent  conclusion !— Dd 
not  learn  of  him,  Emilia,  though  he  be  thy  husband. 
— How  say  yoo,  Cassio !  b  he  not  a  most  profeae 
and  liberal*  counsellor? 

Cat.  He  speaks  home,  madam ;  yoo  may  rdidi 
him  more  In  tne  soldier,  than  in  the  scholai^ 

laga  [A tide.]  He  takes  her  by  the  pabn :  Ay, 
well  said,  whisper :  with  as  little  a  web  as  this,  wiU 
I  ensnare  as  ereat  a  fly  as  Cassia  Ay,  smile  upon 
her,  do ;  I  will  mtfi  thee  in  thine  own  coortsfaip^ 
You  say  true ;  'tis  so,  indeed :  if  soch  tricks  as 
these  strip  voo  out  of  prour  lieutenantij,  it  had  been 
better  yoo  had  not  kissed  your  three  finrers  so  oft. 
which  now  again  you  are  most  apt  to  {May  the  sir 
in.7  Very  gwd ;  well  kissed !  an  excellent  ooor* 
tesy  ."8  *tb  so,  indeed.    Yet  again,  yoor  fingers  H 


^7)  Your  good-breeding  and  gallant^. 

(8)  Courttty,  in  thesenseof  o"^  ' 

iea  to  men  as  well  as  women. 
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jonr  lips?  would  thej  were  cljrster-pipei,  for  your 
take.--— [2Viimpef.]  The  Moor,  I  know  bis  trum- 
pet, 

Caa.  'Tis  truly  sa 

Du,  Let's  meet  him,  end  receive  him. 

Com.  Lo,  where  he  comes! 

inier  Othello,  and  AtUtidanii. 

Olh.  Oi^yfairwarnor! 

Dea.  Mj  dear  Othello ! 

Oth.  It  gires  roe  wonder  great  as  my  content. 
To  see  you  here  before  me.    O  my  souPs  joy ! 
If  after  eveiy  tempest  come  such  calms, 
May  the  winds  blow  till  they  have  wakenM  death ! 
And  let  the  labouring  bark  climb  hills  of  seas, 
Olympus-high ;  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  heirs  from  heaven !  If  it  were  now  to  die, 
Twere  now  to  be  most  happy ;  for,  I  fear. 
My  soul  hath  her  content  so  absolute. 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  fiite. 

Dm.  The  heavens  forbid, 

But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  should  increase, 
Even  as  our  days  do  grow ! 

Oth,  Amen  to  that,  sweet  powers !— 

I  cannot  speak  eoou{|^  of  this  content. 
It  stops  me  here ;  it  is  too  much  of  jov : 
And  this,  and  this,  the  greatest  discoros  be, 

[Kisting  her. 
That  e*er  our  hearts  shall  make ! 

Jaro.  O,  you  are  well  tun*d  now ! 

But  nl  set  down  the  pegs  that  make  this  music, 
As  honest  as  I  em.  [Aside. 

Oth.  Come,  Iet*s  to  the  casile.— 

News,  friends ;  our  wan  are  done,  the  Turks  are 

drowned. 
How  do  our  old  acquaintance  of  this  isle  f 
Honey,  you  shall  be  well  desir'di  in  Cyprus, 
I  have  tound  great  love  amount  theoL  O  my  sweet, 
I  prattle  out  of  fashion,^  ana  I  dote 
In  mine  own  comforts. — I  pr*ythee,  eood  lago, 
Go  to  the  bav,  end  disembark  ray  coffers : 
Bring  thou  the  master  to  the  citadel ; 
He  is  a  eood  one,  and  his  worthiness 
Does  challenge  much  respect — Come,  Desdemona, 
Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus. 

[Exeunt  Othello,  I^emona,  and  Attendants. 

fago.  Do  thou  meet  me  presently  at  the  harbour. 
Come  hither.  If  thou  be'st  valiant, — as  (they  sa;^) 
base  men,  being  in  love,  have  then  a  nobility  in 
their  natures  more  than  is  native  to  them,— list  meJ 
The  lieutenant  to-night  watches  on  the  court  of 
l^ard : — First,  I  must  tell  thee  this— Desdemona 
18  directly  in  love  with  him. 

Rod.  With  him  f  why,  'tis  not  possible. 

logo.  Lay  thy  finger— thus,  ana  let  thy  soul  be 
instructed.  Mark  me,  with  what  violence  she  first 
loved  the  Moor,  but  for  bregginf,  and  telline  her 
fantastical  lies:  And  will  sM  love  him  still  for 
prating.^  let  not  thy  discreet  heart  think  it  Her 
eye  must  be  fed ;  and  what  dehVht  shall  she  have 
to  look  on  the  devil?  When  the  blood  is  made  dull 
with  the  act  of  sport,  there  should  be,— again  to 
inflame  it,  and  to  give  satiety  a  fresh  appetite, — 
kwelineas  in  favour ;  sympathv  in  jrears,  manners, 
and  beauties;  all  which  the  Moor  is  defective  in : 
Now,  for  want  of  these  required  conveniences,  her 
delkate  teoderoess  will  find  itself  abused,  begin  to 
beave  the  goige,  disrelish  and  abhor  the  Moor ; 
veiy  nature  will  instruct  her  in  it,  and  compel  her 

(1)  Much  solicited  by  invitptioo. 

(2)  Out  of  method,  without  order. 

(3)  Listen  to  me.  (4)  Minds  unripe. 


to  some  second  choice.  Now,  sir,  this  gpanted  (as 
it  is  a  most  pregnant  and  unforced  position,)  who 
stands  so  eminently  in  the  degree  of  this  fortune, 
as  Cassio  does  f  a  knave  very  voluble ;  no  further 
conscionablti,  than  in  putting  en  the  mere  form  of 
civil  and  humane  seeming,  for  the  better  compass- 
ing of  his  salt  and  most  hidden  loose  affection? 
why,  none ;  why,  none :  A  slippery  and  subtle 
knave ,  a  finder  out  of  occasions ;  that  has  an  eye 
can  stamp  and  counterfeit  advantages,  thoueh  true 
advantage  never  present  itself:  A  devilish  knave ! 
besides,  the  knave  is  handsome,  young ;  and  hath 
all  those  requisites  in  him,  that  folly  and  green 
minds^  look  after:  A  pestilent  complete  knave; 
and  the  woman  hath  found  him  already.     , 

Rod.  1  cannot  believe  that  in  bar;  she  is  full  of 
most  blessed  condition.* 

logo.  Blessed  fig's  end !  the  wine  she  drinks  is 
made  of  grapes :  if  she  had  been  blessed,  she  would 
never  have  bved  the  Moor:  Blessed  pudding.' 
Didst  thou  not  see  her  paddle  with  the  palm  of  his 
hand  ?  didst  not  mark  that  ? 

Rod.  Yes,  that  I  did ;  but  that  was  but  courtesy. 

logo.  Lechery,  by  this  hand;  an  index,  and  ob- 
scure prologue  to  the  history  of  lust  and  foul 
thoughts.  They  met  so  near  with  their  lips,  that 
theirbreathsembreced together.  Villanous thoughts, . 
Roderigo !  when  these  mutualities  so  marshal  the 
way,  hard  at  hand  comes  the  master  and  main  ei- 
ercise,  the  incorporate  conclusion :— Pish !— But, 
sir,  be  you  ruled  oy  ™0  •  '  have  brought  you  from 
Venice.  Watch  you  to-night ;  for  tl^  command, 
I'll  lay't  upon  you:  Cassio  knows  you  not;— I'U 
not  be  far  from  prou :  Do  you  find  some  occasion  to 
anger  Cassio,  either  by  speaking  too  loud,  or  taiot- 
ing<>  his  discipline;  or  from  what  other  course  you 
please,  which  the  time  shall  more  fisvourably  min- 
ister. 

Rod.  Well 

laro.  Sir,  he  is  rash,  and  veiy  sudden  in  choler; 
and,  naplv J  with  hb  truncheon,  may  strike  at  you : 
Provoke  him,  that  he  may :  for,  even  out  of  that, 
will  I  cause  these  of  Cyprus  to  mutiny;  whose 
qualification  shall  come  mto  no  true  taste  aeain, 
but  by  the  displanting  of  Cassio.  So  shall  you  have 
a  shorter  journey  to  your  desires,  by  the  means  I 
shall  then  have  to  prefei*  them ;  and  the  impedi- 
ment most  profitably  removed,  ifrithout  the  which 
there  were  no  eipectatkxi  of  our  prosperity. 

Rod  I  will  do  this,  if  I  can  bring  it  to  any  o|^ 
portunity. 

logo.  I  warrant  thee.  Meet  me  by  and  by  at  the 
citadel :  I  must  fetch  his  necessaries  ashore.  FaM- 
well. 

Rod  Adieu.  [Exit 

logo.  That  Cassk)  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe  it ; 
That  she  loves  him,  'tis  apt,  and  of  ^;reat  credit: 
The  Moor—howbeit  that  I  endure  him  not-* 
Is  of  a  constant,  loving,  noble  nature ; 
And,  I  dare  think,  he'll  prove  to  Desdemona 
A  most  dear  husband.    Now  I  do  love  her  too; 
Not  out  of  absolute  lust  (though,  peradventure, 
I  stand  accountant  for  as  ^reat  a  s^n,) 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revence. 
For  that  1  do  suspect  the  lusty  Moor 
Hath  leap'd  into  my  seat :  the  thought  whereof 
Doth,  like  a  poisonous  mineral,  gnaw  my  inwaids; 
And  nothing  can  or  shall  content  m^  soul. 
Till  I  am  even  with  him,  wife  for  wife ; 
Or,  felling  so,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 

(5)  Qualities,  disposition  of  mind. 

(6)  Throwing  a  slur  upon  his  discipline. 

(7)  Perhaps.  (8)  To  advance  them. 
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At  least  into  a  jealoa^j  90  itrons 
That  judgment  cannot  cure.    Which  thing  to  do, — 
If  thi«  poor  trash'  of  Venice,  whom  I  traah^ 
For  his  quick  hunting,  stand  the  putting  on, 
IMI  ha?e  our  Michael  Cassio  on  tne  hip ; 
Alxise  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  rank  garb,' — 
For  I  fear  Cassio  with  my  night-cap  too; 
Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  me. 
For  makinj^  him  ^^r^ouslj  an  ass, 
And  practising  upon  his  peace  and  quiet 
Even  to  madness.     *Tis  here,  but  yet  confusM ; 
Knavery^  plain  face  is  never  seen,  till  us*d.  [Exit. 

SCEJ^E  II.—A  street.  Enter  a  Herald,  vnth  a 
proclamation  ;  people  following. 
Her.  It  is  Othello*s  pleasure,  our  noble  and  val- 
iant general,  that,  upon  certain  tidings  now  arrived, 
importing  the  mere^  perdition  of  the  Turkish  fleet, 
every  man  put  himself  into  triumph ;  some  to  dance, 
•ome  to  make  bonfires,  each  man  to  what  sport  and 
revel  his  addiction  leads  him;  for,  besides  these 
beneficial  news,  it  is  the  celebration  of  his  nuptials : 
So  much  was  his  pleasure  should  be  proclaimed. 
All  offices*  are  open ;  and  there  is  fuU  liberty  of 
feasting,  from  this  present  hour  of  five,  till  the  bell 
hath  told  eleven.  Heaven  bless  the  isle  of  Cyprus, 
and  our  noble  general,  Othella  {Exeunt. 

SCEKE   Ill—A  haU  in   the   castle.     Enter 
Othello,  Desdemona,  Cassio,  and  Attendants. 

Oth.  Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard  to- 
night: 
Let*s  teach  ourselves  that  boooorable  stop, 
Not  to  out-sport  discretioQ. 

Cos.  lago  hath  direction  what  to  do ; 
But,  notwithstanding,  with  my  personal  eye 
Will  I  look  to't 

Oth.  lago  is  most  honest 

Michael,  good  night :  To-morrow,  with  oar  earliest. 
Let  me  mive  speech  with  yoa. — Come,  my  dear 

love. 
The  purchase  made,  the  fruits  are  to  ensue ; 

[7b  Desdemona. 
That  profit*s  yet  to  come  'twixt  me  and  you. — 
Good  night  [Exeunt  Oth.  Des.  and  Attend. 

Enter  \^o. 

Cos.  Welcome,  lago :  We  must  to  the  watch. 

lago.  Not  this  hour,  lieutenant ;  ^tis  not  yet  ten 
o*clock :  Our  general  cast*  us  thus  early,  for  the 
love  of  his  Desdemona ;  whom  let  us  not  therefore 
blame ;  he  hath  not  yet  made  wanton  the  night 
with  her :  and  she  is  sport  for  Jove. 

Cos.  She*s  a  most  exquisite  lad  v. 

Togo.  And,  ril  warrant  her,  full  of  game. 

Cas.  Indeed,  she  is  a  most  fresh  and  delicate 
creature. 

logo.  Wliat  an  eye  she  has !  methinks  it  sounds 
a  parley  of  provocation. 

Cas.  An  inviting  eye;  and  yet  methinks  right 
modest. 

lago.  And,  when  she  speaks,  is  it  not  an  alarm 
to  love  f 

Cas.  She  is,  indeed,  perfection. 

lago.  Well,  happiness  to  their  sheets!  Come, 
lieutenant,  I  have  a  stoup  of  wine ;  and  here  with- 
out are  a  brace  of  Cyprus  gallants,  that  would  fain 
have  a  measure  to  the  health  of  the  black  Othella 

(1)  Worthless  hound. 

(2)  The  term  for  a  clog  put  on  a  hound,  to 
Binder  his  running. 

(3)  In  the  grossest  manner.         (4)  Entire. 
(5)  Rooms,  or  places  in  the  castle. 


Cas.  Not  to-ni^t,  good  lago ;  I  have  very  pw 
and  unhappy  brains  (w  drinking :  I  could  well  wish 
courtesy  would  invent  some  other  custom  of  eoier 
taiiiment 

logo.  0,  they  are  our  friends ;  but  one  cop ;  III 
drink  for  you. 

Cas.  I  have  drunk  but  one  cup  to-ni^t,  and  Aat 
was  craAily  qualified'  too,  and,  oeholc^  what  inno- 
vation it  makes  here :  I  am  unfortunate  in  the  in- 
firmity, and  dare  not  task  my  weakness  with  any 
more. 

logo.  What,  man!  *tis  •  nigfat  of  reveb;  the 
gallants  desire  it 

Cas.  Where  are  they  .> 

/agt>.  Here  at  the  door;  I  pray  you,  call  diem  in. 

Cas.  V\\  do*t ;  but  it  dislikes  roe.  [£xt7  Casna 

lago.  If  I  can  fasten  but  one  cup  upon  hiin^ 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-night  alread|y, 
HeMl  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence 
As  my  young  mistress*  dog.     Now,  ray  sick  tnl, 

Roderigo, 
Whom  love  has  turaM  almost  the  wrong  side  out- 
ward. 
To  Desdemona  hath  to-night  caroas*d 
Potations  pottle-deep ;  and  he*s  to  watch : 
Three  lads  of  Cyprus, — no\Ae  swelling  sjMrits, 
That  hold  their  lionours  in  a  wacy  distance, 
The  very  elements  of  this  warlike  isle, — 
Have  I  to-night  flusterM  with  flowing  cups. 
And  they  watch  too.    Now,  *niongst  this  flock  of 

drunkards. 
Am  I  to  put  our  Cassio  in  some  Action 
That  may  offend  the  isle : — But  here  they  cobm  . 
If  consequence  do  but  apprbve  my  dream. 
My  boat  saib  freely,  twtn  with  wind  and  stream. 

Re-enter  Cassio ;  %nth  him  Montano,  and  Gentls- 
men. 

Cas.  *Fore  heaven,  they  have  given  me  a  rcm^ 
already. 

Man.  Good  faith,  a  little  one ;  not  past  a  piot, 
as  I  am  a  soldier. 
logo.  Some  wine,  ho ! 
And  let  me  the  canakin  clinkj  clink;  [Sa^ 
And  let  me  the  canakin  clink  : 
A  soldier's  a  man  ; 
A  life's  but  a  spdih  ; 
T^^hy  Vien^  let  a  soldier  drink. 
Some  wine,  boys !  f  Wine  bnmgki  m. 

Cas.  Tore  heaven,  an  excellent  soi^. 
lago.  1  learned  it  in  Ejtgland,  where  (indeed) 
they  are  most  potent  in  potting ;  your  Dane,  yoar 
(jerman,  and  your  swag-bellied  Hoilanuer, — Drink, 
ho ! — are  nothing  to  your  EInglidi. 
Cas.  Is  your  Englishman  so  expert  in  his  drink- 
ing.' 
lago.  Why,  he  drinks  you,  with  &cility,  yoar 
Dftne  dead  drunk;  he  sweats   not  to  overthroir 
your  Almain ;  he  gives  your  Hollander  a  vomit, 
ere  the  next  pottle  can  be  filled. 
Cas.  To  the  health  of  our  general. 
Mon.  I  am  for  it,  lieutenant ;  and  1*11  do  yoa 
justicc.9 

Jago.  O  sweet  England  ! 

King  Stephen  vmu  a  worthy  peer,^^ 

His  breeches  cost  him  but  a  erouen  ; 
He  held  them  sixpence  all  too  dear^ 
With  that  he  caWd  the  tailor— loum.^^ 

(6)  Dismissed.       (7)  Slily  mixed  with  water 

(8)  A  little  more  than  enough. 

(9)  Drink  as  mucn  as  you  do. 

(10^  A  worthy  fellow.        (11)  Clown. 
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He  was  a  wight  of  high  renown, 

And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree : 
*Tis  pride  thaipuUs  the  country  down. 
Then  take  thine  auld  cloak  about  thee, 
Somm  wine,  bo ! 

Cos.  Why,  this  is  a  more  exquisite  song  than  the 
other. 

logo.  "Will  jou  hear  it  again  ? 

Cos.  No ;  for  I  hold  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his 
place,  that  does  those  thinn. — Well, — Heaven's 
above  all ;  and  there  be  souls  that  roust  be  saved, 
and  there  be  souls  must  not  be  saved. 

Jago.  If  s  true,  good  lieutenant 

Cos.  For  mine  own  part, — no  offence  to  the  gene- 
ral, or  any  man  of  quality, — I  hope  to  be  saved. 

logo.  And  so  do  1  too,  lieutenant 

Cos.  Ay,  but,  by  your  leave,  not  before  me ;  the 
lieutenant  is  to  be  saved  before  the  ancient  Let's 
have  no  more  of  this ;  let's  toourafl^rs. — Forgive 
OS  our  sins ! — Gentlemen,  let's  look  to  our  business. 
Do  not  think,  gentlftmen,  I  am  drunk ;  this  is  my 
ancient ; — this  is  my  right  hand,  and  this  is  my  leH 
band : — I  am  not  drunk  now ;  I  can  stand  well 
enough,  and  speak  well  enough. 

Alt.  Excellent  well. 

Cos.  Why,  very  well,  then :  you  must  not  think 
then  that  1  am  drunk.  [Exit. 

Mon.  To  the  platform,  masters ;  come,  let's  set 
the  watch. 

logo.  You  see  this  fellow,  that  is  gone  before ; — 
He  is  a  soldier,  fit  to  stand  by  Cesar 
And  give  direction  :  and  do  but  see  his  rice ; 
•Tis  to  his  virtue  a  just  equinox. 
The  one  as  long  as  the  other :  'tis  pity  of  him. 
I  fear,  the  trust  Othello  puts  him  in. 
On  some  odd  time  of  his  infirmity, 
'Will  shake  this  island. 

Mon.  But  is  he  often  thus.' 

logo.  'Tis  evermore  the  prol(^ue  to  his  sleep : 
HeMI  watch  the  horologe  a  double  set,^ 
If  drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 

Mon.  It  were  well, 

The  general  were  put  in  mind  of  it. 
Perhaps,  he  sees  it  not ;  or  his  good  nature 
Prizes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Cassio, 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils ;  Is  not  this  true  .' 

Enter  Roderiga 

lago.  How  now,  Roder^?  [Aside. 

I  pray  you,  after  the  lieutenant ;  go.     [Extt  Rod. 

Mon.  And  'tis  great  pity,  that  the  noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  sucii  a  place,  as  his  own  second, 
With  one  of  an  ingraft^  infirmity  : 
It  were  an  honest  action,  to  say 
So  to  the  Mc»r. 

lago.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  island  : 

I  do  love  Cassio  well ;  and  would  do  much 
To  cure  him  of  this  evil.     But  hark !  what  noise? 
[Cry  within.— \ie\^  !  help  ! 

Re-enter  Cassio,  driving  in  Roderigo. 

Cos.  You  rogue  !  you  rascal  ! 
Mon.  What's  the  matter,  lieutenant .' 

Cos.  A  knave ! — teach  me  my  duty ! 
I'll  beat  the  knave  into  a  twiggen'  bottle. 
Rod.  Beat  me! 
Cds.  Dost  thou  prate,  rogue  > 

[Striking  Roderigo. 

Mon.  Nay,  g^ood  lieutenant ; 

[Staying  him. 

(\ )  While  the  clock  strikes  two  rounds,  or  four- 
•aa-twenty  hours. 
(2)  Rof.'ed,  settled. 


I  pray  you,  sir,  hold  your  hand. 

Cos.  Let  me  go,  sir. 

Or  I'll  knock  you  o'er  the  mazzard. 

Mon,  Come,  come,  you're  drunk. 

Cm.  Drunk!  [They fight. 

lago.  kvrzj,  I  say !  go  out,  and  ciy— a  mutiny  . 
[Aside  to  Rod.  who  goes  ou 
Nay,  good  lieutenant,— alas,  gentlemto,— 
Help,  ho  ! — Lieutenant, — sir, — IVlontano, — sir ; — 
Help,  masters  ! — Here's  a  goodly  watch,  indeed ! 

[Belt  rings. 
Who's  that  that  rings  the  bell  .'—Diablo,  ho ! 
The  town  will  rise ;  God's  will,  lieutenant !  hold ; 
You  will  be  sham'd  for  ever. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Attendants. 

0th.  What  is  the  matter  here  ? 

Mon.  I  bleed  still,  I  am  hurt  to  the  death ;— he 
dies. 

Ot?u  Hold,  for  your  lives. 

lago.  Hold,  hold,  lieutenant,  sir,  Montano, — 
gentlemen, — 
Have  you  forgot  all  sense  of  place  and  duty .' 
Hold,  hold !  the  general  speaks  to  you;  hold,  for 
shame ! 

0th.  Why,  how  now,  ho!  from  whence  ariseth 
tins .' 
Are  we  tum'd  Turks ;  and  to  ourselves  do  that, 
Which  heaven  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites .' 
For  Christian  shame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawl : 
He  that  stirs  next  to  carve  for  his  own  rage. 
Holds  his  soul  light ;  he  dies  upon  his  motion.— 
Silence  that  dreadful  bell,  it  frights  the  isle 
From  her  propriety. — What  is  the  matter,  maa- 

ters  .'— 
Honest  lago,  that  look'st  dead  with  rrieving, 
Speak,  who  began  this.'  on  thy  love,  I  charge  thee. 

Jago.  I  do  not  know ; — ^friends  all  but  now,  even 
now. 
In  quarter,  and  in  terms  like  bride  and  groom 
Devesting  them  for  bed :  and  then,  but  now 
(As  if  some  planet  had  unwitted  men,) 
Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other's  breast, 
In  opposition  bloody.     I  cannot  speak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peevish  odds ; 
And  'would  in  action  glorious  I  had  lost 
These  legs,  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it ! 

Olh.  How  comes  it,  Michael,  you  are  thusfoigot.'^ 

Cos.  I  pray  you,  pardon  me^  I  cannot  spedi. 

Oth.  W  orthy  Montano,  you  were  wont  be  civil ; 
The  gravity  and  stillness  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  of  wisest  censure ;  What's  the  matter. 
That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus, 
And  spend  your  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  night-brawler .'  give  me  answer  to  it 

Mon.  Worthy  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  danger ; 
Your  officer,  lago,  can  inform  you — 
While  I  spare  speech,  which  something  now  offends 


Of  all  that  I  do  know :  nor  know  I  aught 
By  me  that's  said  or  done  amiss  this  night ; 
Unless  self-charity*  be  sometime  a  vice ; 
And  to  defend  ourselves  it  be  a  sin. 
When  violence  assails  us. 

Oth.  Now,  by  heaven. 

My  blood  begins  my  safer  guides  to  rule  ; 
And  passion,  having  my  best  judnnent  collied. 
Assays  to  lead  the  way :  If  once  I  stir. 
Or  do  but  lift  this  arm,  the  best  of  you 

(3)  A  wicker  bottle. 

(4)  I.  e.  You  have  thus  forgot  yourselC 

(5)  Care  of  one's  selil        (6)  Dariccned. 
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SMI  nnk  in  my  rebake.    Give  me  to  kno^ 
Ham  thii  foul  rout,  began,  who  set  it  on ; 
And  h«  that  w  appror^d'  in  this  oflfence, 
Thoufh  he  had  twinnM  with  me,  both  at  a  birth. 
Shall  lo«  me. — What !  in  a  town  of  war, 
Yet  wild,  the  people*s  heart*  brimful  of  fear, 
To  manage  private  and  domestic  quarrel. 
In  night,  and  on  the  court  and  guard  of  nktj ! 
*Tis  monstrous. — lago,  who  began  it.' 

Man.    If  partially  ahin'd,^  or  leagued  in  office, 
Thou  dost  dt'livrr  more  or  leas  than  truth, 
Thou  art  no  soldier. 

Ingo.  Touch  me  not  so  near : 

I  had  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my  mooth. 
Than  it  should  do  offence  to  Michael  Cassio; 
Yet,  I  persuade  myself,  to  speak  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him  —Thus  it  is,  generaL 
Montano  and  myself  \xm^  in  speech, 
Th«?re  comes  a  fellow,  crying  out  for  help ; 
And  Cassio  following  him  with  determinM  sword, 
To  execute  upon  him  :  Sir,  this  gentleman 
Steps  in  to  Cassio,  and  entreats  his  pause ; 
Myself  the  crying  fellow  did  pursue, 
Lest,  by  his  clamour  (as  it  so  fell  out,) 
The  town  might  fall  in  fright :  he,  swift  of  foot. 
Outran  my  purpose ;  and  I  returned  the  rather 
For  that  1  hoard  the  clink  and  fall  of  swords. 
And  Cassio  high  in  oath ;  which,  till  to-night, 
I  ne*er  might  say  before :  when  I  came  back 
f  For  this  was  brief,)  I  found  them  close  together, 
At  blow,  and  thrust ;  even  as  again  they  were. 
When  you  yourself  did  part  them. 
More  of  this  matter  can  I  not  report : — 
But  men  are  men ;  the  best  sometimes  forget : — 
Though  Cassio  did  some  little  wrong  to  him, — 
As  men  in  rage  strike  thoae  that  wish  them  beat,— 
Yet,  surely,  Cassio,  I  believe,  received, 
Fmn)  him  that  fled,  some  strange  indignity, 
Which  patience  could  not  past. 

(Xh.  I  know,  lago. 

Thy  honesty  and  love  do<h  mince  this  matter, 
Making  it  light  to  Cassio :— Cassio,  I  love  thee ; 
But  never  more  be  ofiker  of  mine. — 

Enter  Desderoona,  attended. 

Look,  if  my  gentle  love  be  not  raised  up ; — 
IMI  make  tnee  an  example. 

Des.  What's  the  matter,  dear 

Oth.  A  IPs  well  now,  sweeting;    Come  away 
to  bed. 
Sir,  for  your  hurts, 
Myself  will  be  your  surgeon :  Lead  him  off. 

[To  Montano,  who  is  led  off. 
lago,  look  with  care  about  the  town ; 
And  silence  those  whom  this  vile  brawl  distracted. — 
Come,  Dcsdcmona  ;  'tis  the  poldier's  life. 
To  have  their  balmy  slumbers  wak'd  with  strife. 
[£jretin<  ail  but  lago  and  Cassio. 

lago.  What,  are  you  hurt,  lieutenant  f 

Cos.  Ay,  past  all  surgery. 

lago.  Marry,  heaven  forbid ! 

Cas.  Reputation,  reputation,  reputation !  O,  I 
have  lost  my  reputation  I  I  have  lost  the  immortal 
part,  sir,  of  myself,  and  what  remains  is  bestial. — 
My  reputation,  lago,  my  reputation. 

lago.  As  I  am  nn  honp.«t  man,  I  thought  you  had 
received  some  bodily  wound ;  there  is  more  ofli-nc  e 
in  that,  than  in  reputation.  Reputation  is  an  idle 
and  most  false  imposition ;  oA  got  without  merit, 
and  lost  without  deserving  :  You  have  lost  no  repu- 
tation at  all,  unless  you  repute  yourself  such  a 

CI)  Convicted  by  proof 

(2)  Related  by  neameiis  of  office. 


loaer.  What,  nwD !  there  are  ways  to  re 
general  again :  You  are  bat  nam  cast  ia  I 
a  punishment  more  in  poii^  < 
so  as  one  would  beat  his  oStntx^em  dog,  to  tMnpi 
an  imperious  lion  :  sue  to  htm  acaio,  aod  heVyovt. 
Com.  I  will  nitber  soe  to  be  despised,  fkam  isds- 
ceive  so  good  a  commaDder,  with  so  slight,* 
drunken,  and  so  iodiacreet  an  ofioer.  Dnakf  sad 
j»peak  parrot .><  and  squabble.'  swaner?  mmt* 
and  discourse  fustian  with  one's  onm  shadow  ?— 0 
thoa  inrisible  spirit  of  wine,  if  tfaoa  hast  bo  ■■» 
to  be  known  by,  let  as  call  thee— devil ! 

logo.  Wltat  was  be  that  yea  folkwved  widiyoar 
sword.'  What  had  he  done  to  jo«  ? 
Cat.  I  know  not 
lago.  Is  it  possible? 

Cas.  I  remember  a  mass  of  things,  bat  aolfciis 
distinctly ;  a  quarrel,  bat  nothing  wherefi«e.-A 
that  men  should  put  an  enemj  in  their  nKMite,  t» 
steal  away  their  brains !  that  we  sfaoold,  with  joy, 
revel,  pleasure,  and  appla«»e,  tzansfcrm  oovsotss 
into  beasts ! 

logo.  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enoagfa :  Hv* 
came  you  thus  recovered  f 

Cas.  It  hath  pleased  the  deril,  drmkenBas,  to 
give  place  to  the  devil,  wrath :  ooe  anpeiiectBea 
shows  me  another,  to  make  rae  frankly  despK 
myself 

lago.  Come,  yoa  are  too  serere  a  rooralcr:  As 
the  time,  the  place,  aod  the  condition  of  this  csvh 
try  stands,  I  coald  heartilj  wish  this  had  not  bs> 
fallen ;  but,  since  it  is  as  it  is,  mend  it  for  yoar 
own  good. 

Cas.  I  will  ask  him  for  nnr  place  sgain ;  he  sfasB 
tell  me,  I  am  a  drunkard !  Had  I  as  many  mosda 
as  Hydra,  such  an  answer  woald  stop  then  alL 
To  be  now  a  sensible  man,  by  and  by  a  fool,  sod 
presently  a  beast !  O  strange  ! — Erciy  inordshiie 
cup  is  unblesied,  and  the  ingredient  is  a  devil 

logo.  Come,  come,  good  wine  is  a  good  tamiliBr 
creature,  if  it  be  well  nsed ;  exclMm  ao  iDore 
against  it.  Aad,  good  lieutenant,  I  think,  yoa  tek 
I  love  you. 
Cas.  I  have  well  approved  it«  air. — I  dionk! 
lago.  You,  or  any  man  livii^,  may  be  dmsk  at 
some  time,  man.  iMl  tell  you  what  yoa  shall  do 
Our  general's  wife  is  now  the  general ; — I  msynr 
so  in  this  respect,  for  that  be  hath  devoted,  sod 
given  up  himself  to  the  contcroplatioa,  mark,  isd 
denotement  of  her  parts  and  graces.* — coofes* 
yourself  freely  to  her;  importune  her ;  shell  krip 
to  put  you  in  your  place  again :  she  is  of  to  6«ei 
so  kind,  so  apt,  so  biased  a  dispositioo,  that  ibe 
holds  it  a  vice  in  her  goodness,  not  v>  do  more  than 
she  is  requested  :  This  broken  joint,  betweea  y«a 
and  her  husband,  entreat  her  to  splinter ;  and,  nr 
fortunes  against  any  lay*  worth  naraii^,  tha  crtd 
of  your  love  shall  grow  stronger  than  it  was  before. 
Cas.  You  advise  me  well. 
lago.  I  protest,  in  the  sincerity  of  k«e,  sod 
honest  kindness. 

Cas.  I  think  it  freely ;  and,  betimes  in  the  dms- 
ing,  I  will  beseech  the  virtuous  Desdemona  to  oa 
dertake  for  me  :  I  am  desperate  of  my  fortunes,  if 
they  check  me  here. 

lago.  You  are  in  the  right  Good  night.  Dm 
tenant ;  I  must  to  the  watch. 

Cis.  Good  night,  honest  lago.         [Esit  Casno. 
lago.  And  what's  he  then,  uiat  says, — I  phytbi 
villain  f 
When  this  advice  is  free,  I  gire,  and  1 

(3)  Dismissed  in  his  anger 
(5)  Bet  or  wager. 


(4)TsIkkfiy. 
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"^robal  to  thinking,  and  (indeed)  the  course 
To  win  the  Moor  again  ?   For,  'tis  most  easy 
Tlie  inclining  Desdcmona  to  subdue 
n  any  honest  suit ;  she's  frainM  as  fruitfull 
As  the  free  elements.     And  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor, — were't  to  renounce  his  baptism, 
All  seals  and  symbols  of  redeemed  sin, — 
His  soul  is  so  enfetterM  to  her  love, 
That  she  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  she  list. 
Even  as  her  appetite  shall  play  the  god 
With  his  weak  function.    How  am  I  then  a  villain, 
To  counsel  Cassio  to  this  parallel  course, 
Directly  to  his  fjood  .'     Divinity  of  hell ! 
When  devils  will  their  blackest  sins  put  on, 
The)'  do  suggest'  at  first  with  heavenly  shows. 
As  1  do  now :  For  while  this  honest  fool 
Plies  Desdemona  to  repair  his  fortunes, 
And  she  for  him  pleads  strongly  to  the  Moor, 
IMl  pour  this  pestilence  into  his  ear, — 
That  she  repeals^  him  for  her  body's  lost ; 
And,  by  how  much  she  strives  to  do  him  good. 
She  shall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor. 
So  will  I  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch  ; 
And  out  of  her  own  goodness  make  the  net. 
Thai  shall  enmesh  them  all. — How  now,  Roderigo.^ 

Enter  Roderigo. 
Rod.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chace,  not  like  a 
hound  that  hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  the  crv. 
My  money  is  almost  spent ;  I  have  been  to-night 
exceedingly  well  cudgelled ;  and,  I  think,  the  is^ue 
will  be — 1  shall  have  so  much  experience  for  my 
pains :  and  so,  with  no  money  at  all,  and  a  little 
more  wit,  return  to  Venice. 

logo.  How  poor  are  they,  that  have  not  pa- 
tience ! — 
W^hat  wound  did  ever  heal,  bat  by  degrees  > 
Thou  know'st  we  work  by  wit,  and  not  by  witch- 
craft; 
And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time. 
Does't  not  go  well  ?  Cassio  hath  beaten  thee, 
And  thou,  by  that  small  hurt,  hast  cashier'd  Cassio : 
Though  other  things  grow  fair  against  the  sun, 
Yet  fruits,  that  blossom  first,  will  first  be  ripe : 
Content  thys*»lf  a  while. — By  the  maM,  'tis  morning; 
Pleasure,  and  action,  make  the  hours  seem  short. — 
Retire  thee ;  go  where  thou  art  billeted 
-  Away,  I  say ;  thou  shalt  know  more  hereafter : 
Nay,  get  thee  gone.  [Exit  Rod.]  Two  things  are 

to  be  done, — 
Mr  wife  must  move  for  Cassio  to  her  mistress ; 
I'll  set  her  on ; 

Myself,  the  while,  to  draw  the  Moor  apart. 
And  bring  him  jump^  when  he  may  Cassio. find 
Soliciting  his  wife  : — Ay,  that's  the  way ; 
Dull  not  device  by  coldness  and  delay.         [Exit. 


ACT  III. 

SCEJ^E  L— Before  the  castle.    Enter  Cassio, 

and  some  Musicians. 

Cos.  Masters,  play  here,  I  will  content  your  pains. 

Sonoething  that's  brief;  and  bid — good-morrow, 

general.  [Music. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  Why,  masters,  have  your  instruments  been 
at  Naples,  that  they  speak  i'the  nose  thus? 

(1)  Liberal,  bountiful.  (2)  Even. 

(3)  Tempt.  (4)  Recall*. 

(5)  Just  at  the  time. 

•Of..  II. 


1  Mvs.  How,  sir,  how  } 

Clo.  Are  these,  I  pray  you,  called  wind  instni 
meuU  ? 

1  Mus.  Ay,  many,  are  they,  sir. 

Clo.  O,  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 

1  Mvs.  Whereby  hangs  a  tale,  sir  } 

Clo.  Many,  sir,  by  many  a  wind  instrument 
that  I  know.  But,  masters,  here's  money  for  you: 
and  the  general  so  likes  your  music,  that  he  des^ires 
you,  of  all  loves,  to  make  no  more  noise  with  it 

1  Mus.  Well,  sir,  we  will  noi. 

Clo.  \{  you  have  any  music  that  may  not  be 
heard,  to't  again  :  hut,  as  they  say,  to  hear  music, 
the  general  does  not  greatly  care. 

1  Mtis.  We  have  none  such,  sir. 

Clo.  Then  put  up  your  pipes  in  your  bag,  for 
I'll  away  :  Go;  vanish  into  air ;  away. 

[Exeunt  Musiciant. 

Cos.  Dost  thou  h^r,  ray  honest  friend  ? 

Clo.  No,  I  hear  not  your  honest  friend ;  I  hear 
you. 

Ccts.  Pr'ythee,  keep  up  thy  quillets.*  There's* 
poor  piece  of  gold  for  thee :  if  the  gentlewoman 
that  attends  the  general's  wife,  be  stirrine,  tell 
her,  there's  one  Cassio  entreats  her  a  little  mvoor 
of  speech :  Wilt  thou  do  this  .> 

dlo.  She  is  stirring,  sir;  if  she  will  stir  hither,  I 
shall  seem  to  notify  unto  her.  [Exit 

Enter  laga 

Cos.  Do,  good  my  frigid. — In  happy  time,  lago. 

logo   You  have  not  ijeen  a-bed  then  .' 

Cos.  Why,  no ;  the  day  had  broke 
Before  we  parted.     I  have  made  bold,  lago. 
To  send  in  to  your  wife  :  My  suit  to  her 
Is,  that  she  will  to  virtuous  Desdemona 
Procure  me  some  access. 

logo.  I'll  send  her  to  you  presently ; 

And  I'll  devise  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converse  and  business 
Mav  be  more  free.  [Exit. 

Cos.  I  humbly  thank  you  for't.  I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honest 

Enter  YsvaVvsl. 

EmiL  Good-morrow,  good  lieutenant:  I  am 
sorry 
For  your  displeasure  ;7  but  all  will  soon  be  welL 
The  general,  and  his  wife,  are  talking  of  it ; 
And  she  speaks  for  you  stoutly :  The  Moor  replies, 
That  he  you  hurt,  is  of  great  fame  in  Cyprus, 
And  great  affinity ;  and  that,  in  wholesome  wisdom. 
He  might  not  but  refuse  you  :  but,  he  protests,  he 

loves  you ; 
And  needs  no  other  suitor,  but  his  likings. 
To  take  the  saf 'st  occasion  by  the  front, 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

Cos.  Yet,  I  beseech  you,— 

If  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  mav  be  done, 
Give  me  advantage  of  some  brief  discourse 
With  Desdemona  al<me. 

EmiL  Pray  you,  come  in  ; 

I  will  bestow  you  where  you  shall  have  time 
To  speak  your  bosom  freely. 

Cos.  I  am  much  bound  to  you. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  II.—A   room  in  the  castle.    Enter 
Othello,  lago,  and  Gentlemen. 

0th.  These  letters  give,  lago,  to  the  pilot ; 

(6)  Nice  distinctions. 

(7)  The  displeasure  yea  have  jocorred  ffom 
Oth«»'*« 
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nd,  bj  bim,  do  mj  dates  to  the  state : 
That  done,  I  will  he  walking  on  the  works, 
Repair  there  to  me. 

logo.  Well,  mj  good  lord,  Pll  do*t 

Om.  This  fortification,  gentlemen,--shall  we 
eee*t? 

Gent  WeMl  wait  upon  your  brdship.  [Exeuni. 

SCEJfE  Ili.—Before  the  cadU.    EnUr  Desde- 
mona,  Caisio,  and  Emilia. 

Dei,  Be  thoa  assai'd,  rood  Cassio,  I  will  do 
All  mj  abilities  in  thy  bebaUl 

JEJiRM.  Good  madam,  do;  \  know  it  grieres  my 
husband. 
As  if  the  case  were  his. 

Des.  O,  that's  an  honest  fellow.— Do  not  doabt, 

But  I  will  have  my  lord  and  yon  again 
As  friendly  as  yoa  were. 

Cos.  Bounteous  madam. 

Whatever  shall  become  of  Michael  Cassio, 
He*s  never  any  thing  but  your  true  servant 

Dea.  O,  sir,  I  thaok  you :  You  do  love  my  lord : 
You  have  known  him  long;  and  be  you  well  assurM, 
He  shall  in  strangeness  stand  no  further  off 
Than  in  a  politic  distance. 

Ou.  Ay,  but,  lady, 

That  policy  may  either  last  so.  long, 
Or  feed  upon  such  nice  and  waterisb  diet. 
Or  breed  itself  so  out  of  circumstance, 
That,  I  being  absent,  and  my  place  supplied. 
My  general  will  forget  my  love  and  service. 

Iks,  Do  not  doubt  that ;  before  Emilia  here, 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place :  assure  thee. 


iFu 


:"l  do  vow  a  friendship,  I'll  perform  it 
To  the  last  article:  my  lord  snail  never  rest; 
I'll  watch  him  tame,'  and  talk  him  out  of  patience ; 
His  bed  shall  seem  a  school,  his  board  a  wriA ; 
I'll  inteiminKle'eveiT  thing  he  does 
With  Casbio's  suit :  llierefore  be  merry,  Cassio ; 
For  thy  solicitor  shall  rather  die. 
Than  give  thy  cause  away. 

Enter  Othello,  and  lago,  ai  a  disUmce, 

Emit.  Madam,  here  comes 

My  lord. 

Caa.      Madam,  III  take  my  leave. 

De$.  Why,  stay, 

And  hear  me  speak. 

Cos.  Madam,  not  now ;  I  am  veiy  ill  at  ease, 
Uf^t  for  mine  own  purposes. 

Dea.  Well,  well. 

Do  your  discretkm.  [Exit  Cassio. 

Jaro.  Ha !  I  like  not  that 

OM.  What  dost  thou  say  ? 

logo.  Nothing,  my  lord :  or  if— I  know  not  what. 

OSl  Was  not  that  Cassio,  parted  from mr  wife? 

logo.  Cassio, my  lord?  No, sure,  I  cannot  think  it, 
That  he  would  steal  away  so  guilty-like, 
Seeine  you  coming. 

0th,  I  do  believe  'twas  he. 

Dea.  How  now,  my  lord  ? 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  suitor  here, 
A  man  that  languishes  in  your  displeasure. 

OUl  Who  is't  you  mean  f 

Dea.  Why,  your  lieutenant.  Cassia    Good  my 
loitl, 
If  I  have  any  grace,  or  power  to  move  you. 
His  present  reconciliatkHi  take ; 
For,  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you. 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  not  in  cunning,^ 

(1)  Hawks  are  tamed  by  keeping  them  from 
deep. 


I  have  no  judflinent  in  an  honest  iace ' 
I  pr'ytbee,  call  him  back. 

Qih.  Went  be  hence  DOW? 

Dea.  Ay,  sooth;  so  humbled. 
That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  grief  with  me ; 
I  suffer  with  him.    Good  love,  call  him  back. 

Oth.  Not  now,  sweet  '. 


Dea.  But  shall't  be  shortly? 

Oth.  The  sooner,  sweet,  tor  yoa. 

Dea.  Shairt  be  to-night  at  supper  ? 

Oth.  No,  not  to-ttiglit 

Dea.  To-morrow  dinner  then? 

Oth.  I  shall  not  dine  at  home; 

I  meet  &e  captains  at  the  citadel 

Dea.  Why  then,  to-morrow  night ;  or  Toesday 
mom; 
Or  Tuesday  noon,  or  ni^ht;  or  Wednesday  mcKn;— 
I  pray  thee,  name  the  time ;  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  days :  in  faith,  he's  penitent ; 
And  yet  his  trespass,  in  our  common  reason 
(Save  that,  they  sav,  the  wars  must  make  examples 
Out  of  their  best,';  is  not  almost  a  foult 
To  incur  a  private  dieck :  When  shall  he  come? 
Tell  me,  Othello.    I  wonder  in  ray  soul. 
What  you  could  ask  me,  that  I  should  denr. 
Or  stand  so  mammering^  on.     What  ?  Michad  - 

Cassk), 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you;  and  many  a  time. 
When  I  have  spoke  of  you  dispraisingly. 
Hath  ta'en  ^our  part ;  to  have  so  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in  I  Trust  me,  I  could  do  mnch, 

Otii.  Pr'ytbee,  no  more :  let  him  come  when  he 
will; 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Dea.  Why,  this  is  not  a  boon; 

'Tia  as  I  should  entreat  ^ou  wear  your  gk>vea. 
Or  feed  on  noorishii^  dishes,  or  keep  yon  warai ; 
Or  sue  to  yon  to  do  peculiar  profit 
To  your  own  person :  Nay,  when  I  have  a  suit 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed. 
It  shall  be  full  of  poise*  and  difficulty. 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

Oth.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing ; 

Whereon,  I  do  beseech  thee,  grant  me  this. 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  myself. 

Dea.  Shall  I  deny  you  ?  no:  Farewell,  my  lord. 

Of  A.  Farewell,  mv  Desdemona :  I  will  come  to 
thee  straight 

Dea.  Emilia, come: — Beitasyour&ndes teach 
you; 
Whate'er  you  be,  lam  obedient  [Elxit,  with  EroiL 

Oth.  Excellent  wretch!  Perdition  catch  my  soul, 
But  [  do  love  thee !  and  when  I  love  thee  not. 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

logo.  My  noble  lord, 

OiA.  What  dost  thoa  say,  lago  ? 

logo.  Did  Michael  Cassio,  when  you  woo'dTny 
lady. 
Know  of  your  love  ? 

Oth.  He  did,  from  first  to  last :  Why  dost  thoa 
ask? 

lago.  But  for  a  satisfaction  of  my  thought; 
No  further  hann. 

Oth.  Why  of  thy  thought,  lago  ? 

logo.  I  did  not  think  he  had  bran  acquainted 
with  her. 

Of  A.  O,  yes ;  and  went  between  us  very  oft. 

logo.  Indeed? 

OfA.  Indeed !  ay,  indeed :— Disoem'st  thou  aqgh 
in  tlmt  f 


in  that. ^ 

(2)  Knowledge. 
(4)  Hesitating. 


(3)  Best  men. 


I  We«bt 
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Is  he  not  honest  ? 

logo.  Houest,  roj  lord  ? 

OUi.  Xjf  honest 

Ja^.  My  lord,  for  auf  ht  I  know. 

0th.  What  dost  thou  mink? 

logo.  Think,  my  lord  ? 

OUi.  Think,  my  lord  ! 

By  hearen,  he  echoes  me. 
As  if  there  were  some  monster  in  his  thought 
Too  hideous  to  be  shown. — Thou  dost  mean  some- 
thing : 
I  heard  thee  say  but  now, — Thou  likMst  not  that. 
When  Cassio  left  my  wife ;  What  didst  not  like  ? 
And,  when  I  told  thee — he  was  of  my  counsel 
In  my  whole  course  of  wooing,  thou  cry*dst.  Indeed? 
And  didst  contract  and  punie  thy  brow  together, 
As  if  thou  then  had:tt  shut  up  in  thy  brain 
Some  horrible  conceit :   If  tiiou  dost  love  me, 
Show  me  thy  thought. 

lago.  My  lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 

OtL  I  think  thou  dost ; 

And,-  (or  I  know  thou  art  full  of  love  and  honesty, 
And  wtigh^st  thy  words  before  thou  giv'st  them 

breath, — 
Therefore  these  stops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more  : 
For  such  things,  in  a  false  disloyal  knave, 
\re  tricks  of  custom  ;  but,  in  a  man  that's  just, 
They  are  close  denotements,  working  from  the 

heart. 
That  passion  cannot  rule. 

logo.  For  Michael  Cassio, — 

I  dare  be  sworn,  I  think  that  he  is  honest 

Oih.  I  think  so  too. 

logo.  Men  should  be  what  they  seem  : 

Or,  those  that  be  not,  *would  they  might  seem  none  ! 

OtA.  Certain,  men  should  be  what  thev  seem. 

logo.  Why  then, 

I  think  that  Cassio  is  an  honest  man. 

0th.  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this : 
I  pray  thee,  speak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinkings. 
As  thou  dost  ruminate;    and  give  thy  worst  of 

thoughts 
The  worst  of  words. 

logo.  Good  my  lond,  pardon  me ; 

Though  I  am  bqund  to  eveir  act  of  duty, 
I  am  not  bound  to  that  all  slaves  are  free  to. 
Utter  my  thoughts  ?  Why,  say,  they  are  vile  and 

false, — 
As  Where's  that  palace,  whereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intruae  not  f  who  has  a  breast  so  pure. 
But  some  uncleanly  apprehensions 
Keep  leets,!  and  law-aays,  and  in  session  sit 
With  meditations  lawful.' 

Olh.  Thou  dost  conspire  against  thy  friend,  lago. 
If  thou  but  think'st  him  wrong'd,  and  mak'st  his  ear 
A  stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

lago.  I  do  beseech  you, — 

Though  I,  perchance,  am  vicious  in  my  guess, 
As,  I  confess,  it  is  my  nature's  plague 
To  spy  into  abutses ;  and,  oft,  my  jealousy 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not, — I  entreat  you  then. 
From  one  that  so  imperfectly  conjects,2 
You'd  take  no  notice  ;  nor  build  yourself  a  trouble 
Out  of  his  scattering  and  unsure  observance : — 
ft  were  not  for  your  quiet,  nor  your  good. 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honesty,  or  wisdom. 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 

Oth.  What  dost  thou  mean  ? 

logo.  Good  name,  in  man,  arid  woman,  dear  my 
lord, 

0)  Courts  of  inquiry. 

(2)  Conjectures.         (3)  Endless,  unbounded. 

(4)  *  Jrhich  makes  fair  gifts  fairer.' 


Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls : 

Who  steals  my  puree,  steab  trash ;  'tis  something 

nothing ; 
'Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  slave  to  thousands 
But  he,  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Robs  me  of  that,  which  not  enriches  him 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

Oth.  By  heaven,  I'll  know  thy  thought 

lago.  Vou  cannot,  if  m^  heart  were  in  yoiv  hand 
Nor  shall  not,  whilst  'tis  m  my  custody. 

Oth.  Ha! 

lago.  O,  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealou^ ; 

It  is  the  green-ey'd  monster,  which  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  oa :   That  cuckold  lives  in  bliss. 
Who,  certain  of  his  fate,  loves  not  his  wronger ; 
But,  O,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o'er. 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts;  suspects,  yet  stnjngly 
loves ! 

Oth.  O  misery! 

lago.  Poor,  and  content,  is  rich,  and  rich  enough 
But  riches,  fineless,'  is  as  poor  as  winter. 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  shall  be  poor : — 
Good  heaven,  the  souls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealousy ! 

Oth.  Whr.?  why  is  this  .> 

Think'st  thou,  I'd  make  a  life  of  jealousy, 
To  follow  still  the  changes  of  the  moon 
With  fresh  suspicions  i  No :  to  be  once  in  doubt. 
Is — once  to  be  resolv'd :  Exchange  me  for  a  goat, 
When  I  shall  turn  the  business  ot  my  soul 
To  such  exsufflicate  and  blown  surmises. 
Matching  thv  inference.    'Tis  not  to  make  me 

jealous. 
To  say — my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company. 
Is  free  of  speech,  sings,  plays,  and  dances  well ; 
Where  virtue  is,  these  are  more  virtuous  :< 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 
The  smallest  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt ; 
For  she  had  eyes,  and  chose  me :  No,  lago ; 
I'll  see,  before  I  doubt;  when  I  doubt,  prove; 
And,  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this, — 
Away  at  once  with  love,  or  jealousy. 

fago.  I  am  elad  of  this,  for  now  I  shall  have  reasGO 
To  show  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  spirit:  therefore,  as  I  am  bound, 
Receive  it  from  me : — I  speak  not  yet  of  proot 
Look  to  your  wife ;  observe  her  well  with  Casfio; 
Wear  your  eye — thus,  not  jealous,  nor  secure  f 
I  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature. 
Out  of  self-bounty,  be  abus'd;  look  to't : 
I  know  our  country  disposition  well ; 
In  Venice  they  do  let  heaven  see  the  pranks 
They  dare  not  show  their  husbands;  their  best 

conscience 
Is — not  to  leave  undone,  but  keep  unknown. 

Oth.  Dost  thou  say  so. ^ 

logo.  She  did  deceive  her  father, manning  you 
And,  when  she  seem'd  to  shake,  and  fear  your  looki 
She  lov'd  them  most 

Oth.  And  so  she  did. 

lago.  Why,  go  to,  then 

She  that,  so  young,  could  give  out  such  a  seeming,' 
To  seel^'  her  father's  eyes  up,  close  as  oak, — 
He  thought,  'twas  witchcraft : — But  I  am  much  tc 

blame; 
I  humbly  do  beseech  you  of  your  pardon. 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

Oth.  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever 

logo.  I  see,  this  hath  a  little  dash'd  your  hpiritk 

Oih,  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot 

(5)  Appearance 

(6)  An  expression  from  falcooiy :  to  teel  a  hawk 
is  to  sew  up  his  eye!Ids. 
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logo.  Trust  me,  I  femr  it  has. 

I  hope,  joa  will  consider,  what  is  spoke 
Comes  from  my  lore ; — But,  I  do  see  yaa  are 

movM : — 
I  am  to  praj  you,  not  to  strain  my  speech 
To  grosser  issues,!  nor  to  larger  reach, 
Than  to  suspicion. 

Oth.  I  Will  not 

7af  0.  Should  you  do  so,  my  lord. 

My  speech  should  fall  into  such  vile  success 
As  my  thoughts  aim  not  at    Cassio*s  my  worthy 

friend  : — 
My  lord,  I  see  yoa  are  mov'd. 

Oih.  No,  not  much  mov*d  : — 

I  do  not  think  but  Desdemona^s  honest 

le^o.  Long  live  she  so !  and  long  live  yoa  to 
thiiUcso! 

OOi,  And  yet,  how  nature  erring  from  itself, — 

logo.  Ay,  there's  the  point :— As, — to  be  bold 
with  you, — 
Not  to  affect  many  proposed  matches. 
Of  her  own  clime,  complexion,  and  degree ; 
Whereto,  we  see,  in  all  things  nature  tends : 
Foh  '  one  may  smell,  in  such,  a  will  most  rank. 
Foul  disproportion,  thoughts  unnatural. — 
But  paroon  me ;  1  do  not,  in  position. 
Distinctly  speak  of  her :  though  I  may  fear, 
Her  will,  recoiling  to  her  better  judgment. 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  ber  country  forms, 
And  (happily)  repent 

Oth.  Farewell,  farewell : 

If  more  thou  dost  perceive,  let  me  know  more ; 


Set  on  thv  wife  to  observe  :  Leave  me,  la] 

laro.  My  lord,  I  take  my  leave.  [Goin^. 

Ow.  Why  did  I  marry .' — This  honest  creature. 


doubtless. 
Sees  and  knows  more,  much  more,  than  he  unfolds. 

logo.  My  lord,  I  would,  I  might  entreat  your 
honour 
To  scan  this  thing  no  further ;  leave  it  to  time  : 
And  though  it  be  fit  that  Cassio  have  his  place 
(For,  sure,  he  fills  it  up  with  great  abilit}',) 
Vet,  if  you  please  to  hold  him  off  a  while. 
You  shall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  means : 
Note,  if  your  lady  strain  his  entertainment^ 
With  any  strong  or  vehement  opportunity ; 
Much  will  be  seen  in  that     In  the  mean  time. 
Let  me  be  thought  loo  busy  in  my  fears 
(As  worthy  cause  I  have,  to  fear — I  am,) 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  beseech  your  honour. 

Oth.  Fear  not  my  government. 

lago.  I  once  more  take  my  leave.  [Elxit. 

Oth.  This  fellow's  of  exceeding  honesty, 
And  knows  all  qualities,  with  a  learned  spirit, 
Of  human  dealing :  If  1  do  prove  her  haggard,' 
Though  that  her  jesses^  were  my  dear  heart-strings, 
I'd  whistle  her  on,  and  let  her  down  the  wind. 
To  prey  at  fortune.     Haply,  for  I  am  black  ; 
Ana  have  not  those  soft  parts  of  conversation 
That  chamberere*  have  ; — Or,  for  I  am  declin'd 
Into  the  vale  of  year? ; — yet  tLil's  not  much ; — 
She's  gone  ;  I  am  abus'd ;  and  my  reliet 
Must  be — to  loath  her.     O  cui-se  of  marriage. 
That  we  can  call  these  delicate  creatures  ours. 
And  not  their  appetites !  I  had  rather  be  a  load. 
And  live  upon  the  vapour  of  a  dungeon, 

(1)  Conclusions. 

(2)  Press  hard  his  re-admission  to  his  pay  and 
office. 

(3)  A  species  of  hawk :  also  a  term  of  reproach 
applied  to  a  wanton. 

(4^  Straps  of  leather  by  which  a  hawk  is  held 
on  the  fist 


Than  keep  a  comer  in  die  thiog  I  lore. 

For  other's  uses.  Yet,  'tis  the  plagou  of  great  ones 

Prerogativ'd  are  they  leas  than  the  base ; 

'Tis  destiny  unshunnable,  Uke  death ; 

Kven  then  this  forked  pl*gue  is  &ted  to  as, 

\N  hen  we  do  quicken.^    Desderoooa  comes : 

Enter  Desdemooa  and  Emilia. 

If  she  be  false,  O,  then  heaven  mocks  itself!— 
I'll  not  believe  it 

Des.  How  now,  my  dear  OtheUo? 

Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  islanders 
By  ynu  invited,  do  attend  your  presoice. 

Oth.  I  am  to  blame. 

De9.  Why  is  your  speech  so  fisint  ?  are  yon  not 
well? 

Oth.  I  have  a  pain  upon  mj  forehead  here. 

Des.  Faith,  that's  with  watching ;  *twill  away 
again  : 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hoar 
it  will  be  well. 

Oth.  Your  napkin^  is  too  little ; 

[He  puts  the  handkerchi^  from  hun,  aiJ 
it  drops. 
Let  it  alone.    Come,  I'll  go  in  with  you. 

Des.  I  am  very  soriy  tlmt  you  are  doc  well. 

[Ezatnt  Oth.  and  Des 

Emil.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  napkin ; 
This  was  her  first  remembrance  from  the  Moor : 
Mv  wayward  husband  hath  a  hundred  times 
V\  oo'd  me  to  steal  it :  bqt  she  so  loves  the  token 
^^or  he  conjur'd  her,  she  should  ever  keep  it^ 
That  she  re3*er\'es  it  evermore  about  her. 
To  kiss,  and  talk  ta     I'll  have  the  work  ta'en  oot, 
And  give  it  lago: 

What  he'll  do  with  it,  heaven  knows,  not  I ; 
I  nothing,  but  to  please  his  fantasy. 

Enter  lago. 

lago.  How  now !  what  do  ycm  here  alone  ' 

Emil.  Do  not  you  chide  ;  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 

logo.  A  thing  for  me  ? — it  is  a  common  thing,— 

Emil.  Ha  ! 

logo.  To  have  a  foolish  wife. 

EmiL  O,  is  that  all  .^  What  will  you  give  me  nnir 
For  that  same  handkerchief.^ 

Jago.  What  handkerchief? 

EmiL  What  handkerchief? 
Why,  that  the  Moor  first  gave  to  Desderoooa ; 
That  which  so  oAen  you  did  bid  me  steal. 

Ingo.  Hast  stolen  it  from  her  ? 

EmiL  No,  faith ;  she  let  it  di  p  by  negligence; 
And,  to  the  advantage,  I,  being  here,  took't  up^ 
Look,  here  it  is. 

Ingo.  A  good  wench  :  gire  it  me. 

EmiL  What  will  you  do  with  it,  that  you  hav« 
been  so  earnest 
To  have  me  filch  it  ? 

lago.  Why,  what's  that  to  too  ' 

[Snatching  iL 

EmiL  If  it  be  not  for  some  purpose  of  import. 
Give  it  me  again  :  Poor  lady  !  she'll  run  man. 
When  she  shall  lack  it 

/ago.  Be  not  you  known  oft  :^  I  hare  use  for  it 
Oo,  leave  me.  [£xif  Emilia. 

1  will  in  Cassio's  lodging  lose  this  napkin, 
And  let  him  find  it:  Trifles,  light  as  air, 
Are,  to  the  jealous,  confirmations  strong 

(5)  Men  of  intrigue. 

(6)  W^ben  we  begin  to  live. 

(7)  In  the  north  of  Ejigland  this  term  for  ahaad. 
kerchief  is  still  used. 

(8)  Seem  as  if  you  knew  nothing  of  tba  matter 
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At  prooTi  of  boly  writ    Thu  maj  do  Mmelhiog. 
The  Moor  alreadjr  changes  with  my  poison ; 
Dangnerous  conceits  are,  in  their  natures,  poisons. 
Which,  at  the  first,  are  scarce  found  to  distaste  \ 
But,  with  a  little  act  upon  the  blood. 
Bum  like  the  mines  of  sulphnr. — I  did  say  so : — 

Enter  Otbella 

Look,  where  be  comes!  Notpoppj,normandFBgora,i 
Nor  all  the  drowsy  scraps  of  the  worlds 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 
Which  thou  ow'dst^  yesterday. 

0th.  Ha!ha!&lsetome? 

Tome? 

Jaro.  Why,  bow  DOW,  general?  no  more  of  that. 

Oth.  Avaunt!  be  gone!  tboa  hast  set  me  on  the 
rack:— 
I  swear,  'tis  better  to  be  mnch  abus*d. 
Than  but  to  know*t  a  little. 

logo.  How  DOW,  my  lord  ? 

OUl  What  sense  had  I  of  her  stolen  hours  of  lust  ? 
I  saw  it  not,  thou|fht  it  not,  it  hann*d  not  me : 
I  slept  die  next  nirht  well,  was  free  and  meriy ; 
I  found  not  Cassiofi  kisses  on  her  lips : 
He  that  is  robb*d,  not  wanting  what  is  stolen. 
Let  him  not  know  it,  and  he^s  not  robb*d  at  all. 

Jaro.  I  am  sorry  to  hear  this. 

OM.  I  had  been  happy,  if  the  general  camp, 
Pioneers*  and  all,  had  tasted  her  sweet  body, 
So  I  had  nothing  known :  O  now,  for  ever. 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind !  farewell  content ! 
Farewell  the  plumed  troop,  and  the  big  wars. 
That  make  ambition  virtue !  O,  farewell ! 
Farewell  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trump, 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  the  ear-piercing  fife. 
The  royal  banner ;  and  all  quality. 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war ! 
And  O  you  mortal  engines,  whose  rude  throats 
The  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counterfeit. 
Farewell !  Othello's  occupation's  gone ! 

logo.  Is  it  possible !— My  lord, 

Oth.  Villain,  be  sure  thou  prove  my  k)ve  a  wbora ; 
Be  sore  of  it ;  give  me  the  ocular  proof; 

[Taking  him  by  th§  throat. 
Or,  by  the  worth  of  nuoe  eternal  soul. 
Thou  hadst  been  better  have  been  bora  a  dog. 
Than  answer  my  wak'd  wrath. 

logo.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

O^  Make  me  to  see  it;  or  (at  the  least)  so 
prove  it. 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge,  nor  loop. 
To  hang  a  doubt  oo :  or,  wo  upon  thy  life ! 

logo.  My  noble  lord, 

Oth.  If  thou  dost  slander  her,  and  tortura  me. 
Never  pr«T  more :  abandon  all  remorse  ;< 
On  horror's  head  horrors  accumulate : 
Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amax'd, 
For  nothing  canst  thou  to  damnation  add. 
Greater  than  that 

logo.  O  grace !  O  heaven  defend  roe ! 

Are  yoa  a  man  ?  have  tou  a  soul,  or  sense  ? — 
God  be  wi'  you ;  take  mine  ofik;e.--0  wretched  fool, 
That  liv'st  to  make  thine  honesty  a  vice ! — 

0  monstrous  world !  Take  note,  take  note,  O  world, 
To  be  direct  and  honest,  is  not  safe. — 

1  thank  you  tor  this  profit ;  and,  from  hence, 

111  love  no  friend,  rince  love  breeds  such  offence. 
Oth,  Nay,  stay:— Thou  should'st  be  honest. 
Jago.  I  shoala  be  wise ;  for  honesty's  a  fool, 

1)  TIm  mandrake  has  a  soporific  quality. 
i)  FossessedsL 

|3)  The  vilest  of  the  campu  Piooeen  were  gene- 
[y  degraded  sddien. 


S 


And  loses  that  it  works  fbr. 

Oth,  By  the  world, 

I  think  my  wife  be  honest,  and  think  she  h  not ; 
]  think  that  thou  art  just,  and  think  thou  art  not ; 
I'll  have  some  proof:  Her  name,  that  was  as  fresh 
As  Dian's  visaee,  is  now  begrim'd  and  black 
As  mine  own  uice. — If  there  be  cords,  or  knives, 
Pbison,  or  fire,  or  sufTocatinf  streams, 
111  not  endure  it. — Would,  I  were  satisfied  ? 

logo.  I  see,  sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  passion  : 
I  do  repent  me,  that  I  put  it  to  you. 
You  would  be  satisfied? 

Oth.  Would?  nay,  I  will. 

logo.  And  may:  bat,  how?  how  satisfied,  mj 
lord? 
Would  you,  the  supervisor,  grossly  gape  oo  ? 
Behold  her  tupp'd? 

OfA.  Death  and  damnation !  O ! 

Jago.  It  were  a  tedious  difiSculty,  I  think. 
To  bring  them  to  that  prospect :  Damn  them  then 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  do  see  them  bolster. 
More  than  their  own !  What  then?  how  then? 
What  shall  I  say  ?  Where's  satisfactwo  ? 
It  is  impossible,  ;|rou  should  see  this, 
Were  tfiey  as  prime  as  eoats,  as  hot  as  monkies, 
As  salt  as  wolvei  in  priae,  and  fools  as  gross 
As  ignorance  made  arunk.     But  yet,  I  say. 
If  imputation,  and  strong  circumstances, — 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth,— 
Will  give  you  satisfaction,  you  may  have  it 

Oth.  Give  me  a  living*  reason  she's  disloyal 

logo.  I  do  not  like  the  ofiRce : 
But,  sith<  I  am  enter'd  tn  this  cause  so  fttr,-^ 
Prick'd  to  it  by  foolish  honesty  and  love, — 
I  will  go  on.     I  lay  with  Cassio  lately ; 
And,  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth, 
I  could  not  sleep. 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  soul. 
That  in  their  sleeps  will  mutter  their  afifairs ; 
One  of  this  kind  is  Cassio : 
In  sleep  I  heard  him  my, —Sweet  Deedemcna^ 
Let  us  be  toary,  let  us  hide  our  loees  ! 
And  then,  sir,  would  he  gripe,  and  wring  my  hand, 
Cry,~0,  sweet  creature  !  and  then  kiss  me  herd» 
As  if  he  pluck'd  up  kisses  by  the  roots, 
That  grew  upon  mv  lips :  then  laid  his  leg 
Over  my  thign,  ana  sigh'd,  and  kiss'd ;  and  (her 
Cried,— Cursed  fate  !  thai  gave  thee  to  the  Moor! 

Oth.  O monstrous!  nMostroos! 

laro.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 

OfA.  But  this  denotedf  a  foregone  conclusion : 
'Tis  a  shrewd  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  dream. 

Jago.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofr. 
That  do  demonstrate  thinly. 

Oth,  I'll  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

Jago,  Nay,  but  be  wise :  yet  we  see  noduqg 
done; 
She  may  be  honest  yet     Tell  me  but  this,— 
Kave  you  not  sometimes  seen  a  handkerchief. 
Spotted  with  strawberries,  in  your  wife's  hand? 

Oth.  I  gave  her  such  a  one ;  'twas  my  first  gifl 

lago.  I  know  not  that :  but  such  a  handkercbiei 
(I  am  sure  it  was  your  wife's,)  did  I  to-day 
See  Cassio  wipe  his  beard  with. 

Oth.  If  It  be  that,— 

Jago.  If  it  be  that,  or  anr  that  was  hers. 
It  speaks  aeainst  her  with  the  other  proofs. 

OfA.  O,  Uiat  the  slave  had  forty  thousand  livef 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge ! 
Now  do  I  see  'tis  true.— Look  here,  lago ; 
All  my  food  love  thus  I  do  blow  iO  heaven  t 

(4)  All  tenderness,  all  pity 

(5)  Speaking,  manifest        (8) 
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Tit  gone.— 

Arise,  black  vengeance,  from  thy  hollow  cell  * 
Yield  up,  O  love,  thy  crown,  and  hearted  throne, 
To  tyrannous  hate !  swell,  bosom,  with  (by  fraught,^ 
For  *t»  of  aspics*  tongues  ! 

Jazo.  Pray,  be  content 

OUi.  O,  blood,  Iag:o,  blood  ! 

Jago.  Patience,  I  say  *,  your  mind,  perhaps,  may 
change. 

Oth.  Never,  f  3go.     Like  to  the  Pontic  sea, 
Whose  icy  current  and  compulsive  course 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 
To  the  Propontic,  and  the  Hellespont : 
Even  so  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace. 
Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  love. 
Till  that  a  capable'  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow  them  up. — Now,  by  yond'  marble  heaven. 
In  the  due  reverence  of  a  sacred  vow       [Kruds. 
I  here  engage  my  words. 

le^o.  Do  not  rise  yet. — 

[KneeU. 
Witness,  you  ever-burning  lights  above  ! 
You  elements  that  clip*  us  round  about  I 
Witness,  that  here  I  ago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  handii,  heart. 
To  wt'ong'd  Othello's  service  !  let  him  command. 
And  to  obey  shall  be  in  me  remorse,^ 
What  bloody  work  soever. 

Otii.  I  greet  thy  love. 

Not  with  vain  thanks,  l^ut  with  acceptance  boun- 
teous. 
And  will  upon  the  instant  put  thee  to't : 
Within  these  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  say, 
That  Cassio's  not  alive. 

Jago.  My  friend  is  dead ;  *tis  done,  at  your  re- 
quest : 
fiat  let  her  live. 

OOi,         Damn  6er,  lewd  minx  !  O,  damn  her ! 
Conne,  ^  with  me  apart ;  I  will  withdraw, 
To  furnish  me  with  some  swift  means  of  death 
For  the  fair  devil.     Now  art  thou  my  lieutenant. 

Jago.  I  am  your  own  for  ever.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^TE  ir.^The  tame.     Enter  Desdemona, 
Emilia,  and  Clown. 

Dts,  Do  you  know,  sirrah,  where  lieutenant 
Cassio  lies.^ 

do.  I  dare  not  say,  he  lies  any  where. 

Du.  Why,  man.? 

do.  He  is  a  soldier ;  and  for  me  to  Bay  a  soldier 
lies,  is  stabbing. 

Dei.  Go  to ;  Where  lodges  he .' 

do.  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you 
where  I  lie. 

Dea.  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this .' 

Clo.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges ;  and  for  me 
to  devise  a  lodging,  and  say — he  lies  here,  or  he 
lies  there,  were  to  lie  in  my  own  throat. 

Des.  Can  you  inquire  nim  out,  and  be  edified 
by  report .? 

do.  I  will  catechize  the  world  for  him  ;  that  is, 
make  questions,  and  by  them  answer. 

Dts.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither:  tell  him, 
I  have  moved  my  lord  in  his  behalf,  and  hope,  all 
will  be  well. 

Clo.  To  do  this,  is  within  the  compass  of  man's 
wit ;  and  therefore  I  will  attempt  the  doing  it.  [Ex. 

Des.  Where  should  I  lose  that  handkercoief, 
Emilia.? 

EmU.  I  know  not,  madam. 

(1)  The  heart  on  which  thou  wast  enthroned. 

(2)  Freight,  load. 

(3)  Capacious.  (4)  Embrace. 


Des.  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  hare  lost  my  pane 
Full  of  crusadoes.0    And,  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  such  baseoest 
As  jealous  creatures  are,  it  were  enou^ 
To  put  him  to  ill-thinking. 

Emil.  Is  he  not  jealous .? 

Des.   Who,  he .?  I  think,  the  suu,  where  he  was 
bom. 
Drew  all  such  humours  from  him. 

Emit.  Look,  where  he  comes. 

Des.  I  will  not  leave  him  now,  till  Cassio 
Be  call'd  to  him. — How  is't  with  you,  my  lord? 

Enter  Othella 

Oth.  Well,  my  good  ladv  -^[Aside.]   O,  hud- 
ness  to  dissemble . — 
How  do  you,  Desdemona.? 
Des.  Well,  my  good  lord. 

Oth.  Give  me  your  hand :  This  huid  is  moist, 

my  lady. 
Des.  It  yet  has  felt  no  ap,  nor  known  no  sorrow. 
OUi.  This  argues  fruitfulness,and  liberal  heart; — 
Hot,  hot,  and  moist :  This  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  sequester  from  liberty,  fasting  and  prayer, 
Much  castigation,^  exercise  devout ; 
For  here's  a  young  and  sweating  devil  here. 
That  commonly  rebels.     'Tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Des.  You  may,  indeed,  say  so ; 

For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 
Otk.  A  liberal  hand:  The  hearts  of  old,  gav« 
hands ; 

But  our  new  heraldry  is— hands,  not  hearts. 
Des.  I  cannot  speak  of  this.     Come  now,  yoar 

promise. 
Oth.  What  promise,  chuck  } 
Des.  I  have  sent  to  bid  Cassio  come  speak  with 

you. 
Oth.  I  have  a  salt  and  snllen  rheum  oflends  me; 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief. 
Des.  Here,  my  lord. 

Oth.  That  which  I  gave  you. 
Des.  I  have  it  not  about  nw. 

Oth.  Not.' 

Des.  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Of  A.  TYaX  is  a  &alt : 

That  handkerchief 
Did  an  Egjptian  to  my  mother  give  ; 
She  was  a  cnarmer,^  and  could  almost  read 
The  thoughts  of  people :  she  told  her,  while  she 

kept  it, 
'Twould  malce  her  amiable,  and  subdue  my  &thtf 
Entirely  to  her  love ;  but  if  she  lost  ii. 
Or  made  a  giA  of  it,  my  father's  eye 
Should  hold  her  loathly,  and  hie  spirits  riMuId  hoot 
AAer  new  fancies :  She,  dying,  gave  it  me ; 
And  bid  me,  when  ray  fate  would  hare  me  wive. 
To  give  it  her.     I  dia  so :  and  take  heed  of 't. 
Make  it  a  darling  Uke  your  precious  eye ; 
To  lose  or  give't  away,  were  such  perditioo. 
As  nothing  else  could  match. 
Des.  Is  it  possible.? 

Oth.  'Tis  true :  there's  magic  in  the  web  of  it: 
A  sybil,  that  had  nurober'd  in  the  world 
The  sun  to  make  two  hundred  compasses. 
In  her  prophetic  fury  sew'd  the  work  : 
The  worms  were  hallow'd,  that  did  br«ed  the  silk; 
And  it  was  died  in  mummy,  which  the  skilful 
Coiiserv'd  of  maidens'  hearts. 

(5)  Not  of  malice  to  others,  but  of  tenderasM 
for  him. 

(6)  A  Portuguese  coin. 

(7^  Penance,  discipline.         (8)  Enchaotrsnk 
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Dei.  Indeed!  Vttnie? 

Oth.  Moft  reriteble;  therefore  look  to*t  well. 

Det,  Then  'would  to  heaven,  that  I  had  never 
•een  it. 

Oth.  Ha!  wherefore? 

Det.  Why  do  yon  speak  to  ttartinely  and  rash  ?> 

Oth.  I8*t  lost  ?  U*t  gone  ?  speak,  u  it  oat  of  the 
way? 

Dee.  Heaven  bleM  oa ! 

Oth.  Say  yon? 

Dee.  It  i«  not  loit ;  But  what  an  if  it  were? 

Oth.  Ha! 

Dee.  1  lay,  it  if  not  lost 

Oth.  Fetch't,  let  me  see  it 

Dee.  Why,  so  I  can,  sir ;  bat  I  will  not  now 
This  is  a  trick,  to  put  me  from  mjr  suit; 
I  prer,  let  Cassio  be  receiv'd  again. 

Oth,  Fetch  me  that  handkerchief:  my  mind 
misgives. 

Dee.  Come,  come ; 
YouUl  never  meet  a  more  soffident  man. 

Oth.  The  handkerchief, 

Dee.  I  prey,  talk  me  of  Cassio. 

Oth.  The  handkerchief; 

Dee.                            A  man  that,  all  his  time, 
Hath  ibanded  his  good  fOTtune  on  your  love 
Shar*d  dangers  with  you ; 

Oth.  The  handkerchief; 

Dee.  In  sooth, 
Yoa  are  to  blame. 

Oth.  Away !  [Exit  Othella 

EmiL  Is  not  this  man  jealous  ? 

Dee.  1  ne'er  saw  this  before. 
Sure,  there's  some  wonder  in  this  handkerchief: 
I  am  most  unhappy  in  the  loss  of  it 

E>niL  Tis  not  a  year  or  two  shows  us  a  man : 
They  are  all  but  stomachs,  and  we  all  but  food ; 
They  eat  us  hangerly,  and  when  they  are  full. 
They  belch  us.  Look  you !  Cassio,  and  my  husband. 

Enter  lago  and  Cassia 

/ago.  Tliere  is  no  other  way ;  *tis  she  must  do*t ; 
And,  lo,  the  happiness !  ro,  and  imp6rtune  her. 

Dee.  How  now?  good  Cassio?  what's  the  news 
with  you  ? 

OfU.  Madam,  my  former  suit :  I  do  beseech  you. 
That,  by  vour  virtuous  means,  I  may  again 
Exist,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love. 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  duty  of  my  heart, 
Entirely  honour ;  I  would  not  be  delay'd : 
If  my  ofience  be  of  such  mortal  kind. 
That  neither  service  past,  nor  present  sorrows, 
Nor  purpos'd  merit  ui  futurity. 
Can  ransom  me  into  his  k>ve  again. 
But  to  know  so  most  be  my  benefit ; 
So  shall  I  clothe  me  in  a  forc'd  content. 
And  shut  myself  up  in  some  other  course, 
To  fortune's  ahns. 

Dee.  Alas!  thrice-gentle Caaio, 

My  adTocatkxi  is  not  now  in  tune ; 
Mr  k>rd  if  not  my  lord ;  nor  should  I  know  him. 
Were  he  in  &vrjor,3  as  in  humour,  alter'd. 
So  help  me,  every  spirit  sanctified, 
As  I  have  spoken  for  vou  all  my  best ; 
And  stood  within  the  blank*  of  bis  displeasure. 
For  my  free  speech !  Yoa  most  a  while  be  patient : 
What  I  can  do,  I  will;  and  more  I  will. 
Than  for  myself  I  dare :  let  that  suffice  yoa. 

logo.  Is  my  brd  angiy  ? 


le  went  hence  bat  now. 


EmiL 


(1)  Vehement,  violent  (2)  In 
(3)  Within  the  shot  of  his  anger. 
v4)  Treason.        (5)  The  nuptial  feast 


And,  certainly,  in  strange  nnqoieti 

logo.  Canbebean^?  I  baye  seen  the  cannon, 
Wh^  it  hath  blown  his  raaks  into  the  air; 
And,  like  the  devil,  from  his  very  arm 
Puff 'd  his  own  brother ; — And  can  he  be  angnr  * 
Something  of  moment,  then :  I  will  go  meet  hun ; 
There's  matter  in't  inoeed,  if  he  be  angiy. 

Dee.   I  pr'ythee,  do  so. — Something,  sure,  of 
state.—  [Exit  laga 

Either  from  Venice ;  or  some  nnhatch'd  practice,^ 
Made  demonstrable  here  in  Cyprus  to  him, — 
Hath  puddled  bis  clear  spirit :  and,  in  such  cases. 
Men's  natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things. 
Though  great  ones  are  their  object  'Tisevenso; 
For  let  our  finger  ache,  and  it  mdues 
Our  other  healthful  members  ev'n  to  that  sense 
Of  pain  :  Nav,  we  must  think,  men  are  not  gods; 
Nor  of  them  look  for  sach  observances 
As  fit  the  bridal.^— Beshrew  me  much,  Emilia« 
I  was  (unhandsome  warrior  as  1  am,) 
Arraigning  his  unkindness  with  my  soul ; 
But  now  I  find,  I  had  subom'd  the  witnei 


And  he's  indited  falsely. 
EmiL  Pray  heaven,  it  be  state^matters,  as  yoa 


And  no  conception,  nor  no  jealous  toy, 
Concemins^  you. 

Dee.  Ahis,  the  day !  I  never  gave  him  caase. 

EmiL  But  jealous  souls  will  not  be  answer'd  so ; 
They^  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  cause. 
But  jealous  for  they  are  jealous :  'tis  a  monster. 
Begot  upon  itself,  bom  on  itself 

Dee.  Heaven  keep  that  monster  from  Othello's 
mind! 

EmiL  Lady,  amen. 

X^es.  I  will  fp  seek  him. — Cassio,  walk  hereabout  t 
If  I  do  find  him  fit,  I'll  move  your  suit. 
And  seek  to  effect  it  to  my  uttermost 

Cfa*  I  humbly  thank  your  ladyship. 

[Exeunt  Desdemoua  and  Emilia. 

£fifer  Bianca. 

Bian.  Sare  you,  friend  Cassio ! 

Oae.  What  make  you  from  home  ? 

How  is  it  with  you^  my  most  fair  fiianca  ? 
I'&ith,  sweet  love,  I  was  coming  to  your  house. 

Bian.  And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging,  Cassio. 
What !  keep  a  week  away  ?  seven  days  and  nights? 
Eight  score  eight  hours  ?  and  lovers'  absent  hooir 
More  tedious  than  the  dial  eight  score  times? 

0  weary  reckoning ! 

Cue.  Pardon  me,  Bianca ; 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  press'd; 
But  I  shall,  in  a  more  cootinuate  time,^ 

Strike  off  this  score  of  absence.     Sweet  Bianca, 

[Giving  her  Desdenxna's  handkerdue/' 
Take  me  this  work  onf 

Bian.  O,  Cassio,  whence  came  this  * 

This  is  some  token  from  a  newer  friend. 
To  the  felt  absence  now  I  feel  a  cause : 
Is  it  come  to  this  ?  Well,  well 

Cos.  Woman,  go  to ! 

Throw  vour  vile  guesses  in  the  devil's  teeth. 
From  whence  you  have  them.  You  are  jealous  now. 
That  this  is  from  some  mistress,  some  remembrance . 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bian.  'Whr,  whoee  is  it? 

Cue.  I  know  not,  sweet :  I  found  it  in  my  chamber. 
I  like  the  work  well ;  ere  it  be  demanded, 
(As  like  enough  it  will,)  Pd  have  it  copied: 

(6)  Time  less  interrupted. 

(7)  The  meaning  is,  not  pick  out  the  work,  bal 
copy  this  word  ^  another  handkerchieC 
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Take  it,  and  doH;  and  leave  me  for  thLi  time. 

Bian.  Leave  you !  wherefore .' 

Cas.  \  do  attend  here  on  the  general ; 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wish, 
To  have  him  sec  mc  womanM. 

Bitm.  Why,  I  pray  you  ? 

Co*.  Not  that  I  love  you  not. 

Bian.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me. 

I  pray  you,  bring  mc  on  the  way  a  little ; 
And  say,  if  I  shall  see  you  soon  at  night. 

Ou.  'Tis  but  a  little  way,  that  I  can  bring  you. 
For  I  attend  here :  but  PU  see  you  soon. 

Bian.  *Tia  very  good ;  I  must  be  circumstanc'd. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

SCEJfE  I.—Tht  same.  Enter  Othello  and  lago. 

lago.  Will  you  think  so.^ 

oSi.  Think  so,  lago? 

la^o.  What, 

To  kiss  in  private  ? 

0th.  An  unauthorix^d  kiss. 

logo.  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  abed, 
An  hour,  or  more,  not  meaning  any  hann  f        ' 

0th.  Naked  abed,  lago,  and  not  mean  hann  ? 
It  is  hypocrisy  against  the  devil : 
They  that  mean  virtuously,  and  yet  do  so. 
The   devil  their  virtue    tempts,  and  they  tempt 
heaven. 

logo.  So  they  do  nothing,  *tis  a  venial  slip : 
But  if  I  give  mv  wife  a  handkerchief, 

0th.  What  then .? 

logo.  Why  then  *tis  hers,  my  lord  ;  and,  being 
hers. 
She  may,  I  think,  bestow*t  on  any  man. 

0th.  She  is  protectress  of  her  honour  too  j 
May  she  give  that .' 

lago.  Her  honour  is  an  essence  that*8  not  seen ; 
They  have  it  very  oft,  that  have  it  not : 
But,  for  the  handkerchief, 

0th.  By  heaven,  I  would  moat  gladly  have  for- 
got it  :— 
Thou  said'st, — O,  it  comes  o'er  my  memory, 
As  doth  the  raven  o'er  the  inl'ected  house. 
Boding  to  all,! — he  had  my  handkerchief. 

lago.  Ay,  what  of  that  ? 

0th.  That's  not  so  good,  now. 

logo.  What,  if  1  had  said,  I  had  seen  him  do  you 
wrong.' 
Or  heard  him  say, — As  knaves  be  such  abroad. 
Who  having,  by  their  own  importunate  suit, 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  some  mistress. 
Convinced  or  gupplied^  them,  cannot  choose 
But  they  must  blab 

0th.  Hath  he  said  any  thing  ? 

lago.  He  hath,  my  lord ;  but  be  you  well  a»- 
sur'd, 
No  more  than  he'll  unswear. 

0th,  What  hath  he  said  > 

lago.  'Faith,  that  he  did, — 1  know  not  what  he 
did. 

0th.  What.'  what.' 

logo.  Lie 

0th.  With  her.' 

logo.  With  her,  on  her ;  what  you  will 

Oih.  Lie  with  her  !  lie  on  her ! — We  say,  lie  on 
her,  when  they  belie  her :    Lie  with  her !  that's 

(1)  The  raven  was  thought  to  be  a  constant  at- 
tendant on  a  house  infected  with  the  plague. 

(2)  Old  spelling  of  suppled,  t.  e.  soAened. 


fulsome. — Handkerchief,— confessions, — handker- 
chief— To  confe8<i>,  and  be  hanged  for  hi:i  labour  '  — 
First  to  be  hanged,  and  then  to  confess : — I  trcmt  e 
at  It.  Nature  would  not  invest  herself  iu  siH.b 
shadowing  passion,  without  some  instructioQ.  1*  is 
not  words,  that  shake  me  thus  : — Pish  ! — .Nose*, 
ears,  and  lips  : — Is  it  possible .' — Confess  .'—Hand 
kerchief  !—0  devil ! —  [Fhils  in  a  trance. 

logo.   Work  on, 
My  medicine,  work!    Thus  credulous  fools  are 

caught ; 
And  many  worthy  and  chaste  dames,  even  thus, 
All  guiltless  meet  reproach. — What,  bo  !  my  kvdl 

Enter  Cassio. 

My  lord,  I  say  f  Othello ! — How  now,  Cassio  f 

Cas.  What  is  the  matter.' 

lago.  My  lord  has  fallen  into  an  epilepsj ; 
This  is  his  second  fit ;  he  had  one  yesterday. 

Cas.  Rub  him  about  the  temples. 

lago.  No,  forbear: 

The  lethargy  must  have  his  quiet  course  : 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth  ;  and,  by  and  by. 
Breaks  out  to  savage  madness.     Look,  he  slin : 
Do  you  withdraw  yourself  a  little  while. 
He  will  recover  straight ;  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occasion  speak  with  you. — 

[Eari7  Cassia 
How  is  it,  general .'  have  you  not  hurt  your  head.' 

Oth.  Dost  thou  mock  me  .' 

lago.  I  niKxrk  you  !  no,  bj  heaven : 

'Would  you  would  bear  your  fortunes  like  a  man. 

Oth.  A  homed  man's  a  monster,  and  a  beasL 

lago.   There's  many  a  beast  then  in  a  populous 
city. 
And  many  a  civil  monster. 

Oth.  Did  he  confess  it .' 

lago.  Good  sir,  be  a  man ; 

Think,  every  bearded  fellow,  that's  but  yok'd. 
May  draw  with  you  :  there's  millions  now  alive. 
That  nightly  lie  in  those  unproper^  beds. 
Which  they  dare  swear  peculiar;  your  case  is  better. 
O,  'tis  the  spite  of  hell,  the  fiend  s  arch-mock. 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  secure  couch, 
Aiid  to  suppose  her  chaste !  No,  let  me  know; 
And,  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  sbe  shall  be. 

Oth.  O,  thou  art  wise  ;  'tis  certain. 

lago.  Stand  you  a  while  apart ; 

Confine  yourself  but  in  a  patient  list.* 
Whil.st  you  were  here,  ere  while  mad  with  your  grW 
(A  passion  most  unsuiiing  such  a  man,) 
Cassio  came  hither :   I  shifted  him  away. 
And  laid  good  'scuse  upon  youi  ecstacy  ; 
Bade  him  anon  return,  and  here  speak  with  me; 
The  which  he  promis'd.    Do  but  encave*  yourselQ 
And  mark  the  fleers,  the  gibes,  and  notable  scorns. 
That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face  ; 
For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew, — 
Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when 
He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife; 
I  say,  but  mark  his  gesture.     Marry,  patience ; 
Or  1  shall  say,  you  are  all  in  all  in  spleen. 
And  nothing  ot  a  man. 

Oth.  Dost  thou  hear,  lago? 

I  will  be  found  most  cunning  in  my  patience  ; 
But  (dost  thou  hear .')  most  bloody. 

Ttigo.  I'hat's  not  amiss  i 

But  yet  keep  time  in  all.     Will  you  withdraw  .' 

[Othello  withdrami 
Now  will  I  question  Cassio  of  Bianca, 
A  housewife,  that,  by  selling  her  desires, 

(3)  A  proverbial  saying.         (4)  Common. 
(5)  Within  the  bounds  of  patience.     (6)  Hidti 
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6uj8  herself  bread  and  clothes :  it  is  ft  creature. 
That  doles  on  Cassio, — as  *tis  the  strumpet's  plague. 
To  beeuile  man/,  and  be  beguiled  bj  one ; 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excess  of  laughter : — Here  he  comes : — 

/Ze-cnter  Cassia 

As  he  shall  smile,  Othello  shall  go  mad; 
And  his  unbookish^  jealousy  must  construe 
Poor  Cassio's  smiles,  ffestures,  and  light  behaTiour 
Quite  in  the  wrong. — ^How  doyou  now,  lieutenant  ? 

Cos.  The  worser,  that  jou  give  me  the  addition,} 
IVhose  want  even  kills  me.  ' 

logo.  Pl^  Desdemona  well,  and  jou  are  sure  of  *t 
Now,  if  this  suit  la/  in  Bianca*8  power, 

[Speaking 
How  quickly  should  joa  speed. 

Com.  Alas,  poor  caitiflT! 

Oth.  Look,  how  he  laughs  already !        [Aside. 

logo.  I  never  knew  a  woman  love  man  so. 

Cm.  Alas,  poor  rogue .'  1  think,  i'faith,  she  k»ves 
me. 

Olh.  Now  he  denies  it  &indy,  and  laughs  it  out 

[Aside. 

logo.  Do  yon  hear,  Cassio .' 

Oth.  Now  he  importunes  him 

Totellito*er:  Goto;  well  said,  well  said  [Aside. 

logo.  She  rives  it  out,  that  you  shall  mariy  her : 
Do  you  intena  it  i 

Cos.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Oih.  Do  you  triumph,  Roman?  do  you  tnumph  ? 

[Aside. 

Cos.  I  many  her! — what?  a  customer.**  I  pr*y* 
Aee,  bear  some  charity  to  my  wit ;  do  not  think  it 
■o  unwholesome.     Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Oih.  So,  so,  so,  so :  They  laugh  that  win. 

[Aside. 

Jago.  'Faith,  the  ciy  goes,  that  you  shall  many 
her. 

Cos.  Pr'ythee,  say  trae. 

Jaro.  I  am  a  very  villain  else. 

Out.  Have  yon  scored  me  ?  Well.  [Aside. 

Cos.  lliis  is  the  monkey's  own  giving  out :  she 
IS  persuaded  I  will  marry  be?,  out  ot  her  own  love 
and  flattery,  not  out  of  my  promise. 

Oth.  lago  beckons  me ;  now  he  begins  the  story. 

Cea.  She  was  here  even  now ;  die  haunts  me  in 
every  place.  I  was,  the  other  day,  talking  on  the 
•ea^bank  with  certain  Venetians ;  and  thither  comes 
this  bauble ;  by  this  hand,  she  falls  thus  about  my 
neck; 

Oth.  Crying,  O  dear  Cassio .  as  't  were ;  his 
gesture  imports  it  [Aside. 

Cas.  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  pnd  weeps  upon  me ; 
■o  hales,  and  pulls  me :  ha,  ha,  ha ! — 

Oth.  Now  he  tells,  how  she  pluck*d  him  to  my 
chamber :  O,  I  see  that  nose  oTyours,  but  not  that 
dog  I  shall  throw  it  ta  [Aside. 

Cas.  Well,  I  must  leave  her  company. 

Jago.  Before  me !  look  where  she  comes. 

Enitr  Bianca. 

Cas.  *Tis  such  another  fitchew  !<  many,  a  p«r- 
fomed  one.—  What  do  you  mean  by  this  haunting 
of  me.' 

Bum.  Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  you ! 
What  did  you  mean  by  that  same  handkerchief, 
TOtt  gave  me  even  now  }  I  was  a  fine  fool  to  take  it. 
I  must  take  out  the  whole  work  ? — A  likely  piece 


(1)  Ignorant 
(3)  A  common 
;voL.  II. 


(2)  Title  of  lieutenant 
(4)  A  polecat 


of  work,  that  you  should  find  it  in  your  rhnmber, 
and  not  know  who  left  it  there !  Thi?>  is  some  luiux's 
token,  and  I  must  take  out  the  work .'  There, — give 
it  voor  hobby-hone :  wheresoever  you  had  it,  I'll 
take  out  no  work  on't 

Cas.  How  now,  my  sweet  Bianca  ?  how  now  ? 
how  now.' 

Oth  By  heaven,  that  should  be  my  handker- 
chief! [Aside. 

Bian.  An  you^l  come  to  supper  to-night,  you 
may :  an  vou  will  not,  come  wnen  you  are  next 
prepared  for.  [Elxii. 

logo.  After  her,  after  her. 

Cas.  'Faith  I  must,  she'll  rail  in  the  street  else. 

Jago.  Will  you  sup  there  ? 

Cas.  'Faith,  I  intend  sa 

logo.  Well,  1  may  chance  to  see  you ;  for  I 
would  very  fiiin  speak  with  you. 

Cas.  Pr'ythee,  come;  Will  you? 

Iftgo.  Go  to ;  say  no  more.  [Exit  Cassia 

Oth.  How  shall  I  murder  him,  laffo  ? 

logo.  Did  you  perceive  how  he  laughed  at  bis 
vice  ? 

Oth  O,  lago! 

logo.  And  did  you  see  the  handkerchief? 

Oth  Was  that  mine? 

lago.  Yours,  by  this  hand :  and  to  see  how*h*» 
prizes  the  foolish  woman,  your  wife  I  she  gave  if 
him,  and  he  hath  given  it  his  whore. 

CHh  I  would  have  him  nine  years  a  killing  :— 
A  fine  woman !  a  fair  woman !  a  sweet  woman ! 

laro.  Nay,  you  must  forget  that. 

Oth.  Ay,  let  her  rot  and  perish,  and  be  damned 
to-night ;  for  she  shall  not  live :  No,  my  heart  ii 
turned  to  stone ;  I  strike  it,  and  it  hurts  my  hand. 
O,  the  world  hath  not  a  sweeter  creature :  she 
misht  lie  by  an  emperor's  side,  and  command  him 
tasks. 

lago.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 

oih.  Han?  her!  I  do  but  say  what  she  is :— So 
delicate  withher  needle ! — An  admirable  musician ! 
O,  she  will  sing  the  savageness  out  of  a  bear ! — 
Of  so  high  and  plenteous  wit  and  invention ! — 

laro.  She's  tne  worse  for  all  this. 

Oth.  O,  a  thousand,  a  thousand  times: — And 
then,  of  so  gentle  a  condition  !* 


certain :  But  yet  the  pity  of  it. 


lago.  Ay,  too  gentle. 
Oth.  Nav,  that's  < 


lago ! — O,  lago,  the  pi^  of  it,  lago ! 

lago.  If  you  are  so  fond  over  her  iniquity,  give 
her  patent  to  offend ;  fiw,  if  it  touch  not  you,  it 
comes  near  nobody. 

Oth  I  will  chop  her  mto  messes : — Cuckold  me ! 

lago.  O,  'tfs  foul  in  her. 

Oth.  With  mine  officer ! 

Jago.  That's  fouler. 

Oth  Get  me  some  poison,  lago;  this  ni^t : — 

11  not  expostulate  with  her,  lest  Mr  body  and  beau- 
ty unprovide  my  mind  again :  this  night,  lago. 

Jago.  Do  it  not  with  poison,  strangle  her  in  hei 
bed,  even  the  bei  she  hath  contaminated. 

Oth.  Good,  good  :  the  justice  of  it  pleases;  very 
good. 

Jago.  And,  for  Cassio, — ^let  me  be  his  undertaker: 
You  shall  hear  more  by  midnight 

[A  trumpet  toithin. 

Oth  Excellent  good.— What  trumpet  is  that 
same? 

Jago,  Something  from  Venice,  sure.  *TisLodo> 
▼ico. 
Come  from  the  duke :  and,  see,  your  vrifo  is  with 
him. 

(5)  Of  so  wnti  a  dispositioiL 
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Ad  IF. 


Welcome  to  C 
Lod,  Itbeiik'jjroa:  Ho«rdoeslieirteoaiitCa«io? 


Eiiler  Lodorico,  DeMiemooa,  mJ  a<toiiE»i<t. 
Lod.  *Se.Te  700,  wortbgr  geneivl ! 
Oik.  With  all  mjr  heart,  lir. 

jLmI.  The  duke  and  aenaton  of  Veoaoe  greet  joo. 
[Give*  Aim  a  paxkd. 
OOl  I  luai  the  inftnnnent  of  their  pleaturea. 

lOptns  ilupaektt  andrtadg. 
Dei.  And  what's  tbe  newt,  good  cousin  Lodo- 

▼ico? 
logo.  I  am  Teiy  glad  to  tee  too,  sgnior ; 
■"       BtoCrpnit. 
[thank  70a: 
logo.  Lives,  sir. 
DtM.  Cousin,  there's  fiUlea  between  him  and  rar 

lOfd 

An  unkind  breach :  but  you  shall  make  all  weU. 

(Hk.  Are  vou  sure  of  that? 

Du.  Mj  lord? 

0th.        Thi$/aayounoiiodo,a$yauwill— 

[Readi, 

Lod.  He  did  not  call :  he's  busy  in  the  paper. 
Is  there  division  'twixt  thy  lord  and  Cassio  ? 

Det.  A  most  unhappy  one ;  I  would  do  much 
To  atooei  them,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Cassia 

Olh.  Fire  and  brimstone ! 

Da.  My  lord? 

0th.  Are  yoQ  wise? 

Det.  What,  is  he  angiy? 

Lod.  May  be,  the  letter  mov'd  him ; 

For,  as  I  think,  they  do  command  him  home. 
Deputing  Cassio  in  his  goveraroent 

Det.  By  my  troth,  I  am  glad  on't 

0th.  ■  Indeed. 

Det.  Myloid? 

Oth.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  mad. 

Det.  How,  sweet  Othello  ? 

Oth.  Devil !  [Striking  her. 

Det.  I  have  not  deserv'd  (his. 

Lod.  My  lord,  this  would  not  be  believ'd  in 
Venice, 
Though  I  should  swear  I  saw  it :  'TIS  veiy  much ; 
Make  her  amends,  she  weeps. 

Oth.  O  devil,  devil ! 

If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  woman's  tears, 
Each  drop  she  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile : — 
Out  of  my  sight! 

Det.  I  will  not  stay  to  offend  you. 

[Going. 

Lod.  Truly,  an  obedient  ladv ; — 
I  do  beseech  your  lordship,  calf  her  back. 

Oth.  Mistress, 

Dei.  My  lord? 

Oth.  What  would  you  with  her,  sir  ? 

Lod.  Who,  I,  mv  lord  ? 

Oth.  Ay ;  you  did  wish,  that  1  would  make  her 
turn: 
Sir,  she  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  go  00, 
And  turn  again ;  and  she  can  weep,  sir,  weep : 
And  she's  obedient,  as  you  say, — obedient, — 
Vefy  obedient ; — Proceed  you  in  your  tears. — 
Concerning  this,  sir, — O  well-painted  passion ! 
I  am  commanded  home : — Get  you  away ; 
I'll  send  for  you  anon.— Sir,  I  obey  the  mandate. 
And  will  return  to  Venice ; — Hence,  avaunt ! 

[Exit  Desdemona. 

Cassio  shall  have  my  place.    And,— sir,  to-night, 

I  do  entreat  that  we  may  sup  together. 

You  are  welcome,  sir,  to  Cyprus. — Goats,  and 

monkies!  [Exit. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  noble  Moor  whom  our  full  senate 
Call— -all-in-all  suflScient  ? — this  the  noble  nature 
Whom  passion  could  not  shake  ?  whose  solid  virtue 

(1)  Reconcile. 


Ijllie  shot  of  accident,  nor  dart  of  chance. 
Could  neither  giaie,  nor  pierce  ? 

logo.  He  is  mudi  diai^d 

Lod.  Are  his  wits  safe?  is  he  not  light  of  brain' 
logo.  He  is  that  he  is ;  I  may  not  breathe  m} 


What  he  might  be,— i^  what  he  might,  he  ii  not,-^ 
I  would  to  heaven,  he  were. 

Lod.  What,  strike  hb  wife! 

logo.  'Faith,  that  was  not  so  well  ,*  Yet  'srooki 
I  knew, 
Tliat  stroke  would  prove  the  worst 

Lod.  Istthbose? 

Or  did  tbe  letters  work  upon  hb  blood. 
And  new-create  this  fault? 

logo.  Alas,  alas  I 

It  is  not  hooesty  in  me,  tp  speak 
What  I  have  seen  and  known.    Yon  shaD  obaerve 

him; 

And  his  own  courses  will  denote  him  so, 
That  I  may  save  my  speech :  Do  but  go  after. 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 

Lod.  I  am  Sony,  that  I  am  decdv'd  in  him. 

[£xeviil. 

SCE^TE  II.— A  room  in  the   cattle.     Enter 
Othello  and  Emilia. 

Oih.  You  have  seen  nothing  then  ? 

EmiL  Nor  ever  heard ;  nor  ever  did  suspect 

Oth.  Yes,  you  have  seen  Cassio  and  the  together. 

Emil  But  then  I  saw  no  harm:  and  then  1  beard 
Each  syllable,  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 

Oth.  What,  did  they  never  whisper? 

EmiL  Never,  my  lord. 

Oth.  Nor  send  you  out  o'tbe  way  ? 

EmiL  Never. 

Oih.  To  fetch  her  fen,  her  gloves,  her  mask,  nor 
nothing  ? 

EmM.  Never,  my  lord. 

Oth.  That's  Strang 

EmiL  1  durst,  my  lord,  to  wager  she  is  honest. 
Lay  down  my  soul  at  stake :  if  you  think  other. 
Remove  your  thought ;  it  doth  abuse  your  bosooL 
If  any  wretch  hath  jjiut  this  in  your  head. 
Let  heaven  requite  it  with  the  serpent's  curse ! 
For,  if  she  be  not  honest,  chaste,  and  true. 
There's  no  man  happy ;  the  purest  of  their  wires 
Is  foul  as  slander. 

Oth.  Bid  her  come  hither :— go.— 

[£n/ Emilia. 
She  says  enough :— yet  she's  a  simple  bawd. 
That  cannot  say  as  much.    This  is  a  subtle  whore, 
A  closet-lock-and-key  of  villanous  secrets : 
And  yet  she'll  kneel,  and  pray ;  I  have  seen  her  do*L 

Re-enter  Em'Ma,  trith  Desdemona. 

Det.  My  lord,  what  is  your  will  ? 

Oth.  Pray,  chuck,  come  hither. 

Det.  What  is  your  pleasure? 

Oth.  Let  me  see  your  eyes, 

Look  in  my  face. 

Det.  What  horrible  fancy's  this  ? 

Oth.  Some  of  your  function,  mistress ;  [  7V>  EmiL 
Leave  procreants  alone,  and  shut  the  door; 
Cough,  or  cry — hem,  if  any  body  come : 
Your  mysteiy,  your  mystery ;— nay,  despatch. 

[Exit  Emilia. 

Det.  Upon  mv  knees,  what  doth  your  speevb 
import  r 
I  understana  a  Airy  in  your  words. 
But  not  the  words. 

Oth.  Why,  what  art  thou? 

Det.  Your  wife,  my  loid ;  your  true 

And  loyal  wife. 
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(Hh,  Come,  twear  it,  damn  thjaelf; 

Lest,  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  themselves 
Should  fear  to  seize  thee :    therefere  be  double- 
damned, 
Sweai^— thou  art  honest 

Des.  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it 

0th.  Heaven  tnilv  knovrs,  that  thou  art  false  as 
hell. 

Dei.  To  whom,  mj  lord  ?  with  whom  ?  How  am 
I  false? 

Oth.  O  Desdemona  '—away !  awav !  awaj  > 

Des,  Alas,  the  heavy  day!— Why  00  yoa  weep? 
Am  I  the  occasion  of  these  tears,  my  lord  ? 
It,  haply,  yoQ  my  father  do  suspect. 
An  instrument  of  this  your  calhng  back, 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me ;  if  you  have  lost  him. 
Why,  I  have  lost  him  tooi 

Ckh.  Had  it  pleas*d  heaven 

To  try  me  with  affliction;  had  he  rain*d 
All  kmds  of  sores,  and  shames,  on  my  bare  head ; 
Steep*d  me  in  poverty  to  the  veiy  lips ; 
Given  to  captivity  me  and  my  utmost  hopes ; 
I  should  have  found  in  some  part  of  my  soul 
A  drop  of  patience :  but  (alas !)  to  make  me 
A  fixed  figure,  for  the  time  of  scorn 
To  point  nis  slow  unmoving  finger  at, — 
O!  01 

Yet  could  I  bear  that  too ;  well,  veiy  well : 
But  there,  where  I  have  gamer*di  up  my  heart ; 
Where  either  I  must  live,  or  bear  no  life ; 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  runs, 
Or  else  dries  up ;  to  be  discarded  thence ! 
Or  keep  it  as  a  cistern,  for  foul  toads 
To  knot  and  li^nder  in! — turn  thy  complexion  there! 
Patience,  thou  young  and  rose-hpp*d  cherubim  . 
Ay,  there,  look  grim  as  hell ! 

Des.  1  hope,  my  noble  lord  esteems  me  honest. 

Oth.  O,  ay ;  as  summer  flies  are  in  the  shambles, 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing.    O  thou  weed. 
Who  art  so  lovely  fair,  and  nneiPst  so  sweet. 
That  the  sense  aches  at  thee.— *Would,  thou  hadst 
ne^er  been  bora ! 

Des.  Alas,  what  ignorant  sin  have  I  committed  ? 

Oth.  Was  this  fair  paper,  this  most  goodly  book, 
Made  to  write  whore  upon  ?  What  committed  ! 
Committed ! — O  thon  public  commoner ! 
1  should  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks. 
That  would  to  cinders  bum  up  modesty. 
Did  I  bat  speak  thy  deeds.— What  committed ! 
Heaven  stops  the  nose  at  it,  and  the  moon  winks ; 
Tha  bawdy  wind,  that  kisaes  all  it  meets. 
Is  hushM  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth. 
And  will  not  hear  it :  What  cooomitted  !— 
Impudent  strumpet ! 

Des.  By  heaven,  vou  do  me  wrong. 

Oth.  Are  not  you  a  strumpet? 

Des.  No,  as  I  am  aChristian  : 

If  to  preserve  this  vessel  for  my  lord. 
From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch. 
Be — ^not  to  be  a  strumpet,  I  am  none. 

Oth.  What,  not  a  whore? 

Des.  No,  as  I  shall  be  saved. 

Oth.  Is  It  possible  ? 

Des,  O,  heaven  forgive  us ! 

Oth.  I  cry  you  mercy,  then ; 

I  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice, 
That  married  with  Othella— You,  mistress, 

Reenter  Emilia. 
That  have  the  office  opposite  to  Saint  Peter, 
And  keep  the  gate  of  hell ;  You !  you !  ay,  you ! 
We  have  done  our  course ;  fhere^s  money  for  your 
pains; 

(1)  Treasured  np.  (2)  His  drab. 


I  pray  you,  turn  the  key,  and  keep  oar  counsel. 

[Exit 

EtniL  Alas,  what  does  this  eentleman  conceive? — 
How  do  you,  madam  ?  how  do  you,  my  good  lady? 

Des.  'Faith,  half  asleea 

EmiL  Good  madam,  what's  the  matter  with  mj 
lord? 

Des.  With  who? 

EmiL  Why,  with  my  lord,  madam. 

Des.  Who  is  thy  lord  .^ 

EmiL  He  that  is  yours,  sweet  lady. 

Des.  1  have  none :  Do  not  talk  to  me,  Emilia ; 
I  cannot  weep ;  nor  answer  I  have  none. 
But  what  should  go  by  water.    Pr'ythee,  to-night 
Lay  on  my  bed  mv  wedding  sheets, — remember ; — 
And  call  thy  husband  hither. 

Emit.  Here  is  a  change,  indeed !    [Eixii. 

Des.  *Tis  meet  I  should  be  used  so,  very  meet 
How  have  I  been  behav'd,  that  he  mieht  stick 
The  small'st  opinion  on  my  greatest  abuse? 

Re-enter  Emilia,  with  laga 

logo.  What  is  your  pleasure,  madam?  How  is 
it  with  you  ? 

Des.  I  cannot  telL   Those,  that  do  teach  yoonc 
babes. 
Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  easy  tasks : 
He  might  liave  chid  me  so ;  for,  m  good  faith, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

logo.  Wliat's  the  matter,  lady  ? 

Emil.  Alas,  lago,  my  lord  hath  so  bewhor'd  her. 
Thrown  such  despite  and  heavy  terms  upon  her, 
As  true  hearts  cannot  bear. 

Des.  Am  I  that  name,  lago  ? 

Jago.  What  name,  fair  lady  ? 

Des.  Such  as,  she  says,  my  k>rd  did  say  I  was. 

EmiL  He  calPd  her,  whore ;  a  beggar,  in  his 
drink, 
Could  not  have  laid  such  teims  upon  his  callet' 

/ayo.  Why  did  he  so? 

Des.  I  do  not  know ;  I  am  sure,  I  am  none  such. 

logo.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep;  Alas,  the  day! 

EmiL  Has  she  forsook  so  many  noble  matcho, 
Her  father,  and  her  country,  and  her  friends. 
To  be  caird— whore?  would  it  not  make  one  weep? 

Z>ef.  it  is  my  wretched  fortune. 

Ingo.  Beshrew  him  for  it ! 

How  comes  the  trick  upon  him? 

Des.  Nay,  heaven  doth  know. 

EmiL  I  will  be  hanged,  if  some  eterna.  villain. 
Some  l^y  and  insinuating  rogue. 
Some  cogginf^  cozening  slave,  to  eet  some  office. 
Have  not  devis'd  this  slander;  rH  be  hang*d  elae. 

logo.  Fie,  there  is  no  such  man :  it  is  impossible. 

Des.  U  any  such  there  be,  heaven  paroon  him! 

EmiL  A  halter  pardon  him !  and  hell  gnaw  his 
bones! 
Why  should  he  call  her,  whore  ?  who  keeps  her 

company  ? 
What  place?  what  time?  what  form?  what  like- 
lihood? 
The  Moor's  abus'd  br  some  most  vilianoos  knave, 
S<Mne  base  notorious  knave,  some  scurvy  fellow  : — 
O,  heaven,  that  such  companions'  tboo'dst  unfold ; 
And  put  in  every  honest  hand  a  whip. 
To  Issh  the  rascal  naked  through  the  worid, 
Even  from  the  east  to  the  west .' 

lago.  Speak  within  door 

EmiL  O,  fie  upon  him !  some  such  squire  he  was 
That  tum'd  your  wit  the  seamy  side^  without, 
And  made  you  to  suspect  me  with  the  Moor. 

lago.  You  are  a  fool ;  go  ta 


(3)  Fellows. 


(4)  Inside  c 
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Dea.  O  ^;ood  lago, 

What  ihall  I  do  to  win  mj  lord  agaia  ? 
CSood  frieod,  go  to  him ;  for  by  this  light  of  beareo, 
I  know  not  how  I  lo6t  him.    Here  I  kneel  — 
If  e*er  my  will  did  trespass  *gainst  his  We, 
Either  in  discoune  of  thought,  or  actual  deed ; 
Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  sense, 
Delie;fated  them  in  any  other  form ; 
Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did, 
And  ever  will, — though  be  do  shake  me  off 
To  beggarly  divorcement, — love  him  dearly, 
Comfort  forswear  me !  Unkindness  may  do  much ; 
And  his  nnkindness  may  defeat  my  life. 
But  never  taint  my  love.    I  cannot  say,  whore ; 
It  does  abhor  me,  now  I  speak  the  word ; 
To  do  the  act  that  might  the  addition^  earn. 
Not  the  world's  mass  of  vanity  could  make  meu 

logo.  I  pray  you,  be  content;  *tis  but  his  humour ; 
The  business  of  the  state  does  him  offence. 
And  he  does  chide  with  you. 

Det.  If  'twere  no  other, — 

logo  It  is  but  so,  I  warrant  yon.      [  TVumpets. 
Hark,  how  these  instruments  summon  to  supper ! 
And  the  great  messengers  of  Venice  stay : 
Go  in,  and  weep  not ;  all  things  shall  be  well. 

[Exeunt  Desdemona  and  Emilia. 

JBnler  Roderiga 

How  now,  RoderiKO  ? 
Rod,  I  do  not  &id,  that  thou  deaPst  justly  with 

logo.  What  in  the  contrary .' 

Rod.  Eveiy  day  thou  doff*st  me^  with  some 
device,  lago;  and 'rather  (as  it  seems  to  me  now,) 
keep*8t  from  me  all  conveniency,  than  suppliest  me 
with  the  least  advantage  of  hope.  I  will,  indeed, 
DO  longer  endure  it :  Nor  am  I  yet  persuaded,  to 
put  up  in  peace  what  ahneady  I  have  fcolishly  suf- 

logo.  Will  you  hear  me,  Roderigo  ? 

Rod  *Faith,  I  have  hesird  too  much;  for  your 
words  and  performance  are  no  kin  tpgetfaer. 

logo.  You  charge  me  most  unjustly. 

Rod  With  nought  but  truth.  I  have  wasted 
myself  out  of  my  means.  The  jewels  you  have 
had  from  me,  to  deliver  to  Desdemona,  would  half 
have  corrupted  a  yotarist :  You  have  told  me— she 
has  received  them,  and  returned  me  expectatkms 
and  comforts  of  sudden  respect  and  acquittance  ;* 
but  I  find  none. 

logo.  Well ;  TO  to ;  werv  well. 

Rod  Very  well !  go  to .'  I  cannot  go  to,  man ; 
nor  'tis  not  very  well:  By  this  hand,  I  say,  it  is 
TeiT  scurvy :  and  begin  to  find  myself  fobbed  in  it 

logo.  Very  well. 

Rod  I  tell  you,  'tis  not  veiy  well  I  will  make 
myself  known  to  Desdemona :  if  she  will  return 
roe  my  jewels,  I  will  give  over  my  suit,  and  repent 
m^  unlawful  solicitation;  if  not,  assure  yourself,  I 
will  seek  satisfaction  of  you. 

logo.  You  have  said  now. 

Rod  Ay,  and  I  have  said  nothing,  but  what  I 
protest  intendment  of  doing. 

logo.  Why,  now  I  see  there's  mettle  in  thee ;  and 
even,  from  tnis  instant,  do  build  on  thee  a  better 
opinion  than  ever  before.  Give  me  thy  hand, 
Roderigo :  Thou  hast  taken  against  me  a  most  just 
excephon ;  butj^et,  I  protest,  I  have  dealt  most  di- 
rectly in  thr  amir. 

Rod  It  hath  not  appeared. 

logo.  I  grant,  indeed,  it  halh  not  appeared ;  and 
four  suspicion  is  not  without  wit  and  judgment 


(1)  Title. 


(2)  Putt'st  me  off. 


But,  Roderigo,  if  (hou  hast  (hat  within  thee  indeed, 
which  I  have  greater  reason  to  believe  now  than 
ever, — I  mean,  purpose,  courage,  and  valour, — this 
night  show  it :  if  tbou  the  next  night  following  ei»> 
joyestnot  Desdemona,  take  me  from  this  world 
with  treachenr,  and  devise  enp^es  for  my  lifo. 

Rod  Well,  what  is  it?  is  it  within  reason,  and 
compass? 

logo.  Sir,  there  is  especial  commission  come  from 
Venice,  to  depute  Casno  in  Othello's  place. 

Rod  Is  that  true  ?  why,  then  Othello  and  Desde> 
mona  return  again  to  Venice. 

logo.  O,  no ;  he  goes  into  Mauritania,  and  takes 
away  with  him  the  fair  Desdemona,  unless  his 
abode  be  lingered  here  l^'  some  accident ;  wherein 
none  can  be  so  determinate,  as  the  removing  of 
Cassia 

Rod  Howdoyoumean— removing  of  him? 

logo.  Why,  by  making  him  incapable  of  OtfaeUo't 
place ;  knocking  out  his  brains. 

Rod  And  that  you  would  have  me  do  ? 

logo.  Ay,  if  you  dare  do  yourself  a  profit,  and  a 
right  He  sups  to-night  with  a  hariot,  and  thither 
will  I  go  to  him ;— he  knows  not  yet  of  his  honoui^ 
able  fortune:  if  you  will  watch  his  going  thence 
(which  I  will  fashion  to  fall  out  between  twelve  and 
one,)  you  may  take  him  at  your  pleasure ;  1  will  be 
near  to  second  your  attempt,  and  he  shall  fall  be- 
tween us.  Come,  stand  not  amaxed  at  it,  but  ^ 
along  with  me ;  1  will  show  you  such  a  necessitv  in 
his  (teath,  that  you  shall  think  yourself  bound  to 
put  it  on  him.  It  is  now  high  suppei^time,  and  the 
night  grows  to  waste :  about  it 

Rod  I  will  hear  further  reason  for  this. 

logo.  And  you  shall  be  satisfied.  [£xciml. 

SCSIXE  III— Another  room  m  (he  eaetle,  En^ 
ier  Othello,  Lodovico,  Desdemona,  Emilia,  and 
AttendanU. 

hod.  I  do  beseech  yoo,  vr,  trouble  yoondf  no 

further. 
OQi,  O  nardon  me ;  'twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 
Lad  Madam,  goodnight;  I  humbly  thank  yoor 

ladyship. 
Det.  Your  honour  is  most  welcome. 
Oth,  WiU  you  walk,  m  ?^ 

O,— Desdemona, 

Z>M.  Mylord? 

Of  A.  Get  Ton  to  bed  on  the  instant,  I  wiH  be 
returned  forthwith :  dismiss  your  attendant  (here; 
look,  it  be  done. 
The.  I  will,  my  lord. 

\Exeuni  Othello,  Lodovico, ami  .^ftoMiaNte. 
EmxL  How  goes  it  now  ?  be  kxiks  gentler  than 

be  did. 
Tk».  He  says,  he  will  return  incontinent;* 
He  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed. 
And  bade  me  (o  dismiss  you. 
EmL  Dismiss  me ! 

BtM.  It  was  his  bidding;  therefore,  good  Emilia, 
Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu : 
We  must  not  now  displease  him. 
£mtt  I  would,  you  had  never  seen  him ! 
Dea,  So  would  not  I ;  my  love  doth  so  approve 
him, 
That  eyen    his   stubbornness,   his    checks,  and 

frowns, — 

Pr'ythee,  unpin  roe,— have  grace  and  favour  an 
them. 
EmL  I  have  laid  those  sheets  you  bade  roe  oa 
the  bed. 

(3)  Requital.  (4  Immediate^ 
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Airs  one :— Good  &ther !  how  foolish  mre 
our  minds ! — 
If  I  do  die  before  thee,  pr*ytbee,  shroud  me 
[n  one  of  those  same  sheets. 
EmiL  Come,  come,  you  talk. 

Des,  My  mother  had  a  maid  call'd— Barbara ; 
She  iras  in  lo?e  ;  and  he,  she  lov*d,  prov'd  mad,i 
And  did  forsake  her :  she  had  a  song  of— willow, 
An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  expressed  her  fortune, 
And  she  died  singing  it :  That  song,  to-night. 
Will  not  go  from  mr  mind;  I  have  much  to  do, 
But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  side, 
And  sing  it  like  poor  Barbara.    Pr>thee,  despatch. 
Emil.  Shall  1  go  fetch  your  night-gown  ? 
Dee,  No,  unpin  me  here.— 

This  Lodovico  is  a  proper  man. 
EmU.  A  Teiy  handsome  man. 
Dte.  And  he  speaks  well. 

EmiL  I  know  a  lady  in  Venice,  who  would  have 
walked  barefoot  to  Ailestine,  for  a  touch  of  his 
nether  lipi 

L 

Des.  The  poor  aond  eai  eighing  by  a  eycamore 
tree. 
Sing  all  a  green  wiUaw  ;  [Singing. 

Her  handonher  bosom,  her  head  on  her  hue. 

Sing  Vfillow,  wiUow,  toilUne: 
The  fresh  streams  ran  by  her,  and  murmured 
her  moans  f 
Sing  vnllow,  ^c. 
Her  salt  tears  feil  from  her,  and  et^fUgCd  the 


Layby  these: 

Sing  wiUow,  loittow,  wOkno . 
Pr*ythee,  hie  thee ;  he'll  come  anon.— 

SingaUa  green  wiUow  must  be  my  gar- 


Und. 


n. 


Let  nobody  blame  him,  his  scorn  I  approve,— 
Nay,  that's  not  next— Hark !  who  is  it  that  knocks  ? 
EmiL  It  is  the  wind. 

Des.  leaWdmy  love,  faltelave;  but vahat said 

hethen? 

Sing  willow,  lire 

If  I  court  m^  women,  ytm'B  couch,  wiXh  mo  men. 

So,  get  thee  gone ;  good  night    Mine  eyes  do 

itch; 
Doth  that  bode  weeping  ? 
Emit.  Tis  neither  here  nor  there. 

Des.  Ihave  heard  it  said  sa— O,  these  men,  these 
men! — 
Dost  thou  in  conscience  think,— tell  me,  Emilia, — 
That  there  be  women  do  abuse  their  husbands 
In  such  g^roes  kind  ? 
E^ndL  There  be  some  such,  no  question. 

Des,  Would'st  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the 

worid? 
EmU  Why,  would  not  you  ? 
Bes,  No>  by  this  heavenly  light ! 

EmiL  Nor  I  neither  by  this  heavenly  light ; 
- 1  might  do't  as  well  i'tbe  dark. 

J)e»,  Would'st  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the 

world? 

J^nXL  The  world  is  a  huge  thing :  'Tis  a  great 
price 
For  m  imall  vice. 

(1)  Wild,  inconstant  (2)  Mo  for 

(3)  Our  fonner  allowance  of  expense. 


Des.  Good  troth,  I  think  thou  would'st  not 
EmiL  By  my  troth,  1  think  I  should ;  and  un- 
do't,  when  I  had  done.  Marry,  I  would  not  do 
such  a  thing  for  a  joint-ring ;  nor  for  measures  ol 
lawn ;  nor  for  gowns,  petticoats,  nor  caps,  nor  an^ 
petty  exhibition :  but,  tor  the  whole  world,— Why, 
who  would  not  make  her  husband  a  cuckold,  to 
make  him  a  monarch?  I  should  venture  purgatory 
for't 

Des.  Beshrew  me,  if  1  would  do  such  a  wrong 
for  the  whole  world. 

EmiL  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'thc 
world ;  and,  having  the  world  for  your  labour,  'tis 
a  wrong  in  your  own  world,  and  you  might  quickly 
make  it  right 
Des.  I  do  not  think  there  b  any  such  woman. 
EmiL  Yes,  a  dosen ;  and  as  many 
To  the  vantage,  as  would  store  the  world  they 

play'd  for. 
But,  I  do  think,  it  is  their  husbands'  faults. 
If  wives  do  fall:  Say,  that  they  slack  their  duties, 
And  pour  our  treasures  into  foreign  laps ; 
Or  else  break  out  in  peevish  jealousies. 
Throwing  restraint  upon  us;  or,  say,  they  strike  us. 
Or  scant  our  fonner  having^  in  despite ; 
Why,  we  have  galls;  andf,  though  we  have  some 

grace. 
Yet  we  have  some  revenge.    Let  husbands  know. 
Their  wives  have  sensed  like  them :  they  see,  and 

smell. 
And  have  their  palates  both  for  sweet  and  soar. 
As  husbands  have.     What  is  it  that  they  do. 
When  they  change  us  for  others?  Is  it  sport? 
1  think  it  is ;  And  doth  affection  breed  it  ? 
I  think,  it  doth ;  Is't  frailty,  that  thus  errs  ? 
It  is  so  too :  And  have  not  we  affections  ? 
Desires  for  sport  ?  and  frailty,  as  men  have  ? 
Then,  let  them  use  us  well :  else,  let  them  know. 
The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  instruct  us  ta 
Des.  Good  night,  good  night :  Heaven  me  such 
usage  send. 
Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad ;  bat,  by  bad,  mend ! 

[EMunt, 


ACT  V- 

SCEXEL— A  street.  £nfer  lagoaniRoderiga 

logo.  Here,  stand  behind  this  bulk ;  straight  will 
become: 
Wear  thy  good  rapier  bare,<  and  put  it  home ; 
Quick,  quick ;  fear  nothing ;  I'll  be  at  thy  elbow  t 
It  makes  us,  or  it  mars  us :  think  on  that. 
And  fix  most  firm  thy  resolution. 

Rod,  Be  near  at  hand ;  I  mav  miscarry  In't 

/ago.  Here,  at  thy  hand ;  be  bold,  and  take  thy 
sword.  [Retires  to  a  little  distance. 

Rod.  1  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed ; 
And  vet  he  has  given  me  satisfying  reasons : — 
'Tis  but  a  man  gone :— forth,  my  sword ;  he  dies. 
[Qoes  to  his  stand. 

Jago.  I  have  rubb'd  this  young  quat  almost  to 
the  sense.* 
Andhe|^rowsangiy.    Now,  whether  he  kill  Cassk), 
Or  Cassio  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 
Eveiy  way  mak^  my  gain :  Live  Roderigo, 
He  calls  me  to  a  restitution  large 
Of  gold,  and  jewels,  that  I  bobb'd^  from  him« 
As  giAs  to  D^emona; 


(4)  SensatkxL 
(6)  To  the  quick. 


<5)  Unsheathed. 
(7)  Fished. 
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It  most  not  be :  if  Casn'o  do  remaio. 

He  hath  a  daily  beautj  in  hit  life. 

That  makes  me  ugly ;  and,  bendM,  the  Moor 

May  unfold  me  to  him;  there  stand  1  in  much 

peril; 
No,  be  most  die : — But  n,  I  hear  him  ooming. 

Enkr  CwMo. 

Rod.  I  know  his  gait,  *tis  be ;— Villam,  thoa  diest 
[iZiitftes  /mm  hityost^  and  makes  a  pass  ai 
Cassia 
Cas.  That  thrust  had  been  mine  enemy  indeed. 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thou  think'st ; 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine. 

[Draws,  and  toounds  Roderiga 
Rod.  O,  I  am  slain ! 

[lago  rushes  from  Jus  post,  cuts  Cassio  behind 

in  Ihe  Itg,  and  exit. 
Cbf  .  I  am  maim'd  for  ever : — Help,  ho .'  mur- 
der! murder!  [Fails. 

Enter  Othello,  ai  a  distance. 

0th.  The  voice  of  Cassio : — lago  keeps  his  word. 

Rod.  O,  villain  that  I  am ! 

0th.  Hark !  *tis  even  so. 

Cas.  O,  help !  ho !  light !  a  surgeon ! 

Oth.  *Tis  be ;— O  brave  lago,  KNiest,  and  just. 
That  hast  such  noble  sense  of  thy  friend's  wronf ! 
Thou  teacbest  me,— Minion,  yoar  dear  lies  dead. 
And  your  fate  hies  apace : — Strumpet,  I  come : 
Forthi  of  my  heart  those  chaims,  thine  eyes,  are 

blotted ; 
Thy  bed,  lust-stain'd,  shall  with  lust*s  blood  be 
spotted.  [Exit  Othelfo. 

Sinter  Lodovico  and  Gratiano,  at  a  distance. 

Cos.  What,  ho!  no  watch?  no  passage.^  mur- 
der! murder! 

Qra,  *Tis  some  mischance;  the  ciy  is  very 
direful. 

Cas.  0,belp! 

Lod.  Hark! 

Rod.  O  wretched  villain ! 

Lod.  Two  or  three  groans ; — it  is  a  heavyS  night : 
These  ma^  be  counteneits;  let's  thinkU  unsafe 
To  come  m  to  the  cry,  without  more  help. 

Rod.  Nobody  come?  then  shall  I  bleed  to  death. 

Enter  lago,  with  a  light. 

Lod.  Hark ! 

Gra.  Here's  one  comes  in  his  shirt,  with  light 
and  weapons. 

iago.  Who's  there?  whose  noise  is  this,  that 
cries  on  murder  ? 

Lod.  We  do  not  know. 

lago.  Did  you  not  hear  a  ciy  ? 

Cu.  Here,  here ;  for  heaven^s  sake,  help  me. 

iago.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Ora.  This  is  Othello's  ancient,  as  I  take  it 

Lod,  The  same,  indeed ;  a  veiy  valiant  fellow. 

logo.  What  are  you  here  that  err  so  rrievously  ? 

Cos.  Iago  ?  O,  I  am  spoil'd,  unoone  by  villains ! 
Give  me  some  helpi 

logo.  O  me,  lieutenant !  what  villains  have  done 
this? 

Cas.  I  think,  that  one  of  them  b  hereabout, 
And  cannot  make  away. 

logo.  O  treacherous  villains  ! — 

What  are  you  there  ?  come  in,  and  give  some  help. 

[To  Lodovico  and  Gratiano. 

Rod.  O,  help  me  here ! 


(l)OQt 


(2)  No 


Cm.  That's  one  of  them. 

logo.  O  muiderous  slave !  O  villain ; 

JIago  slo^  Roderiga 

Rod.  O  damn'd  Iago !  O  mhnman  dog! — 
O!  O'  O! 

lago.   Kin  men  Tthe  daxk ;— Where  be  there 
bloodv  thieves? 
How  silent  is  tfiis  town !— Ho !  murder !  murder ! 
What  may  you  be  ?  are  you  of  good,  or  evil  ? 

Lod.  As  yoQ  shall  prove  us,  praise  us. 

Jago.  Signior  Lodovico? 

Lod.  He,  sir. 

Iago.         I  cry  you  mercy ;  Here's  Cassio  hart 
By  villains. 

Gro.  Cassio  ? 

logo.  How  is  it,  brother  ? 

Cos.  My  leg  is  cut  in  twa 

logo.  Many,  heaven  forbid  !- 

Light,  gentlemen ;  111  bind  it  with  my  shirt. 

Enter  Biaaca. 

Bian.  What  is  the  matter,  ho?  who  is*t  that 

cried? 
lafi.  Who  is't  that  cried  ? 
Btan.  O  my  dear  Cassio !  my  sweet  Cassk) ! 
O  Cassio !  Cassio !  Cassio ! 
Jago.  O  notable  strumpet !— Cassio,  may  you 
suspect 
Who  they  should  be,  that  have  thus  mangled 
Vou? 
Cas.  No. 
Gra.  I  am  sony,  to  find  you  thus :  I  have  been 

to  seek  you. 
Iago.  Lend  me  a  garter :  Sa— O,  for  a  chair, 
To  bear  him  easil  v  hence ! 
Bian.     Alas,  he  foints:— O  Cassio!   Cssno! 

Cassio ! 
Iago.  Gentlemen  all,  I  do  suspect  this  tnA 
To  kw  a  partv  in  this  injury. — 
Patience  a  while,  good  Cassio. — Come,  come ; 
Lend  roe  a  light. — Know  we  this  face,  or  no? 
Alas !  my  friend ;  and  my  dear  countryman, 
Roderigo  ?  no :— Yes,  sure ;  O  heaven !  Rodertea 
Gra.  What,  of  Venice? 
Iago.  Even  he,  sir;  did  you  know  him  ? 
Gra.  Know  him  ?  ay. 

Iago.  Signior  Gratiano  ?  I  ciy  you  gentle  pardon ; 
These  bloodv  accidents  must  excure  my  manners, 
That  so  neglected  you. 
Gra.  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 

logo.  How  do}-ou,  Cassio?— O,  a  chair,  a  chair! 
Gra.  Roderigo! 

Iago.  He,  he,  'tis  he :— O,  thst's  well  said ;— the 
chair :—  [A  chair  brought  in. 

Some  good  man  bear  him  carefullv  from  hence ; 
I'll  fetch  the  general's  surgeon.— For  you,  mistress, 

[To  Bianca. 
Save  you  your  labour.    He  that  lies  slain  here, 

Cassio, 
Was  my  dear  friend :  What  malice  was  between 
you? 
Cas.  None  in  the  world ;  nor  do  I  know  the  man. 
logo.  [  To  Bian.]  What,  look  you  pale  ?— O,  bear 
him  out  o'the  air. — 

[Cassio  and  Rod.  are  bonu  off. 
Stay  you,  good  gentlemen : — Look  you  pale,  mis- 
tress? 
Do  you  perceive  the  ghastness  of  her  eye .' — 
Nay,  if  vou  stare,  we  shall  hear  more  anon : — 
Behold  her  well ;  I  pray  you,  look  upon  her ; 
Do  you  see,  gentlemen  ?  nay,  guiltiness  will  spesk, 

(3)  Thick,  cloudv. 
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Hioagh  longnat 


were  out  of  QM. 
Eniir  Emilia. 


EmO.  'Lm,  wbst*t  the  matter;  what's  the  matter, 


/tfo.  Ca«io  hath  here  been  teton  m  the  dark, 
Br  luxlerigo,  and  fellows  that  are  'tcapM ; 
He*8  almost  slain,  and  Roderigo  dead. 

EmiL  Alas,  good  gentleman!  alas,  good  Ch«io .' 

logo.  This  M  the  fruit  of  whoring.— Pr'ythee, 
Emilia, 
Go  know  of  Cai«o  where  he  toppM  to-night : — 
What,  do  you  shake  at  that  ? 

Bum.  He  sappM  at  my  booM;  but  I  therefore 
shake  not. 

logo.  O,  did  he  so?  I  charge  you, co  with  me. 

Emil  Fie,  fie  upon  thee,  strumptT 

Bian,  I  am  no  strumpet;  but  ot  life  as  bonevt, 
A»  jou  diat  thuM  abase  me. 

JimiL  Asl.>  fob!  fieoponthee! 

Jaeo.  Kind  gentlemen,  let*s  go  see  poor  Cabsio 
dressM  ;~ 
Come,  mistress,  you  mutt  tell  us  another  tale.— 
Emilia,  run  you  to  the  citadel. 
And  tell  roy  lord  and  lady  what  hasbapp*d.— 
Will  you  go  on,  I  prey  ?— This  is  the  night,  [Aside. 
That  either  makes  me,  or  fordoes^  me  quite.  [Exe. 

SCEJVE  Jl.^-A  hed-thamhtr:  Desdemona  m  bed 
asleep,    A  Ughi  bunting.    Enter  Othello. 
Oth.  It  is  the  cause,  it  is  the  cause,  my  soul, — 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  yoa,  you  chaste  stars ! — 
It  is  the  cause.— Yet  Til  not  shed  her  blood ; 
Nor  scar  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  than  snow. 
And  smooth  as  monumental  alabaster. 

[Takes qff'  his  fword. 
Yet  she  must  die,  else  she*ll  betray  more  men. 
Put  out  the  light,  and  then  put  out  the  light  :> 
If  I  quench  thee,  thou  flammg  minister, 
I  can  again  thy  former  light  restore. 
Should  I  repent  me : — but  once  put  out  thine. 
Thou  cunning*8t  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 
i  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  heat. 
That  can  thy  light  relume.  When  i  have  pluck*d  thy 

rose, 
I  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again, 
It  needs  must  wither :— Pll  smell  it  on  the  tree.- 
[Kissing  her. 

0  balmy  breath,  that  dost  almost  persuade 
Justice  to  break  her  sword! — One  more,  one  more.— 
Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  (hee, 
And  love  thee  aAer : — One  more,  and  this  the  last : 
.So  sweet  was  ne*er  so  fetal.     I  roost  weep. 

But  they  are  cruel  tears :  This  sorrow's  heavenly ; 
It  strikes,  where  it  doth  lore. — She  wakes — 

Des.  Who's  there?  Othello.^ 

0/A.  Ay,  Defldemona. 

Des.  Will  you  come  to  bed,  my  lord  f 

Oth.  Have  you  prey'd  to-night,  Desdemona  ? 

Des.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Oth.  If  you  bethmk  yoonelf  of  any  crime, 
t/nreroncird  as  ^ct  to  heaven  and  grece, 
Solicit  for  it  straight 

Des.  Alas,  mv  lord,  what  may  von  mean  by  that  ? 

Oih.  Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief;  I  will  walk  by  : 

1  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  spirit ; 

No,— Heaven  forfend  .1—1  would  not  kill  thy  soul. 
Des.  Talk  yoa  of  killing? 
Oth,  Aj,  I  da 

Des.  Then  heaven 

Have  mercy  od  dm  ! 


(1)  Undoes. 
(3)  Forbid. 


(2)  t.  «.  The  light  of  life. 
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Oik.  Amen,  with  all  my  heart ! 

Des.  If  you  say  so,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  me. 

Oth.  Humph!  ' 

Des.  And  yet  I  fear  yoa :  for  yoo  are  fatal  then, 
When  your  eyes  roll  so :  Why  I  should  fear,  I  know 

no^ 
Since  guiltiness  I  know  not ;  but  yet,  I  feel,  I  fear. 

Oth.  Think  on  thy  skis. 

Des,  They  are  loves  I  bear  to  you. 

Oth.  At,  and  for  that  thou  diesL 

Des.  That  death's  unnatural,  that  kills  for  loving. 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  so  your  nether  lip  ? 
Some  bloody  passion  shakes  your  veiy  frame : 
These  are  portents;  but  yet,  I  hope,  I  hope. 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

Oih,  Peace^  and  be  stilL 

Des.  I  will  so.  What's  the  matter? 

Oth.  That  handkerchief;  which  I  so  kw'd,  and 
gave  thee. 
Thou  gav^st  to  Cassia 

Des.  No,  by  my  life  and  soul; 

Send  for  the  man,  and  ask  hiuL 

Oth.  Sweet  soul,  take  heed. 

Take  heed  of  perjury ;  thoo'rt  on  thy  death-bed. 

Des.  Ay,  but  not  yet  to  die. 

Oth.  Yes,  presently: 

Therefore  confess  thee  freely  of  thy  sin ; 
For  to  deny  each  article  with  oath,    . 
Cannot  remove,  nor  choke,  the  strong  conceptkm. 
That  I  do  groan  withal.    Thou  art  to  die. 

Des.  Then,  Lord  have  mtrey  on  me ! 

Oih.  I  say,  amen. 

Des.  And  have  yoo  mercy  too !— I  never  did 
Oflfend  you  in  my  life ;  never  lov'd  Cassio, 
But  with  such  general  warranty  of  hoiven 
As  I  mieht  love :  I  never  gave  him  token. 

Oih.  Br  heaven,  I  saw  niy  handkerchief  in  hip 
hand. 

0  perjured  woman  !  thou  dost  stone  my  hearty 
And  mak'st  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  do,— 

A  murder,  which  I  thought  a  sacrifice  :^ 

1  saw  the  handkerchief 

Des.  He  found  it  then } 

I  never  eave  it  him  9 — Send  for  him  hither. 
And  let  him  confess  a  truth. 

Oth.  HahathcooAss'd. 

Des.  What,myh>rd? 

Oth.  That  he  hath— os'd  thee. 

Des.  How?  onlawfolly' 

Oth,  Ay. 

Des,  He*l1  not  say  sa 

Oth,  No,hit  month  is  stopp'ds 

Honest  lago  hath  ta'en  order  fopt* 

Des.  My  fear  interprets  then, — What,  is  he  dead  ? 

Oth,  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  re- 
venge 
Had  stomach  for  them  all. 

Des.  Alas !  he  is  betrar'd,  and  I  andone. 

Oth.  Out,  strumpet !  Weep'st  thou  for  him'  tc 
my  fece  ? 

Des.  O,  banish  me,  mj  knd,  but  kill  me  not.  * 

Oth,  Down,  strumpet  f 

Des.  Kill  me  to-monow,  let  ma  live  to-night 

Oth.  Nay,  if  you  strive, 

Des.  But  half  an  hour. 

Oih.  Being  done, 

There  is  no  pause. 

Des.  Bot  while  I  ssy  one  prayer. 

Oth.  It  is  too  late.  [He  smothers  her, 

EmiL  [Within.]  My  loid,my  toiti!  what  ho., 
my  lord!  my  lord! 


(4)  A  sacrifice  atoning  for  thy 

(5)  Has  taken  measures 
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OOl  What  Doifle  is  tbu?— Not  dead?  not  yet 
quite  dead  ? 
I,  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  merciful ; 
I  would  not  have  thee  linger  io  thj  pain.— 
.  So,«o.» 

Eroil.  [Within.]  What  ho !  mv  lord,  my  lord 
Oth,  Who's  there? 

EmiL  [WiOiin.]  0,good  my  lord,  I  would  speak 

a  word  with  you. 
Olh.    Yes;— *ti8  Emilia:— by  and  by.— She*s 
dead. 
*Tis  like  she  comet  to  speak  of  Cassio's  death : 
The  noise  was  high. — Ha !  no  more  moving? 
Still  as  the  grave.  Shall  she  come  in?  Were*tgood? 
1  think,  she  stirs  again  :—Na— What's  the  best? 
If  she  come  in,  sheMl  sure  speak  to  my  wife  : 
My  wife !  my  wife !  what  wife  ? — I  kave  no  wife : 
O,  insupportable !  O  heavy  hour ! 
Methinks  it  should  be  now  a  hi^  eclipse 
Of  sun  and  moon ;  and  that  the  affrighted  globe 
Should  yawn  at  alteration. 
EmiL  [Within.]  I  do  beseech  you  I  may  speak 
with  you, 
0,eoodmylora! 

Oih.  I  had  foigot  thee :  O,  come  in,  Emilia 
Soft, — by  and  by : — Let  me  the  curtains  draw. 
Where  art  thou?    What's  the  matter  with  thee 
now ?  [Uniockt  the  door. 

£nl<r  Emilia. 

EmiL  O,  good  my  lord,  yonder't  fiml  murder 
done. 

Oth.  What?  now? 

EmiL  But  now,  my  lord ! 

Oth.  It  is  thevery  error  of  the  moon ; 
She  comes  more  near  the  earth  than  she  was  wont. 
And  makes  men  mad. 

EmiL  Cassio,  mj  lord,  has  killed  a  youiig  Ve- 
netian, 
Caird— Roderiga 

Oth.  RoderigokilPd! 

And  Cassio  kill'd? 

EmiL  No,  Cassio  is  not  killM, 

Oth.  Not  Cassb  kiird'    Then  murder's  out  of 
tune, 
.And  tweet  revenge  grows  harsh. 

£ht.  O,  falsely,  fidsely  murder'd  i 

EmiL  Alas !  what  cry  is  that  ? 

<Hh.  That!  what? 

EmiL  Out,  and  alas !  that  was  mj  lady's  voice : — 
'Help !  help,  ho .'  help !— O  lady,  speak  again ! 
:  Sweet  Desdemona !    O,  sweet  mistress,  speak ! 

Des.  A  guiltless  deadi  I  die. 

.EmiL  O,  who  bath  done 

This  deed? 

Des.         Nobody ;  I  myself;  farewell : 
Commeud  me  to  my  kind  lord ;  O,  farewell.  [Dies. 

Oth.  Why,  how  should  she  be  murderM  ? 

EmiL  Alas,  who  knows  .^ 

Oth.  You  beard  her  say  herself,  it  was  not  I. 

EmiL  She  said  so;   I  roust  needs  report  the 
truth. 

Oth.  She's,  like  a  liar,  gone  to  burning  hell ; 
•Twas  I  that  kilPd  her. 

Emit.  O,  the  more  angel  she, 

And  you  the  blacker  devil ! 

Oth.  She  tura'd  to  folly,  and  she  was  a  whore. 

EmiL  Thou  dost  belie  her,  and  thou  art  a  devil. 

Oth,  She  was  false  as  water. 

(!)  It  is  supposed  that  tome  theatrical  direction 
tias  been  omitted,  and  that,  when  Othello  says,  *  So 
tOj*  he  then  stabs  her.  After  the  rrpotition  of 
•  wounds,  Desdemona  miglit  9pcak  again  with  pro- 
•pnety,  and  yet  wrj  soon  expire.  I      (5)  Forbid. 


EmiL  Thou  art  rath  as  fire,  Io  say 

That  she  was  false ;  O,  she  was  heavenly  trae ! 

Oth.  Cassio  did  tup  her ;  uik  thy  hosbaad  cba. 
O,  I  were  damn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell. 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  just  grounds 
To  diis  extremity;  Thy  hatband  knew  it  alL 

EmiL  My  husband.' 

Oth.  Thy  husband. 

EmiL  That  she  was  &Ise  to  wedlock  ? 

Oth.  Ay,withCaaiio. 

NaT,  had  she  been  tnie, 
if  heaven  would  make  me  such  another  worid 
Of  one  entire  and  perfect  chiyaolite,^ 
I'd  not  have  sold  her  for  it 

EmiL  My  husband  ? 

Oth.  Ay,  *twas  he  (hat  told  me  fint 

An  honest  man  be  is,  and  bates  the  slime 
That  sticks  on  filthy  deeds. 

EmiL  My  husband? 

Oth.  What  needs  (his  iterance,'  woman  ?  I  say, 
thy  hnsband. 

EmiL  O  mistress,  villany  hadi  made  mocks  with 
kwe!— 
My  husband  say,  diat  she  was  false  ? 

Oth.  He,  woman; 

say,  thy  husband :  Doet  understand  the  woid  ? 
My  friend,  thy  husband,  honest,  honest  laga 

EmiL  If  lie  say  so,  may  hit  pernicious  sool 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  day  !  hie  lies  to  the  heart ; 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  most  filthy  baigain. 

Oth.  Ha! 

EmiL         Do  thy  worst : 
This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  beaveo. 
Than  thou  wast  worthy  her. 

Oth,  I^ace,  yon  were  best 

EmiL  Thou  hatt  not  half  the  power  to  do  me 
harm. 
As  I  have  to  be  hnrt^    O  gull !  O  dolt ! 
As  ignorant  as  dirt !  thou  ^t  done  a  deed, — 
I  care  not  for  thy  sword;  111  make  thee  known. 
Though  I  lost  twenty  lives:— Help!  help,  ho! 

help! 
The  Moor  has  kill'd  my  mistress;  Murder!  mnder! 

Enter  Montano,  Gretiano,  and  laga 
Man.  What  is  the  matter .' — How  now,  general  ? 
EmiL  O,  are  you  come,  lago  ?  yon  have  doos 
well. 
That  men  roust  lay  their  murdeis  on  your  neck. 
Gro.  What  is  the  matter? 
EmiL   Disprove  this  villain,  if  thon  be'st  a 
man; 
He  says,  thou  told'st  him  that  his  wife  was  frlse : 
I  know,  thou  didst  not,  thou'rt  not  such  a  villain ; 
Speak,  for  mj  heart  is  full. 
logo.  1  told  him  what  I  thought ;  and  (old  nc 
more 
Than  what  he  found  himself  was  apt  and  true. 
Emit.  But  did  you  ever  tell  him,  she  was  false  ? 
logo.  I  did. 

EmiL  You  told  a  lie ;  an  odious,  damned  lie ; 
ITpori  my  soul,  a  lie ;  a  wicked  lie : — 
She  false  with  Cassio !— Did  you  say,  with  Cassio? 
logo.  With  Cassio,  mistress;  Go  to,  charm  your 

ton&rne. 
EmiL  I  will  notcharmmy  tof^pie;  I  am  bound 
to  speak ;  ^ 

My  mistress  here  lies  mordex^d  in  her  bed. 
AU.  O  heavens  forfend  !* 
Emil  And  your  reports  have  set  the  murder  on. 
Oih.  Nay,  stare  not,  masters ;  it  is  true,  indeed 

(2)  A  precious  stone.        (3)  Repetitkn. 

(4)  *_Jnore  can  I  bear  than  yew  dare  cncMfa* 
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Gra.  Ti8  a  §tmnge  truth. 

Jtfon.  O  moo»trou8  act ! 

EmiL  Villany,  Tillany,  villany  !— 

I  think  upon't,— I  think,—!  amelPt  ;-0  viUanj ! 
1  thought  90  then ;— 1*11  kill  myself  for  grief.— 

0  nllany,  Tillany !  ,    ,    . 
logo.  What,  are  yoa  mad?  I  charge  you,  get 

you  home. 

EmU.  Good  geatleroeo,  let  me  ha^e  leare  to 
speak; 
Tis  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now  :— 
Pterchance,  lago,  I  will  ne'er  go  home. 

Oth.  O:  OT  O!  [Hanging  over  Aii  wfe. 

EmU.  Nay,  lay  thee  down,  and  roar ; 

I'or  thou  hast  killM  the  sweetest  innocent, 
That  e'er  did  lift  up  eye. 

Oth,  0,  she  was  foul !—  [Rumg. 

1  scalte  did  knowyoo,  uncle :  There  lies  your  niece, 
Whose  breath,  indeed,  these  hands  have  newly 

stopped:  . 

I  know,  this  act  shows  horrible  and  gnm. 

Gra.  FborDesdemooa!  I  am  glad  thy  fathex's 
dead; 
Thy  matJk  was  mortal  to  him,  and  pure  gnef 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain:  did  be  live  now, 
This  sight  would  make  him  do  a  desperate  turn. 
Yea,  curse  his  better  angel  from  his  side. 
And  fail  to  raprobatioo. 

Oth,  'Tis  pitiful :  but  yet  lago  knows, 
Thatshe  with  Cassio  hath  the  act  of  shame 
A  thousand  times  committed ;  Cassio  confess'd  it 
And  she  did  gratify  bis  amorous  works 
With  that  i«cognizance  and  pled^  of  love 
Which  I  first  eave  her :  I  saw  it  in  his  hand ; 
It  was  a  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  father  gave  my  nether. 

EmiL  O  heaven !  O  heavenly  powers ! 

jago.  Come,  hold  vour  peace. 

EmiL  'Twill  out, 'twill  out :— 1  hold  ray  peace, 
sir?  no,  . 

No,  I  will  speak  as  liberal^  as  the  air ; 
Let  heaven,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  them  all. 
All,  all,  cry  shame  aeainst  me,  yet  I'U  speak. 

/ar*.  Be  wise,  and  get  you  home. 

£m2.  ' ''"'  ****** 

ria«[0  qjfferg  to  aiab  hit  to\f€, 

lira.  ^*®  • 

Your  sword  upon  a  woman  ?      ,,,,.- ,. 

EmiL  O  thou  dull  Moor !  that  handkerchief  thou 
\speak'8tof,  ,^    .     j 

I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  hosband ; 
But  often,  with  a  solemn  earnestness 
(More  than,  indeed,  belon^'d  to  such  a  tnile,) 
Hebegg'dofmetostealiL 

Jago;  Villanoos  whore 

EmiL  She  gave  it  Cassio !  no,  alas ;  I  found  it. 
And  1  did  give't  my  husband. 

Jago,  Filth,  thou  best 

EmU.  By  heaven,  I  do  not;  I  do  not,  gentlemen : 
O  murd'rous  coxcomb!  what  should  such  a  fool 
Do  with  so  good  a  wife .' 

[lago  tiab$  Enulia,  ihm  rwM  out 

Oth,  Are  there  no  stones  in  heaven, 

But  what  serve  for  the  thunder  ?— Precwus  villain  ! 

Gra,  The  woomn  fells;  sure  he  has  kill'd  bis 

EmiL  Ay,  ay;  O  lay  me  by  my  mistress'  side 
Gra.  He's  gone,  but  his  wife's  kill'd. 
Man,  'Tis  a  notorious  villain.    Take  you  this 
weapon. 
Which  I  have  here  recover'd  from  the  Moor ; 

(1)  Free.  ^  ^      . 

(2)  Steel  is  hardened  by  being  pat  red-hot  into 
very  cold  water. 

vouiL 


Conii,  guard  the  door  without ;  let  hiro  not  paM, 
But  kill  bun  rather;  I'll  after  that  same  villain. 
For  'tis  a  damned  slave.        [Exe.  Mon.  and  Gra. 

Oth.  I  am  not  valiant  neittN*r, 

But  every  puny  whipster  gets  my  sword  ;— 
But  why  should  honour  outlive  honeaty  ? 
Let  it  go  all. 

EaM,         What  did  thy  son^  bode,  lady  i> 
Hark,  canst  thou  hear  me  f  I  will  play  the  swan 
And  die  in  music ; — IVilUno,  wilUno,  tmlioto, — 
Moor,  she  was  chuite ;  she  lov'd  thee,  cruel  Moor 
So  come  my  soul  to  bliss,  as  1  speak  true ; 
So  »peaking  as  I  think,  I  die,— I  die.  IDies. 

Oth.  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber. 
It  is  a  sword  of  Spain,  the  ice  brook's  temper  ;>— 
O,  here  it  is : — Uncle,  1  must  come  forth. 

Gra.  [Within.]  U  thoa  attempt  it,  it  wiU  cost 
thee  dear; 
Thoa  hast  no  weapon,  and  perforce  must  suffer. 

Oth,  Look  in  upon  me  then,  and  speak  with  me. 
Or,  naked  as  I  am,  1  will  assault  thee. 
i2e-efi<rr  Gratiana 

Gra,  What  is  the  matter  f 

Oth.  Behold !  I  have  a  weapon ; 

A  better  never  did  itself  sustain 
Upon  a  soldier's  thigh :  1  have  seen  the  day. 
That,  with  this  little  arm,  and  this  good  sword. 
I  have  made  my  way  through  more  impediment* 


Than  twenty  times  your  stop :— But,  O  vain  boa»t 
Who  can  control  his  fate  ?  'tis  not  so  now. — 
Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  see  roe  wcapon'd ; 
Here  is  my  journey's  end,  here  is  my  butt. 
And  very  sea-mara  of  mr  utmost  sail. 
Do  you  go  back  dismay'a  ?  'tis  a  lost  fear ; 
Man  but  a  rush  against  Othello's  breast. 
And  he  retires;— Where  should  Othello  po?— 
Now,  how  dost  thou  look  now  ?  O  ill-starr'd  weiu  h . 
Pale  as  thy  smock  !  when  we  shall  meet  at  compi«> 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  soul  from  heavrii. 
And  fiends  will  snatch  at  iL    Cold,  cold,  my  gii  I  > 
Even  like  thy  chastity. — 
O  cursed,  cursed  slave !— Whip  roe,  ye  devils. 
From  the  possession  of  this  heavenly  sight ! 
Blow  roe  about  in  winds !  roast  mc  in  sulphur  * 
Wash  me  in  steep-down  gulfs  of  limiid  fire  !— 
O  Desdemona !  Desdemona !  dead? 
Dead?  0!0!0! 

Enter  Lodovico,  Monteoo,  Cassio,  tarried  in  a 
chair,  and  Officers,  wUh  lago,  pritoner, 
Lod,  Where  is  th*s  rash  and  most  unfortunate 

man? 
OQi,  That's  he,  that  was  Othello;  here  I  am. 
Lod.  Where  is  that  viper  ?  brine  the  villain  forth. 
Oth,  I  look  down  towards  his  feet  ;*— but  that's 
a  fable: 
If  that  0:on  be'st  a  devil,  1  cannot  kill  thee. 

rOthello  xoownde  laga 
Lod.  Wrench  his  sword  from  him. 
logo.  1  bleed,  sir;  but  not  kill'd 

oS.  I  am  not  sorry  neither;  I'd  have  thee  live* 
For,  in  rny  sense,  'tis  happiness  to  die. 

I.od.  O  thou  Othello,  that  was  once  so  good, 
Fall'n  in  the  practice*  of  a  cursed  slave. 
What  shall  be  said  to  thee? 

Oih,  ^    Why,  any  thing  I 

An  honourable  murderer,  if  you  will ; 
For  nought  I  did  in  hate,  bat  all  in  honour. 
Lod.  This  wretch  hath  in  part  confessed  his  vil 
lany :  ^ 

Did  yoa  and  he  consent  in  Cassio's  death  f 

(3)  Account.      (4)  To  see  if  his  feet  ba  dofren 
(5)  By  the  stratajgr  • 
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Vfcrr 


O0i.Af  1 

Chf.  Deargenenl  liwver  gave  7011  caoM. 

Olh,  I  do  belMve  it,  uid  I  ask  your  pardon. 
Will  you,  I  pmy  yoo,  demand  that  demi-devil. 
Why  he  hath  thus  eonarM  my  loul  and  bodv? 

logo.  Demand  me  nothing  t  What  you.  know, 
yon  know : 
From  this  time  forth  I  never  will  speak  word. 

Lod.  What?  nottojpray? 

OrtL  Tormeotfl  will  ope  yoar  Hps. 

Oih.  Well,  tboQ  dcMt  bert. 

Lod,  Sir,  yon  ihall  ondentaad  what  hath  be- 
fairn, 
WhKh,at  I  think,  yoa  know  not*  Heie  iaaletter, 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  slain  Roderigo; 
And  here,  another)  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  death  of  Cassio  to  be  nndertook 
By  Roderigo. 

Olh.  0  villain ! 

Chf.  Most  heatibenish,  and  most  gross ! 

Lod.  Now  here's  another  discontented  paper, 
Foond  m  his  pocket  too;  and  this,  it  seems, 
Roderigo  meant  to  have  sent  this  damned  villain ; 
Bat  that,  belike,  lago  in  the  interim 
Came  in  and  satisfied  him. 

Olh.  O  the  pemicioos  caitiff!— 

How  came  yon,  Cassio,  by  that  handkerchief 
That  was  my  wife's  ? 

Cos.  I  found  it  in  my  chamber 

And  he  himself  confessed,  bat  even  now. 
That  there  he  dropp*d  it,  for  a  special  purpose. 
Which  wrought  to  nis  desire. 

Olh.  Ofool!  fool!  fool 

Qu.  There  is,  besides,  in  Roderieo's  letter,— 
How  he  upbraids  lago,  that  be  made  him 
Breve  me  en  the  watch ;  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  cast :  And  even  but  now  he  spake, 
AAer  long  seeming  dead, — ^lago  hurt  him, 
lago  set  him  on. 

Lod.  Ton  must  forsake  thisroom,  and  go  with  us; 
Your  power  and  your  command  is  taken  ctt, 
And  Cassio  rules  in  Cypnis.    For  this  slave,— 
If  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty. 
That  can  torment  him  much,  and  hold  him  long. 
It  dhall  be  his.    Yon  shall  close  prisoner  rest, 
Till  that  the  nature  of  your  foult  be  known 
To  the  Venetian  state :— Come,  bring  him  away. 

Olh.  Soft  you ;  a  word  or  two,  before  you  go. 
I  have  done  the  state  some  service,  and  they  know  it; 
No  more  of  that :— I  prey  yoa,  in  your  letters, 
When  you  shall  these  unlucky  deeds  relate. 
Speak  of  me  as  I  am ;  nothing  extenuate. 
Nor  set  down  aught  in  maUoe:  then  must  voo  speak 
Of  one,  that  lov*d  not  wisely,  but  too  well ; 
Of  one,  not  easily  jealous,  but,  being  wrought 
PerplexM  in  the  extreme ;  of  one,  whose  hand. 
Like  the  base  Judean,  threw  a  pcttri  awav. 
Richer  than  all  his  tribe ;  of  one,  whose  subdu'd 

eyes. 
Albeit  unused  to  the  melting  mood. 
Drop  tears  as  fost  as  the  Arabian  trees 
Their  medicf nal  gam :  Set  you  down  this  t 
And  say,  besides,— that  in  Aleppo  once. 
Where  a  malignant  and  a  turbanM  Turk 
Beat  a  Venetian,  and  traduc*d  the  state, 
I  took  by  the  throat  the  drcumcised  dog, 
And  smote  him— thus.  [Slabs  himself. 

X«d  O  bloody  period! 

Om.  AU,  that's  spoke,  is  marr'd. 


(1)  Jadgment 


Olh.  I  kisa'd  thee,  ere  I  kiHM  (hee :— No  way 

but  this,        [Falling  vpan  Desderoona. 

Killing  myself,  to  die  upon  a  kiss.  [  Du*. 

Cos.  This  did  I  foar,  but  thoi^t  he  had  00 
weapon; 
For  ho  was  great  of  heart. 

Lod.  O  Spartan  doe, 

More  fell  than  anguish,  hunger,  or  the  sea! 
Look  on  the  tragic  loadinjjf  of  this  bed ;  [To  I«ga 
This  is  tbv  work :  the  object  poisons  sight ; — 
Let  it  be  hid. — Gretiano,  keep  the  house. 
And  seize  upon  the  fOTtunes  of  the  Moor, 
For  they  succeed  to  vou. — ^To  you,  lord  governor. 
Remains  the  censure^  of  this  hellish  villain ; 
The  time,  the  place,  the  torture,— O  enforce  it ! 
Mvself  will  straight  aboard ;  aoid,  to  the  state. 
This  heavy  act  with  hea?y  heart  relate.  [ElxaatL 


The  beauties  of  this  play  unpress  flMmselves  so 
strongly  upon  the  attention  of  the  reader,  that  they 
can  draw  no  aid  from  critical  illmtratno.  The 
fierr  openness  of  Othello,  magnaniraoos,  artless, 
and  credulous,  boundless  in  his  confidence,  aideot 
in  his  affection,  inflexible  in  his  reoohitian,  and 
obdurate  in  hu  revenge;  the  cool  maligni^  of  lago, 
silent  in  his  resentment,  subtle  in  his  des^ns,  and 
studious  at  once  of  his  intersst  and  his  vengeance; 
(he  soft  simplicity  of  Desdemona,  confident  of  nw^ 
It,  and  conscious  of  innocence,  her  artleas  perKve> 
ranee  in  her  suit,  and  her  slowness  to  sospBCt  that 
.she  can  be  suspected,  are  such  proofr  of  Skaks- 
]ieare*8  skill  In  human  nature,  as,  I  appose,  it  is 
vain  to  seek  m  any  modem  writer.  The  gradaii 
pi-ofrress  which  lago  makes  in  the  Moor's  conviction, 
and  the  circumstances  whkh  he  empkiys  to  inflame 
him,  are  so  artfiillv  natural,  that,  thoogb  it  will, 
perhaps,  not  be  said  of  him  as  he  says  of  himself 
(bat  he  is  a  man  nol  oasUyJeahus,  yet  we  cjinrt 
but  pity  him,  when  at  last  we  find  him  perpkxed 
in  tne  exirane. 

There  is  always  danger,  lest  wiekedneoi,  con- 
joined with  abilities,  should  steal  upon  esteem, 
though  it  misses  of  approbatioo ;  but  the  charsrter 
of  lago  is  so  conducted,  that  he  is  from  the  fin4 
8ceue  to  the  last  hated  and  despised. 

Even  the  inferior  characters  of  this  play  woakl 
be  very  conspicuous  in  any  other  piece,  not  only 
for  their  justness,  but  their  strength.  Cassio  is 
brave,  benevolent,  and  honest,  mined  only  by  his 
want  of  stubbornness  to  resist  an  insidkias  hivita 
lion.  Roderigo*s  suspicious  credulity,  and  impa- 
tient submission  to  the  cheats  which  he  sees  prac- 
tised upon  him,  and  which,  by  persoaskm,  he  snf- 
fem  to  be  repeated,  exhibit  a  strong  oicture  of  a 
weak  mind,  betrayed  by  unlawful  ctesires,  to  a 
false  friend ;  and  the  virtue  of  Emilia  is  sod)  as 
we  often  find,  worn  loosely,  but  not  cast  off,  easy 
to  commit  small  crimes,  but  quickened  and  alararied 
at  atrocious  villanies. 

The  scenes  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  are 
busy,  varied  by  happy  interchanges,  and  regularly 
promoting  the  progression  of  the  story ;  and  lii 
narrative  in  the  end,  though  it  tells  but  what  U 
known  already,  yet  is  neceasaty  to  produce  the 
death  of  Othefla 

Had  the  scene  opened  in  Cvpnia,  and  the  prece- 
ding incidento  been  occasionally  related,  there  had 
been  little  wanting  to  a  drama  of  the  most  e^act 
and  scrupulous  regularity.  JOHNSO.N 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  HENRY  WRIOTHESLY, 

KARL  OP  SOUTHAMPTON,  AND  BABON  OP  TTTCHPIELD. 

Xigkt  BoMm^Me:  I  kaofw  not  how  I  rti»n  olftad  m  dwJinrtmg  ay  nnpnlMlwil  ]iuM  to  jmuhat^tufi^mit  haw  tim 
woridwmoeBMraiMtedioanif  ■oflraif  ftimptDMipiMvtaowMkftlia^  oolyif  joorHcaiDDrnembatpleMai], 
1  Boooant  mfKlf  hi^r  pnind,  and  raw  to  take  whantaeB  of  all  idk  boon^  till  I  haw  honoond  joa  with  aome  gnrrer 
laboor.  BatifthefiiatbcfrofoifinTentkniiofQdefcniiedflahallbeaonyithadaoiiobleagod&tto 
aambaimalandtfiirlaarityieldmeatiUaobadahanrcat  ItoaveJttojaarlK»oarabtonirrqr,aiMl  jourhoDourto 
foqrhfliit^coiitMt;  which  I  wiA  lur  ahnn  >>i>ww  yoor  own  widv  and  the  wivUHi  hopafU  aoqwotati^ 

Yoor  UomanfB  in  all  dnlf ,  WILLIAM  8iUKSP£ARE. 


VENUS   AND   ADONIS. 


Viiia 

Focalo  Caatalia 


ffSr 


mibi  flaw  ApoUo 


BrvH  n  the  con  with  iNirpl»«oloared  fhee 
Had  ta*en  hia  last  leave  of  the  weeping  morni 

Boee«beek*d  Adonia  bled  htm  to  the  chaae ; 
Hunting  be  loTed,  but  love  be  laughM  to  aooni; 

Sick-tbougbled  Venoa  makea  amain  unto  blm, 

And  like  a  bold-lboed  aoltor  'gina  to  woo  him. 

Thrice  fhirer  than  myaelf;  (thna  ahe  began) 
The  lleld*8  chief  flower,  aweet  above  comparei 

Btain  to  all  njmpha,  more  lovely  than  a  man. 
Mora  white  and  red  than  dovea  or  roeea  are; 

Nature  that  made  thee,  with  heraelf  at  atrife, 

8aUh  that  the  world  hath  ending  with  thy  life. 

Vouehaafe,  thoa  wonder,  to  alicfat  thv  ateed. 
And  rein  hia  proud  bead  to  the  aaddle-bow ; 

If  thou  wilt  deign  thia  fltvour,  for  thy  meed 
A  thouaand  honey  aecrota  ahalt  thou  know: 

Here  come  and  ait,  where  aerpent  never  hiaraa, 

And,  being  aet,  FU  another  thee  with  klaaea. 

And  yet  not  doy  thy  Upa  with  loath*d  aaUety, 
Bm  rather  fkmlah  them  amid  their  plenty, 

Maktmr  them  red  and  pale  with  r^eah  variety 
Ten  kiaaea  abort  aa  one,  one  long  aa  twenty : 

A  aummer'a  day  will  aeem  an  hour  but  ahorti 

Beii«  waated  in  nieh  tUne-beguUing  aport. 

With  thta,  ahe  aeiaeth  on  hia  sweating  palm, 
The  precedent  of  pith  and  livelihoocf. 

And,  trembling  in  her  paaalon,  calla  it  balm« 
Earth'a  aovereign  aalve  to  do  a  goddeaa  good: 

Being  80  enraged,  deeire  doth  lend  her  foroe^ 

Covageoualy  to  pluck  him  firom  hia  hone. 

Over  one  arm  the  Imrty  eonner'a  rain, 

Under  the  other  waa  the  tender  boy, 
Who  bhiahM  and  pouted  in  a  dull  diadain, 

With  leaden  appeUte,  unapt  to  toy : 
She  red  and  hot,  aa  coala  of  glowiug  Are, 
He- red  for  ahama,  but  fkvaty  in  deaiire. 

The  atadded  l>rkUe  on  a  nigged  bough 
Nimbly  she  (hateM  (O  bdw  quick  la  love  I) 

The  Bteed  la  atalled  up,  and  even  now 
To  tie  the  rider  ahe  bogina  to  prove: 

Backward  ahe  poah*d  him,  aa  ahe  wouki  be  thruat, 

And  govemM  him  in  atrength,  though  not  in  luat. 

80  aoon  waa  she  ah>ng,  aa  he  waa  down. 
Each  leanii«  on  their  elbowa  and  their  hlpa : 

Now  doth  ahe  atroke  hia  cheek,  now  doth  be  fhiwn. 
And  *glna  to  chide,  but  aoon  ahe  atopa  hia  lipa ; 

And  kliaing  apeaka,  with  luatftil  language  broken, 

«*lf  thoa  wilt  chide,  thy  ttpa  ahaU  never  open." 


He  buma  with  bndifU  ihame;  aha  with  her  tean 
Doth  quench  the  maiden  burning  of  *hia  cheeka; 

Then  with  her  wlndv  aigha,  and  goMen  haira, 
Tb  fhn  and  blow  them  dry  again  ahe  aeeka: 

He  aaya  ahe  la  Immodeat,  blamea  her  hnim; 

What  Ibllowa  more*  ahe  amothen  with  a  kiaa. 

Even  aa  an  emptv  eagle,  aharp  by  fhat, 
Tires  with  her  beak  on  featnera,  fleah  and  bone, 

Shaking  her  winga,  devouring  all  in  baate, 
Till  either  gorge  be  atulTd,  or  prey  be  gone; 

Even  ao  ahe  kiard  hia  brow,  hia  cheek,  hia  chin, 

And  where  die  enda,  ahe  doth  anew  begin. 

Forced  to  content,  but  never  to  obey, 
PanUog  he  Ilea,  and  breathing  In  her  fhoe; 

She  feedeth  on  the  steam,  as  on  a  pr^. 
And  calla  it  heavenly  molatare,  air  of  grace, 

Wiahing  her  cheeka  were  gardena  full  of  flowera, 

So  they  wero  dewM  with  auch  dlatUli^g  ahowcra. 

Look  how  a  Mrd  Ilea  tangled  in  a  net, 

80  lastenM  in  her  anna  Adonia  Ilea; 
Pure  ahame  and  awed  reaiatance  made  him  ftet. 

Which  bred  more  beauty  in  hia  angry  eyea : 
Rain  added  to  a  river  that  ia  rank. 
Perforce  will  forea  It  oveillow  the  bank. 

sun  ahe  entreats,  and  prettily  entreata. 
For  to  a  pretty  ear  ahe  tunea  her  tale: 

StUl  ia  he  aullen,  atlU  he  low*ra  and  frets, 
Twlxt  crimaon  ahame  and  anger,  aahy  pale ; 

Being  red,  ahe  tovea  him  beat;  and  being  white, 

Httr  best  Is  betler'd  with  a  more  deUght. 

Look  how  he  can,  die  cannot  choose  but  k>ve; 

And  by  her  Odr  Immortal  hand  she  swears 
From  hia  aoft  boaom  never  to  remove. 

Till  he  take  truce  with  her  contending  teara, 
Which  kmg  have  rain*d,  making  her  cheeka  all  wsi 
And  one  sweet  kiss  shall  pay  this  oountleaa  debt. 

Upon  this  promise  did  he  raise  hia  chin, 
Like  a  dUdapper  peering  through  a  wave. 

Who,  behig  lookM  on,  ducka  as  quickly  in ; 
Bo  oflbra  be  to  give  what  ahe  did  crave ; 

But  when  her  lipa  were  ready  for  hia  pay, 

He  winks,  and  toma  hia  Ups  another  way. 

Never  did  passenger  in  summer^  heat 
More  thirst  for  drink,  than  she  for  this  good  turn. 

Her  help  ahe  aeea,  but  help  ahe  cannot  get ; 
She  bathea  in  water,  yet  in  Are  must  bum : 

«« Oh  pity,**  *gan  die  cry,  M  flint-hearted  boy ; 

11a  but  a  kias  I  beg;  why  art  thou  coy? 
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I  hftTe  been  wooed  ■■  I  eotrrai  tbee  now, 
Eren  by  the  itorn  and  dIrefUl  god  of  war, 

Whoee  ainewy  neck  in  battle  nci^ar  did  bow, 
Who  conqnere  where  he  oomoe,  in  CTery  Jar ; 

Tet  haUi  he  been  my  captiTe  and  my  alaye. 

And  begged  for  that  which  thou  unaalLM  ahali  have. 

Orer  my  altar*  hath  he  bmig  his  lanoe, 
His  batter*d  shield,  his  uncontrolled  crest, 

And  for  my  soke  hath  learned  to  sport  and  daaoe, 
TV)  coy,  to  wanton,  dally,  smile  and  Jest ; 

Booming  his  churlish  drum,  and  ensign  red, 

Making  my  anna  his  fleid,  his  tent  my  bed. 

Thus  him  thai  oTer-rulM,  I  orersway'd, 
Leading  him  prisoner  in  a  red-rose  chiUn : 
»r'd  steel 


1  steel  his  stronger  strength  obey'd, 
Yet^was  he  serTlle  to  my  ooy  disdain. 
O  be  not  proud,  nor  brag  not  of  thy  might. 
For  mastering  her  that  foll*d  the  god  of  ilght 

Touch  but  my  lips  with  those  fliir  lips  of  thine, 
(Though  mine  be  not  so  fair,  yet  are  they  red,) 

The  kiss  shall  be  thine  own  as  well  as  mino:— 
What  Bee*st  thou  in  the  groimd  ¥  hold  up  thy  head : 

Look  in  mine  eve-balls,  where  thy  beauty  lies : 

Then  why  not  lips  on  lips,  since  eyes  on  eyes  ? 

Art  thou  ashamed  to  kiasT  then  wink  again. 
And  I  will  wink,  so  shall  the  day  seem  night ; 

Love  keens  his  revels  where  there  be  but  twain, 
Be  bokl  to  play,  our  sport  is  not  in  sight : 

These  blue-veined  violets  whereon  we  lean. 

Never  can  blab,  nor  know  they  what  we  mean. 

The  tender  spring  upon  thy  tempting  lip 
Shews  thee  unripe ;  yet  may*Bt  thou  well  be  tasted ; 

Make  use  of  time,  let  not  advantage  slip ; 
Beauty  within  itself  should  not  be  wasted: 

Fair  flowers  that  are  not  gatherM  in  their  prime, 

Rut  and  consume  themselves  in  little  time. 

Were  I  hard-ftvonrM,  foul,  or  wrinkled-old, 
lU-natured,  crooked,  churlish,  harsh  in  voice, 

O^er-wom,  despised,  rheumatic  and  cold, 
ThicK'Aigbtea,  barren,  lean,  and  lacking  Juice, 

Then  might*8t  thou  pause,  for  then  I  wore  not  for  thee; 

But  having  no  deltets,  why  dost  abhor  me  ? 

Thoa  canst  not  see  one  wrinkle  in  my  brow ; 

Mine  eyes  are  grey,  and  bright,  and  quick  in  turning; 
My  beauty  as  the  spring  doth  yearly  grow, 

My  flesh  is  soft  and  plump,  my  marrow  burning; 
My  smooth  moist  hand,  were  it  with  thy  hand  felt. 
Would  in  thy  palm  dissolve,  or  seem  to  melt. 

Bid  me  discourse,  I  will  enchant  thine  ear. 

Or,  like  a  (Ury,  trip  upon  the  green. 
Or,  like  a  nymph,  with  long  dlshovellM  hair, 

Dance  on  the  sands,  and  yet  no  footing  seen : 
Love  is  a  spirit  all  compact  of  Are, 
Not  gross  to  sink,  but  light,  and  wiU  aspire. 

Witness  this  primrose  bank  whereon  I  lie: 
lliefe  forceless  flowers  like  sturdy  trees  support  me; 

Two  strengthlesB  doves  will  draw  me  through  the  9ky, 
From  mom  till  night,  even  where  1  list,  to  sport  me : 

Is  love  so  light,  sweet  bov,  and  may  it  be 

That  thou  shouldst  think  it  heavy  unto  theef 

Is  thine  own  heart  to  thine  own  feee  aifectedT 
Can  thy  right  hand  seize  love  upon  thy  left? 

Then  woo  thyself,  be  of  thyself  rejected. 
Steal  thine  own  flreedom,  and  complain  of  theft 

Narcissus  so,  himself  himself  forsook. 

And  died  to  kiss  his  shadow  in  the  brook. 

Torehes  are  made  to  liriit,  Jewels  to  wear ; 

Dainties  to  taste,  fran  l)eauty  for  the  use, 
Herbs  for  their  smell,  and  sappy  planU  to  bear; 

Things  growing  to  themselves  are  growth's  abuse : 
Seeds  sprbig  fh)m  seeds,  and  beauty  breedeth  beauty, 
Tboa  wert  bego(r-to  get,  it  is  thy  duty. 


Upon  the  earth's  increase  why  showidst  tfaaa  fiecd. 

Unless  the  earth  with  thy  increaaetM  fed? 
By  law  of  Nature  thou  art  bound  to  breed, 
•  That  thine  may  live,  when  thou  thyself  art  dead; 
'  And  so  in  spite  of  death  thou  dost  survive, 
In  that  thy  UkeneM  stiU  is  left  aUve.'* 

By  this,  the  love-olck  queen  be^an  to  sweat. 
For,  where  they  lay,  the  shsdow  had  forMwk  Cham, 

And  Titan,  tired  In  the  mid-day  heat. 
With  buming  eye  did  hotly  overtook  them 

Wishing  Adonis  had  his  team  to  guide, 

So  he  were  like  Urn,  and  by  Veniia>  aide. 

And  now  Adonis,  with  a  lazy  nprlght. 
And  with  a  heavy,  dark,  disliking  eye, 

His  lowMng  brows  overwhelming  his  fkir  sight, 
Like  misty  vapoura,  when  they  blot  the  akv. 

Souring  his  cheeks,  cries,  **  Fie  I  no  more  of  love; 

The  sun  doth  bum  my  fhoe ;  I  must  remove." 

^  Ah  me,  (quoth  Venus)  voung,  and  so  unkind! 

What  bare  excuses  mak^  thou  to  be  gone  I 
ril  sigh  celestial  breath,  whoee  gentle  wind 

Shall  cool  the  heat  of  this  descending  sun; 
Vl\  make  a  shadow  for  thee  of  my  hairs : 
If  they  bum  too,  ni  quench  them  with  my  tears. 

The  sun  that  shines  fhom  heaven,  shines  but  warn, 
,     Audio,  file  between  that  sun  and  thee: 
The  heat  I  have  from  thence  doth  lltUe  harm. 

Thine  eye  darts  forth  the  fire  that  bumeth  mt: 
And  were  I  not  immortal,  life  were  done, 
Between  this  heavenly  and  earthly  aun. 

Art  thou  obdurate,  flinty,  hard  as  steel. 
Nay,  more  than  flint,  for  stone  at  rein  relentsCh? 
I  Art  thou  a  woman^s  son,  and  canst  not  feel 

Wbmt  His  to  love  ?  how  want  of  love  toimentetb  ? 
,  O  had  thy  mother  borne  so  bad  a  mind, 
I  She  had  not  brought  forth  thee,  but  died  nnkiwL 

What  am  I,  that  thou  should'si  contemn  me  tUs? 
:     Or  what  great  danger  dwells  upon  my  suit  ? 
I'  What  were  thy  lips  the  worse  for  one  poor  kiast 
Speak,  fair ;  but  speak  fUr  words,  or  else  be  mul& 

Give  me  one  kiss,  VU  give  it  thee  sgain, 
I  And  one  for  interest,  if  thou  wilt  have  twain. 

I  Fie,  lifeless  i 
'     Well  1 

Statue,  contenting  but  the  eye  alone, 
I     Thing  like  a  man,  but  of  no  woman  bred ; 
I  Tliou  art  no  man,  though  of  a  man^  ouropfaudon, 
I  Fur  men  will  kiss,  even  by  their  own  direction." 

;  This  said,  impatience  chokea  her  pleading  tongQ^ 
And  sweUing  passion  doth  provoke  a  pause ; 

Red  checks  and  fiery  eyes  blase  forth  her  wrong 
<     Being  Judge  in  love,  she  cannot  right  her  cs- ' 

And  now  she  weeps,  and  now  she  fain  would 
'  And  now  her  sobs  do  her  intendments  break. 

!  Sometimes  she  shakea  her  head,  and  then  his  hand; 

Now  gazeth  she  on  him,  now  on  the  ground ; 
I  Sometimes  her  arms  infold  him  like  a  band ; 
She  would,  he  will  not  in  her  arms  be  bound ; 
And  when  fh>m  thence  he  strugglea  to  be  gone. 
She  locks  her  lily  fingers,  one  in  one. 

»  Fondling,  she  salth,  ainee  I  have  hemmM  thee  hei«, 
Withhi  the  cireult  of  this  ivory  pale, 

ru  be  the  park,  and  thou  shalt  be  my  deer; 
Feed  where  thou  wilt,  on  mountain  or  in  dak; 

Graze  on  my  lips ;  and  if  those  hills  be  dry. 

Stray  lower,  wbere  the  pleasant  foontaina  Ue. 

Within  this  limit  Is  reHef  enough. 

Sweet  bottom-grass,  and  high  dellgtatfyil  plaiiv 
Round  rising  hilk)cks,  brakes  obscure  and  lougo, 

To  shelter  thee  fh>m  tempest  and  from  rahi; 
Then  be  my  deer,  since  I  am  such  a  park; 
No  dog  shaU  rouse  thee,  though  a  thottiOBd  haik." 


eless  picture,  cold  and  senseless  stone, 
1  painted  idol,  image,  dull  and  dead, 
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At  this  Adonfs  fmiles,  as  In  diidaln, 
That  In  each  cheek  appears  a  preUy  dimple : 

Love  made  those  hollows,  if  himself  were  alain. 
He  might  be  buried  in  a  tomb  so  simple ; 

Fore-knowing  well,  if  there  he  came  to  lie, 

Why  there  lore  llTed,  and  there  he  could  not  die. 

These  lovely  caTes,  these  rooDd-enehanting  pits, 
OpenM  toeir  mouths  to  swallow  Venus*  liking: 

Being  mad  before,  how  doth  she  now  for  witaY 
Struck  dead  at  flrst,  what  needs  a  second  striking? 

Poor  queen  of  loTe,  In  thine  own  law  forlorn, 

To  love  a  cheek  that  amlles  at  thee  in  soomt 

Now  which  wi^  shall  she  turn !  what  shall  she  say  ? 

Her  words  are  done,  her  woee  the  more  increasing, 
The  time  is  spent,  her  object  will  away, 

And  fW>m  her  twining  arms  doth  onge  releasing: 
•*Pity--(8he  cries)  some  faTOur— some  remorse—*' 
AwAQT  he  springs,  and  hasteth  to  his  hone. 

But  lo,  flt>m  forth  a  copse  that  neighbours  by, 
A  breeding  Jennet,  lusty,  young,  and  proud, 

Adoni#  trampling  courser  doth  espy. 
And  forth  she  rushes,  snorts,  and  neighs  aloud ; 

The  strong-neckM  steed,  being  tied  unto  a  true, 

Breoketh  his  reign,  and  to  her  stniight  goes  he. 

Imperiously  he  leaps,  he  neighs,  he  bounds. 
And  now  his  woven  girts  he  breaks  asunder, 

The  bearing  earth  with  his  hard  hoof  he  wound's 
Whose  hollow  womb  resounds  like  heayen*s  thun- 

The  iron  bit  he  crushes  'tween  his  teeth,  [der ; 

Controlling  what  he  was  controlled  with. 

HI?  earn  np  priek'd ;  his  braided  hanging  mane,  , 
Upon  his  c 


mpass'd  crest  now  stands  on  end; 
ink  the  air,  and  forth  again, 


Bis  nostrils  drii 

As  from  »nimaoe,  rapoun  doth  he  nond: 
liis  eye,  which  glistens  scornfully  like  fire, 
Shows  his  hot  courage  and  his  high  desire. 

Bometimes  he  trots,  as  If  he  told  the  steps, 
With  gentle  majesty,  and  modest  prido ; 

Anon  he  rears  upright,  curvets  and  leaps. 
As  who  woukl  say,  Lo !  thus  my  strength  Is  tryM ; 

And  thus  I  do  to  captivate  the  eye, 

Of  the  fair  breeder  that  is  standing  by. 

What  recketh  be  his  rider's  angry  stir. 
His  flattering  holla,  or  his  Standi  I  *ay  T 

What  cares  he  now  for  curb,  or  prickinsr  spur? 
For  rich  caparisons,  or  trappings  gay  Y 

He  sees  his  love,  and  nothing  else  he  sees. 

For  nothing  else  with  his  proud  sij^  agreea. 

Look,  when  a  painter  would  surpass  the  life, 
In  limning  out  a  well-proportionM  steed. 

His  art  with  Nature's  workmanship  at  strife. 
As  if  the  dead  the  living  should  exceed ; 

80  did  his  horse  excel  a  common  one. 

In  shape.  In  courage,  colour,  pace,  and  bone. 

Bonnd-boof 'd,  short^olnled,  fetlocks  shag  and  long, 
Bruad  breast,  Ml  eyes,  small  head,  and  nostril  wido, 

Hij^  crest,  short  ears,  straight  lewsand  pas;»ing  atruiig. 
Thin  mane,  thick  tail,  broad  buttock,  tender  hide : 

Look  what  a  horse  should  have,  he  did  not  lack ; 

Save  a  proud  nder  on  so  proud  a  back. 

Bometimesba  sends  far  off;  and  there  he  starea, 
Anon  he  starts  at  stirring  of  a  feather; 

To  bid  the  wind  a  base  he  now  prepares. 
And  wh^r  he  ran,  or  fly,  they  knew  not  whether: 

For  through  his  mane  and  tail  the  high  wind  siiucs, 

Fanning  the  hairs,  who  wave  like  fiaather'd  wings. 

He  looks  upon  his  love,  and  neighs  unto  her ; 

She  answers  him,  as  if  she  knew  his  mind ; 
Being  proud,  as  females  are,  to  see  him  woo  her. 

She  puts  on  outward  strangeness,  seems  unkind; 
Spurns  at  his  love,  and  scorns  the  beat  he  feels, 
Beating  hla  kind  embraoements  with  her  heels. 


Then,  like  a  melancholy  malecontent, 
He  vails  his  toil,  that  like  a  fiaiing  plume, 

Oh>1  shadow  to  his  molting  buttocks  lent ; 
He  stamps  and  bites  the  poor  flies  in  his  fumo: 

His  love,  perceiving  how  he  is  enraged. 

Grew  kinaer,  and  his  Uuj  was  assuaged. 

His  testy  master  goeth  about  to  take  him ; 

When  lo,  the  unback'd  breeder,  ftill  of  fear. 
Jealous  of  catching,  swiftly  doth  forsake  him ; 

With  her  th^  horse,  and  left  Adonis  there : 
As  they  were  mad,  unto  the  woods  they  hie  them. 
Outstripping  crows  that  strive  to  overfly  them. 

AU  Bwdn  with  chasing,  down  Adonits  sita, 
Banning  his  boisterous  and  unruly  beast ; 

And  now  the  happy  season  once  more  fits, 
That  lovesick  Love,  by  i^eading  may  be  bleA ; 

For  lovers  say,  the  heart  hath  treble  wrong. 

When  It  is  barr'd  the  aidanoe  of  the  tongue. 

An  oven  that  Is  stopp'd,  or  river  stay*d, 
Bumeth  more  hotly,  swelleth  with  more  rage, 

So  of  concealed  sorrow  may  be  said ; 
Free  vent  of  words  love's  Are  doth  assuage ; 

But  when  the  heart's  attorney  once  is  mute, 

The  client  breaks,  as  despende  In  his  suit. 

He  sees  her  coming,  and  begina  to  glow, 

(Even  as  a  dying  coal  revives  with  wind,) 
And  with  his  bomiet  hides  his  angry  brow ; 

Looks  on  the  duU  earth  with  disturbed  mind; 
I  Taking  no  notice  that  she  Is  so  nigh, 
I  For  oU  askance  he  hoMs  her  in  his  eya. 

O  what  a  sight  It  was.  wisUy  to  view. 
How  she  came  stealing  to  the  wayward  boy! 

To  note  the  fighting  conflict  of  her  hue! 
How  white  and  red  each  other  did  destroy  I 

But  now,  her  cheek  was  pale,  and  by  and  by. 

It  flash'd  forth  Are,  as  ligntning  from  the  sky. 

Now  was  she  lust  before  him  aa  he  sat. 
And  like  a  lowly  lover  down  she  kneels ; 

With  one  fair  hand  she  heaveth  up  his  hat, 
Her  other  tender  hand  his  fair  cnoek  feels: 

His  tender  cheeks  receive  her  soft  hand's  print, 

As  apt  as  new-iallen  snow  takes  any  dint. 

O  what  a  war  of  looks  waa  then  between  themf 
Her  eyes,  petitioners,  to  his  eyes  suhig ; 

His  eyes  saw  her  eyes  as  they  had  not  seen  them ; 
Her  eyes  woo'd  still,  his  eyes  disdain'd  the  wooing : 

And  all  this  dumb  play  had  his  acto  made  plain. 

With  tears,  which,  chorus4ike,  her  eyea  did  rain. 

Full  gently  now  she  takea  him  by  the  hand, 

A  lily  prison'd  in  a  gaol  of  snow. 
Or  ivory  in  an  alabastar  band ; 

So  white  a  friend  engirU  so  white  a  foe : 
This  beauteous  combat,  wilful  and  unwilling, 
Shew'd  Uke  to  sUver  doves  that  sit  a  billing. 

Once  more  the  engine  of  her  thoughts  began: 

^  O  (Urest  mover  on  thia  mortal  round 
Would  thou  wert  aa  1  am,  and  I  a  man, 
I     My  heart  all  whole  as  thhie,  thy  heart  my  wound ; 
For  one  sweet  look  thy  help  I  wouki  aasure  thee, 
Tho'  nothing  but  my  body's  bane  ooukl  cure  th^e." 

Give  me  my  band,  salth  he,  why  doat  thou  feel  It  ? 

Give  me  my  heart,  saith  she,  and  thou  shall  have  it ; 
O  giTe  it  me,  lest  thy  hard  heart  do  steel  it. 

And  being  steeled,  soft  sighs  can  never  grave  It : 
Then  love's  deep  groaiM  I  never  shall  regard. 
Because  Adonhr  heart  hath  made  mime  hard. 

t«  For  shame r  he  olea;  <* let  go,  and  let  me  go; 

My  day*s  delight  Is  past,  my  hone  Is  gone, 
And  *tls  your  fault  I  am  bereft  him  so ; 

I  pray  you  hence,  and  leave  me  here  alone: 
For  all  my  mind,  my  thought,  my  busy  care, 
Is  how  to  get  my  palfrey  from  the  mare." 
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Thus  the  replies:  ^Thy  palfrey,  as  he  should. 
Welcomes  the  warm  approach  of  sweet  de«ire) 

Afltotion  is  a  coal  that  must  be  ooolM ; 
Else,  suflbrM,  it  will  set  the  heart  on  Are : 

The  sea  hath  bounds,  but  deep  desire  hath  nonoj 

Thererore  no  marvel  though  thy  horse  be  gone. 

How  like  a  Jade  he  stood,  tied  to  a  tree, 
Servilely  masterM  with  a  leathern  rein ! 

But  when  ho  saw  his  love,  his  vouth^s  (Viir  fee, 
He  held  such  potty  bondage  in  disdain ; 

Throwing  the  base  thong  ttom  his  bending  crest, 

Enflranchising  his  mouth,  his  back,  his  breast. 

Who  sees  his  true  love  in  her  naked  bed, 
Teaching  the  sheets  a  whiter  hue  than  white 

But,  when  his  glutton  eye  so  Aill  hath  fed, 
His  other  agents  aim  at  like  delight  ? 

Who  is  so  faint,  that  dare  not  be  so  bold. 

To  touch  the  lire,  the  weather  being  cold  ? 

Let  me  excuse  thy  courser,  genUe  boy; 

And  learn  of  him,  I  heartily  beseech  thee, 
To  take  advantage  on  presented  Joy ; 

Tho'  I  were  dumb,  yet  his  proceedings  teach  thee. 
O  learn  to  love ;  the  lesson  is  but  plain, 
And,  once  made  perfect,  never  lost  again." 

**  I  know  not  k>ve  (quoth  he,)  nor  will  I  know  it, 
Unless  it  l>e  a  boar,  and  then  I  chase  it ; 

*ns  much  to  borrow,  and  I  will  not  owe  it; 
My  idve  to  love  is  love  but  to  disgrace  it ; 

For  I  have  heard  it  is  a  life  in  death. 

That  laughs,  and  weeps,  and  all  but  with  a  breath. 

Who  wears  a  garment  shapeless  and  unflnishM  f 
Who  plucks  the  bud  before  one  loaf  put  forth  ? 

If  springing  things  be  any  Jot  diminishM, 
Tney  wither  in  their  prime,  prove  nothing  worth : 

The  colt  tliat^s  backM  and  burdenM  being  young, 

Loseth  his  pride,  and  never  waxeth  strong. 

You  hurt  my  hand  with  wringing;  let  us  part, 
And  leave  this  idle  theme,  this  bootless  chat: 

Remove  your  siege  fW>m  my  unyielding  heart ; 
To  lovers  alarm  it  will  not  ope  the  gate. 

I>ismiss  your  vows,  your  feigned  tears,  your  flattery 

For  where  a  heart  is  hard,  they  make  no  battery.*' 

M  What !  canst  thou  talk,  quoth  she,  hast  thou  a  tongue ! 

0  would  thou  hadst  not,  or  I  had  no  hearing! 
Thy  mermaid^s  voice  hath  done  me  double  wrong; 

1  had  my  load  before,  now  pressed  with  bearing: 
Melodious  discord,  heavenly  tune  harsh  sounding. 
Earth's  deep-sweet  music,  and   hearths  deep«ore 

[wounding. 
Had  I  no  eyes,  but  ears,  my  ears  would  lore 

That  inward  beauty  and  invisible ; 
Or,  were  I  deaf,  thy  outward  parts  would  move 

Each  part  in  me  that  were  but  sensible : 
Though  neither  eyes  nor  ears,  to  hear  nor  see, 
Yet  ^ould  1  be  in  love,  by  touching  thee. 

Sav  that  the  sense  of  feeling  were  bereft  me, 
And  that  I  could  not  see,  nor  hear,  nor  touch, 

And  nothing  but  the  very  smell  were  left  me, 
Yet  would  my  love  to  thee  be  still  as  much ; 

For  fh)m  the  stilI*tory  of  thy  face  excelling,       [ing. 

Comes  breath  perfumed,  that  breedeth  love  by  smeil- 

But  O,  what  banquet  wert  thou  to  the  taste. 
Being  nurse  and  feeder  of  the  other  four ! 

Would  they  not  wish  the  feast  should  ever  last, 
And  bid  suspicion  double-lock  the  door? 

Lest  Jealousy,  that  sour,  unwelcome  guest, 

Should,  by  his  stealing  in,  disturb  the  feast.** 

Once  more  the  ruby-eolonr*d  portal  open*d. 
Which  to  his  speech  did  honey  passage  yield ; 

Like  a  red  mom,  that  ever  yet  betokened. 
Wreck  to  the  seaman,  tempest  to  the  field, 

Borrow  to  shepherds,  woe  imto  the  birds. 

Gust  and  foul  flaws  to  herdsmen  and  to  herds. 


This  ill  presage  advisedly  she  marketh ; 

Even  as  the  wind  is  husb*d  before  it  Faineth, 
Or  as  the  wolf  doth  grin  before  it  barketb. 

Or  as  the  berry  breaks  before  it  staineCh, 
Or  like  the  deadly  bullet  of  a  gun. 
His  meaning  struck  her  ero  his  words  begun : 

And  at  his  look  she  flaUy  foUeth  down, 
For  looks  kill  love,  and  love  by  looks  rorlTeih. 

A  smile  rdcures  the  wounding  of  a  flrowu, 
But  blessed  bankrupti  that  by  love  so  thiiveth ! 

Tho  silly  boy,  believing  she  Is  dead. 

Claps  her  pale  cheek,  till  clapping  makes  It  reed; 

And  In  amaxe  break  off  his  late  intent. 
For  sharply  he  did  think  to  repreheod  ber, 

Which  cunning  love  did  wittily  prevent: 
Fair  fall  the  wit  that  can  so  well  deftad  her  I 

For  on  the  grass  she  lies  as  she  were  slain. 

Till  his  broath  breatheth  UDa  in  li 


He  wrings  her  nose,  he  strikes  her  on  the  dieelSy 
He  bends  her  ftngers,  holds  bor  pulses  hordi 

He  chafes  her  lips,  a  thousand  ways  he  aeeki,^ 
To  mend  the  hurt  that  his  unkindnees  marrM; 

He  kisses  her ;  and  she,  by  her  good  will, 

W  m  never  rise,  so  be  will  kiss  ber  atiU. 

The  night  of  sorrow  now  is  tnmM  to  day; 

Her  two  blue  windows  fhintly  she  up4ieaTeth, 
Like  the  fUr  sun,  when  in  his  flresh  array 

He  cheers  the  mom,  and  all  the  world  relieveUi:^ 
And  as  the  bright  sun  glorifies  the  sky, 
So  is  ber  tace  iillumin*d  with  h«r  eye, 

Wliose  beams  upon  his  hairless  flioe  are  lIzM, 
As  if  from  thence  they  lx>rrow*d  all  their  shl 

Wore  never  four  such  hunps  tog^her  mix*d. 
Hud  not  his  clouded  with  bis  brows*  repine; 

But  here,  which  through  the  crystal  tears  gave  Ugh^ 

Shone  like  the  moon,  in  water  seen  by  nighl. 


**0  where  am  I ?**  quoth  She— **ln  earth  or 
(^r  in  the  ocean  drench*d,  or  in  the  fire  T 

What  hour  is  this?  or  mom  m  weary  erenf 
Do  I  delight  to  die,  or  life  desire  f 

But  now  I  lived,  and  life  was  deaths  aniK^ ; 

But  now  I  died,  and  death  was  lively  Joy. 

O  thou  didst  kill  me ;— kill  me  onee  again ; 

Thy  eyes*  shrewd  tutor,  that  hard  heart  of  tbiae, 
Haih  taught  them  scornful  tricks,  and  such  rf**it*«n, 

That  they  have  murder*d  Uiis  poor  heart  of  mine; 
And  these  mine  eyes,  true  leaders  to  thi^  qaeeo, 
But  for  thy  piteous  lips  no  more  had  t 


Long  may  they  kiss  each  other,  for  this  core  I 
O  never  let  their  crimson  liveries  wear! 

And  as  they  last,  their  verdure  still  endure, 
To  drive  infection  Arom  the  dangerous  year  I 

That  the  star-f^azers,  having  writ  on  deatli. 

May  say,  the  plague  is  baniah'd  by  thy  breath. 

Pure  lips,  sweet  seals  in  my  soft  Upe  imprtirted. 
What  bargains  may  I  make,  still  to  be  sealii^? 

To  sell  myself  I  can  be  well  contented, 
So  thoii  wilt  buy,  and  pay,  and  use  good  deafing; 

Which  purchase  if  thou  make,  for  fear  of  slips, 

Set  thy  seal-manual  on  my  wax-red  Ups. 

A  thousand  kisses  buys  my  heart  firom  me  ; 

And  pay  them  at  thy  leisure,  one  by  one. 
What  is  ten  hundred  kisses  unto  thee  f 

Are  they  not  quickly  told,  and  quickly  sooet 
Say,  for  non-payment  that  the  debt  should  donhle^ 
Is  twenty  hundred  kisses  such  a  trouble  r* 

"•  Fair  queen,**  quoth  he,  "if  any  love  you  owe  met 
Measure  my  strangeness  with  my  unripe  yesis; 

Before  I  know  myself,  seek  not  to  know  me; 
No  flsher  but  the  ungrown  fry  forfoeais: 

The  mellow  plum  doth  fidl,  the  green  ttidaHtL 

Or  being  early  pluck'd,  is  sour  to  tsste. 
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^  Look,  the  woi1<ft  eomibfter,  but  weur  gKlt, 
Mis  day*k  hot  task  halh  ended  in  the  West: 

The  owl,  night's  herald,  shrieks,  'tu  very  Uu; 
The  sheep  are  gone  to  fold,  birds  to  their  nest ; 

The  ooal-biack  elooda  that  shadow  heaven's  light. 

Do  Bomman  ua  to  part,  and  bid  good  night. 

Now  let  me  say  g—d  nighty  and  so  say  yoaj 
If  Tou  will  say  so,  yon  shall  haTe  a  Usa.'' 

Oood  night,  qnoth  the ;  and  ere  be  says  aditut 
The  honey  fee  of  parting  tendered  is : 

Her  arms  do  lend  his  neck  a  sweet  embraoe ; 

Inoorporate  then  they  seem ;  fisoe  grows  to  ihee. 

Till,  breathleas,  he  di^olnM,  and  baekwaid  drew, 
The  besTenly  moiBtiire,  that  sweet  ccMral  mouth, 

Whose  preclooa  taste  her  thirsty  lips  well  knew. 
Whereon  they  surfeit,  yet  complain  of  drought : 

He  with  her  plenty  pressed,  she  fttnt  with  dearth, 

(Their  Ups  together  glew'd)  fUl  to  the  earth. 

Now  quick  Deabe  bath  caught  her  yiekling  prey. 
And  glutton-like  she  feeds,  yet  never  fllletii ; 

Her  lips  are  conquerors,  his  lipe  obey. 
Paying  what  ransom  the  insulter  wllleth ; 

Whose  vulture  thought  doth  pitch  the  price  so  high, 

That  she  wiD  draw  his  llpa*  rich  treasure  dry. 

^  And  having  Mt  the  sweetneas  of  the  spoil. 
With  bUnd<fold  f^  she  begins  to  forsse ; 
Her  teoe  doth  reek  and  smoke,  her  blood  doth  boO, 

And  careless  lust  stirs  up  a  desperate  courage; 
Planting  oblivion,  beating  reason  back, 
Forgetting  shame's  pure  blush,  and  honour^  wrack. 

Hot,  fUnt,  and  weary,  with  her  hard  embracing,  [ling. 
Like  a  wild  bird  being  tamed  with  too  much  hand- 

Or  aa  the  fleel4bot  roe,  that*a  tired  with  chasing, 
Or  like  the  fh>ward  intent,  stiU'd  with  dandling. 

He  now  obeys,  and  now  no  more  reaisteth. 

While  she  takes  aU  she  can,  not  aU  she  Uateth. 

What  wax  so  frozen  but  dlsaolvee  with  tempMng, 
And  yiekis  aft  last  to  every  light  impression? 

Things  out  of  hope  are  compaasM  oft  with  venturing. 
Chiefly  in  love,  whoae  leave  exceeds  commiaaion : 

Affection  fhints  not  like  a  pale-feced  coward. 

But  then  woea  beat,  when  moat  hla  choice  la  (toward, 

When  he  dfcl  tmwn,  O  had  she  then  gave  over, 
Such  nectar  fh>m  his  lips  she  had  not  suck'd. 

Foul  words  and  fh>wna  must  not  repel  a  lover; 
What  though  the  rose  have  pricks?  yet  Is  It 

Were  beauty  under  twenty  locks  kept  fbst,   [pluckM: 

Tet  love  breaka  through,  and  pleka  them  aU  at  last. 

For  pity  now  she  can  no  mors  detain  him ; 

The  poor  fool  preys  her  that  he  may  depart ; 
She  is  resolved  no  tonger  to  restrain  him ; 

Bids  him  fhrewell,  and  look  weU  to  her  heart, 
The  which,  by  Cupid's  bow  she  doth  protest. 
He  carries  thence  incaged  In  hla  braaaL 

Sweet  boy,  ahe  says,  this  night  PD  waste  in  sorrow, 
For  my  sick  heart  commands  mine  eyes  to  watch, 

Tell  me,  love*s  master,  shall  we  meet  kMuorrow  ? 
Say,  shall  we  ?  shall  we?  wilt  thou  make  the  match ! 

He  tells  her,  no ;  to-monow  he  intends 

lb  hunt  the  boar  with  certain  of  his  IHeiida. 

The  boart  (quoth  ahe)  whersat  a  sudden  pale^ 
Like  lawn  being  spread  upon  the  blushing  roae, 

Uaurpa  her  cheeks ;  she  trembles  at  hia  tale, 
And  on  his  neck  her  yoking  arms  she  throws: 

She  slnketh  down,  still  hanging  on  his  neck, 

Be  on  her  belly  fluls,  she  on  her  back. 

Now  la  she  In  the  veiy  Hsta  of  love, 

Her  champion  mounted  for  the  hot 
AU  la  imaginary  she  doth  prove, 

Be  wUl  not  manage  her,  although  he 
That  worse  than  Tkntalua^  Is  her  annoy 
To  cUp  Elysium,  and  to  lack  her  Joy. 


Even  as  poor  birds,  deceived  with  painted  grapea, 
Do  suifeit  by  the  eye,  and  pine  the  maw. 

Even  so  she  languisheth  in  her  mlahapa, 
As  those  poor  bbfds  that  helpless  berries  saw : 

The  warm  effects  that  she  In  him  finds  missing. 

She  eeeka  to  kindle  by  continual  kissfaig^ 

But  all  in  vain ;  good  queen,  It  win  not  be: 
She  hath  aasay'd  aa  mudi  as  may  be  proved ; 

Her  pleading  hath  deaerved  a  greater  fee; 
She^  Leve,  she  toves,  and  yet  she  Is  not  loved. 

*^Fle,flei"  he  says;  ** yon  crush  me,  let  me  go; 

You  have  no  reaeon  to  withhokl  me  ao." 

Thou  hadat  been  gone,  quolh  she,  aweet  boy,  ere  thia. 
But  that  thou  tokl'tt  me,  thou  would'st  hunt  the 

O  be  advised ;  thou  know'tt  not  what  it  la  [boar. 
With  favelln's  point  a  ehurUah  swine  to  gore, 

Whose  tushes  never^heathed  he  whetteth  still, 

Uke  to  a  mortal  butcher,  bent  to  klU. 

On  his  bow-back  be  hath  a  battle  set, 
Of  briathr  pikea,  that  ever  threat  hla  foeas 

His  eyea,  like  glow-worms  ahlne  when  he  doth  fret: 
His  snout  din  sepulchres  where'er  he  goes ; 

Being  moved,  he  strikes  whale*er  Is  in  his  way, 

And  whom  he  strikea,  hla  crooked  tuahea  alay. 

His  brawny  side,  with  haliy  brlatlea  armed. 
Are  better  proof  than  thy  spear's  point  can  enter 

His  short  thick  neck  cannot  be  eas*ly  hannM ; 
Being  ireftU,  on  the  lion  he  will  venture: 

The  thorny  brambles  and  embracing  buahea, 

Aa  fearfUl  of  him,  part;  through  whom  he  i 


Alas,  he  nought  esteems  that  fhee  of  thhie, 
To  which  Love's  eye  pavs  tributary  gazes; 

Nor  thy  soft  hands,  sweet  lips,  and  crystal  eyna, 
Whose  TaU  perfection  all  the  world  amaxes; 

But  having  thee  at  vantage  (wondrous  dread  I) 

Wouki  root  these  beauUea  aa  be  rooU  the  mead. 

O,  let  him  keep  hla  loathsome  cabin  atUl ; 

Beauty  hath  nought  to  do  with  such  foul  HewliL 
Come  not  within  his  danger  by  thy  will ; 

They  that  thrive  well,  take  council  of  thefa-  friends. 
When  thou  didst  name  the  boar,  not  to  dissemble, 
I  feared  thy  fortune,  and  my  Jointa  did  trembK 

IHdst  thou  not  marie  my  fhce?  Waa  it  not  white? 

Sawest  thou  not  signs  of  fear  lurk  in  mine  eye? 
Grew  I  not  lUnt?  And  fell  I  not  downright? 

Within  my  boaom,  whereon  thou  dost  lie, 
My  boding  heart  pants,  beats,  and  takea  no  reet. 
But,  Uke  an  earthquake,  shakes  thee  on  my  hroaot- 

For  where  love  reigns,  distuibbig  Jeatoosy 
Doth  call  himself  affeeUon's  sentinel ; 

Gives  fUse  alarms ;  suggesteth  mutiny. 
And  in  a  peacenil  hour  doth  cry,  Attf,  killt 

DlBlempering  genUe  love  with  his  desire, 

As  air  and  water  dotii  abate  the  Are. 

This  aour  informer,  this  bate-breeding  spy, 
This  canker  that  eats  up  love's  tender  sprinff, 

This  carry-tale,  dissensious  Jealousy,  [bring, 

That  sometimes  true  news,  sometimes  falae  doth 

Knoeka  at  my  heart,  and  whispers  In  mine  ear. 

That  if  I  love  thee,  Ithy  death  shoukl  fear. 

And  mora  than  so,  preaenteth  to  mine  eye. 
The  picture  of  an  angry-chaffing  boar. 

Under  whose  shan)  fangs  on  his  back  doth  Ue, 
An  Image  Uke  thyaeU;  aU  stained  with  gore; 

Whose  blood  upon  the  f^esh  flowera  being  shed, 

Doth  make  them  droop  with  grid;  and  hang  the  head. 

What  diouM  I  do,  seeing  thee  ao  Indeed, 

That  trembling  at  the  imagination, 
The  thought  of  It  doth  make  my  fUnt  heart  bleedt 

And  fear  doth  teach  It  divination: 
I  prophecy  thy  death,  mr  Uving  aorrow, 
IT  thou  enconnter  with  the  boar  to«iorrow. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 

1^ 


490 


POEMS  OF  SHAKSPEARE. 


Bot  if  01911  needs  wfU  hunt,  be  ruled  l>j  me ; 

Uncouple  at  the  tlmoroui  flying  harey 
Or  Bt  the  fox,  which  Uvet  by  labtUty, , 

Or  at  the  rue,  which  no  enoounter  dare : 
Pnraue  these  fearful  creatures  o*er  the  downs, 
And  on  thy  weU>breathed  horse  keep  with  thy  hoondB. 

And  when  thou  hast  on  foot  the  purblind  hare, 
Mark  the  poor  wretch  to  overshut  his  trovblee, 

How  he  uutrTuns  the  wind,  and  with  what  care. 
He  cranks  and  crosses,  with  a  thousand  doubles: 

The  many  musits  through  the  which  he  goes, 

Are  like  a  labyrinth  t*  amaze  his  foes. 

Sometimes  ho  runs  among  the  flock  of  sheep, 
To  make  the  cunning  hoimds  mistake  their  smell, 

AiKi  sometimes  where  earth<delving  conies  keep, 
To  stop  the  loud  pursuers  in  their  yell; 

And  sometime  sorteih  with  a  herd  of  deer; 

Danger  deviseth  sliiAs;  wit  waits  on  fear. 

For  there  his  smell  with  others  being  mingled. 
The  hot  scent^enufllog  hounds  are  driTeu  to  doubt, 

Oeasing  their  clamorous  crv  till  they  have  singled 
With  much  ado  the  cold  feult  cleanly  out; 

llien  do  they  spend  their  mouths :  Echo  replies, 

As  if  another  cnase  were  in  the  skies. 

By  this,  poor  Wat,  fhr  off  upon  a  hill, 
Stands  on  his  hinder  leips  with  listening  eart 

To  hearken  if  his  foes  pursue  him  still ; 
Anon  their  luud  alarums  he  doth  hear; 

And  now  his  grief  may  be  compared  well 

To  one  sore-sick,  that  bean  the  passing  belL 

Then  Shalt  thou  see  the  dew-bedabbled  wretch, 
Turn,  and  return,  indenting  with  the  way ; 

Bach  envious  briar  his  weary  legs  doth  scratch, 
Each  shadow  makes  him  stop,  each  murmur  stay : 

For  misery  is  trodden  on  by  many, 

And  being  low,  never  relieved  by  any. 

Lie  quietly,  and  bear  a  little  more ; 

Nay,  do  not  struggle,  for  thou  shalt  not  rise: 
To  make  thee  hate  the  hunting  of  the  boar. 

Unlike  thyself;  thou  hearest  me  moralize, 
Applying  this  to  that,  and  so  to  so, 
For  love  can  comment  upon  every  woe. 

Where  did  I  leave  T— '^  No  matter  where,"  quofh  he ; 

**  Leave  me,  and  then  the  story  aptly  ends :      [she. 
The  night  is  spent"    ^  Why,  what  of  that?"  quoth 

,  "■  I  am,"  quoth  he,  **  expected  of  my  Mends ; 
And  now,  'tis  dark,  and  going  I  shall  fiUl.— " 
M  In  night,"  quoth  she,  »  desire  sees  best  of  all. 

But  If  thou  tell,  O  then  Imagine  this, 
The  earth  in  love  with  thee  thy  footing  trips, 

And  all  is  but  to  rob  thee  of  a  kiss. 
Rich  preys  moke  rich  men  thieves ;  so  do  thy  lips 

Make  modest  Dian  cloudy  and  forlorn. 

Lest  she  should  steal  a  kiss  and  die  forsworn. 

Now,  of  this  dark  night  I  perceive  the  reason: 
Cynthia  for  shame  obscures  her  silver  shine, 

Till  fon^ing  Nature  be  condemn'd  of  treason. 
For  stealing  moulds  fh>m  heaven  that  were  divine, 

Wherein  she  framed  thee  in  high  heaven's  despite. 

To  shame  the  sun  by  day,  and  her  by  night. 

And  therefore  hath  she  bribed  the  Destinies, 
To  cross  the  curious  workmanship  of  nature, 

To  mingle  beauties  with  inflrmities. 
And  pure  perfection  with  impure  defeature ; 

Blaking  it  subject  to  the  tyranny 

Of  sad  mischances  and  such  misery: 

As  burning  fevers,  agues  pale  and  feint, 
Life-poising  pestilence,  and  (yenztes  wood, 

The  raarrow««ating  sickness,  whose  attaint 
Di!4order  breeds  by  heating  of  the  blood: 

Surfeits,  imposthumea,  grief;  and  damned  despair, 

Swear  Nature^  death  for  fhuning  thee  so  fkir. 


And  not  ttie  least  of  an  these  maladies, 
But  in  one  minute's  sight  brings  beauty  under: 

Both  favour,  savour,  hue  and  qualities 
Whereat  th*  Imperial  gazer  late  did  wonder. 

Are  on  a  sudden  wasted,  thawM  and  done, 

As  mouniain-Bttow  melts  with  the  mid-day  sua. 

Therefore,  deq>ite  of  (hritless  chastity. 
Love-lacking  vestals,  and  self4oving  nuns, 

That  on  the  earth  would  breed  a  scarcity. 
And  barren  dearth  of  daughters  and  of  soos, 

Be  prodigal:  the  lamp  that  burns  by  night. 

Dries  up  his  oil,  to  lend  the  world  Us  lighL 

What  Is  thy  body  but  a  swallowing  grave, 

Seeming  to  bury  that  posterity 
Which  by  the  rights  of  time  thou  needs  must  haw, 

If  thou  destroy  them  not  in  their  obscurity  T 
If  so,  the  world  will  hoM  thee  in  disdain, 
Sith  in  thy  pride  so  fhir  a  hope  is  slain. 

So  in  thyself  thyself  art  made  away ; 

A  mischief  worse  thsn  civil  home4>red  strifl). 
Or  their*B,  whose  desperate  hands  themselves  do  slay, 

Or  butcher«ire,  that  reaves  his  son  of  life. 
Foul  cankering  rust  the  hidden  treasure  Areta, 
But  gold  that's  put  to  use,  more  gold  beget*." 

»Nay  then,"  quoth  Adon,  («you  will  fell  i«ain 

Into  your  idle,  over-handled  theme ; 
The  kiss  I  gave  you  is  bestow'd  in  vain. 

And  all  in  vain  vou  strive  against  the  a 
For  by  this  biack-woed  night,  desire's  foul  nuna. 
Your  treatise  makes  me  like  you  worse  and  wortc 

If  k>ve  have  lent  you  twenty  thousand  tongues, 
And  evei7  tongue  more  moving  than  your  own. 

Bewitching  like  the  wanton  mermaid's  songs. 
Yet  fh>m  mine  ear  the  temptinff  tune  is  blown; 

For  know,  my  heart  stands  armed  in  my  ear, 

And  will  not  let  a  fUss  Sound  enter  there; 

Lest  the  deceiving  harmony  should  run 

Into  the  quiet  closure  of  my  breast ; 
And  then  my  little  heart  were  quite  undone, 

In  his  bed-chamber  to  be  barr'd  of  rest. 
No,  lady,  no ;  my  heart  longs  not  to  groan. 
But  soimdly  sleeps,  while  now  it  sleeps  aloiMd 

What  have  you  urged  that  I  cannot  reprove  f 
The  path  is  smooth  that  leadeth  unto  danger 

I  hate  not  love,  but  your  devioe  in  love, 
That  lends  embraoements  unto  every  st 

You  do  it  for  increase ;  O  stnnge  excuse  I 

When  Reason  Is  the  bawd  to  Lust's  abuse. 

Call  it  not  Love,  for  Love  to  heaven  is  fled. 
Since  sweating  Lust  on  earth  usurps  his  name; 

Under  whose  simple  semblance  he  hath  fed 
Upon  f^sh  beauty,  blotting  it  with  blame; 

Which  the  bot  tyrant  stains,  and  soon  bereaves, 

As  caterpillan  do  the  tender  leaves. 

Love  oomforteth,  like  smhshine  after  rain, 
But  Lust's  effect  is  tempest  after  aun. 

Love's  gentle  spring  doth  always  fk«sh  remain. 
Lust's  winter  comes  ere  summer  half  be  dons. 

Love  surfeits  not;  Lust  like  a  glutton  dies; 

Love  is  aU  truth;  Lust  fUl  of  forged  lies. 

More  I  could  tall,  but  more  I  dare  not  aay, 

The  text  is  old,  the  orator  too  green. 
Therefore  in  sadness,  now  I  will  away ; 

My  Ace  is  Ml  of  shame,  my  heart  of  teen ; 
Mine  ears  that  to  your  wantcm  talk  attMided, 
Do  bum  themselves  for  having  so  offended.'* 

With  this,  he  breaketh  fh>m  the  sweet  ambnes 
Of  those  fUr  arms  which  bound  him  to  her  bressi. 

And  homeward  through  the  dark  faiwns  runs  apaos; 
Leaves  Love  upon  her  back,  deeply  dlstrassU 

Look  how  a  brignt  star  shooteth  fhnn  the  sky, 

80  glides  he  in  the  night  from  Venus'  eye; 
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Which  after  him  she  darts,  as  one  on  ahore 

Gazing  upon  a  late-embarked  friend, 
TUl  the  wild  wavo«  will  have  him  seen  no  more, 

Who«e  ridges  with  the  meeting  clouds  contend ; 
So  did  the  merciless  and  pitchy  night 
Fold  in  the  object  thai  did  feed  her  sighL 

Whereat  amaxed,  as  one  that  unaware 
Hath  droppM  a  precious  Jewel  in  the  floods 

Or  *8tonishM  as  night-wondererers  often  are, 
Their  light  blown  out  in  some  mistrustful  wood; 

Even  so  confounded  in  the  dark  she  lay, 

Having  lost  the  fair  discovery  of  her  way. 

And  now  she  beats  her  heart,  whereat  it  groans, 
That  all  the  neighbou^cavee,  as  seeming  troubled. 

Hake  Terbal  repetition  of  her  moans ; 
Passion  on  passion  deeply  is  redoubled : 

jSk  me  1  she  cries,  and  twenty  times,  leoe,  woe  I 

And  twenty  echoes  twenty  times  cry  so. 

She  marking  them,  h^ins  a  walling  note, 
And  sings  extemp'raily  a  woeful  ditty ; 

Bow  love  mokes  young  men  thrall,  and  old  men  dote ; 
How  love  is  wise  in  folly,  foolish-witty : 

Ber  heavy  anthem  still  concludes  in  woe, 

And  still  the  choir  of  echoes  answer  so. 

Her  song  was  tedious,  and  outwore  the  night, 
For  lovers*  hours  are  long,  though  seeming  short: 

If  pleased  themselves,  others,  they  think,  delight 
in  such  like  circumstance,  with  such  Uke  sport: 

Theh'  copious  stories,  oftentimes  begun, 

£nd  without  audiunce,  and  are  never  done. 

For  who  hath  she  to  spend  the  night  withal, 
But  idle  sounds,  resembling  parasites. 

Like  shrill-tongued  tapsters,  answering  every  call, 
Soothing  the  humour  of  fantastic  wilsY 

She  said,  'tis  so ;  they  answer  all,  'lu  ao ; 

And  would  say  after  tier,  if  she  said  no. 

Lo!  hear  the  gentle  lark,  weary  of  rest, 
From  his  moist  cabinet  mounts  up  on  high. 

And  wakes  the  morning,  from  whose  silver  breast 
The  sun  ariseth  in  his  majesty ; 

Who  doth  the  world  so  gloriously  behold. 

That  cedar-tops  and  hills  seem  bumish'd  gold. 

Venus  salutes  him  with  this  fUr  good-morrow: 
"O  ihiiu  clear  god,  and  patron  of  all  light. 

From  whom  each  lamp  and  shining  star  doth  borrow 
The  beauteous  influence  that  makes  him  bright. 

There  lives  a  son,  that  sucked  on  earthly  mother, 

May  lend  thue  light,  as  thou  deal  lend  to  other.'' 

This  said,  she  hastoth  to  a  myrtle  grove, 
Musing  thu  morning  is  so  much  o'erwom. 

And  yet  she  hears  no  tidings  of  her  love ; 
She  hearkens  for  his  hounds,  and  for  his  horn. 

Anon  she  hears  them  chaunt  it  lustily, 

And  all  in  haste  she  coasteth  to  the  cry. 

And  as  she  runs,  the  boshes  in  the  way 
Some  catch  her  by  the  neck,  some  kiss  her  (hoe, 

Some  twine  about  her  thigh  to  make  her  stay ; 
She  wildly  breaketh  (h^m  their  strict  embrace, 

Like  a  milch  doe,  whose  swelling  dugs  do  ache, 

Basting  to  feed  her  fawn,  hid  in  some  brake. 

By  this,  she  hears  the  hounds  are  at  the  bay, 
Whereat  she  starts,  like  one  that  spies  an  adder 

Wreath'd  up  in  fatal  folds.  Just  in  his  way. 
The  fear  whereof  doth  make  him  shake  and  shud- 

Even  so  the  timorous  yelping  of  the  hounds      [der : 

Appals  her  senses,  ana  her  sprigtU  confounds. 

For  now  she  knows  it  la  no  gentle  chase. 
But  the  blunt  t>oar,  rough  bear,  or  lion  proud, 

Because  the  cry  remaineth  in  one  phice. 
Where  fearfully  the  dogs  exclaim  aloud: 

Finding  their  enemy  to  be  so  crust. 

They  all  strain  oourt'sj  who  shall  cope  him  flnU 


This  dismal  cry  rings  sadly  in  her  ear. 
Through  which  it  enters  to  surprii^k)  her  heart, 

Who  overcome  by  doubt  and  blood'loss  fear. 
With  cold-pale  weakness  numbs  each  Teellug  part: 

Like  soldiers,  when  their  captain  once  doth  yield. 

They  basely  fly,  and  dare  not  stay  the  field. 

Hius  stands  she  in  a  trembling  ecstacy ; 

Till,  cheering  up  her  senses  sore  dlsmayM, 
She  telb  them,  'tis  a  causeless  fantaj«y, 

And  childish  error  that  they  are  afraid ; 
Bids  them  leave  quaking,  wills  them  fear  no  more  ;— 
And  with  that  word  she  spy*d  the  hunted  boar ; 

Whose  flrothy  mouth,  bepainted  all  with  red. 
Like  milk  and  blood  being  mingled  both  together, 

A  second  fear  through  all  her  sinews  spread, 
Which  madly  hurries  her  she  knows  not  whither ; 

This  wav  she  runs,  and  now  she  will  no  further, 

But  back  rstires,  to  rate  the  boar  for  murder. 

A  thousand  spleens  bear  her  a  thousand  ways ; 

She  treads  the  paths  that  she  untreads  again ; 
Her  morn  than  haste  is  mated  with  delays. 

Like  the  proceedings  of  a  drunken  brain ; 
Pull  of  respect,  yet  not  at  all  respecting. 
In  hand  with  all  things,  nought  at  all  effectii^. 

Here  kennel'd  in  a  brake  she  finds  a  hound, 
And  asks  the  weary  caitiff  for  his  master; 

And  there  another  licking  of  his  wound, 
'Gainst  venom'd  sores  the  only  sovereign  plaster; 

And  here  she  meets  another  sadly  scowling. 

To  whom  she  speaks,  and  he  replies  with  howling. 

When  he  had  ceased  his  ill-raeonnding  noiso. 
Another  flap-roouth'd  mourner,  black  and  grim, 

Against  the  welkin  vollies  out  his  voice ; 
Another  and  another  answer  him, 
'  Clapping  their  proud  tails  to  the  ground  below. 

Shaking  their  scratch'd  oars,  bleeding  as  they  go. 

Look,  how  the  world's  poor  people  are  amazed 
At  apparitions,  signs,  and  prodigies,      ' 

Whereon  with  fearful  ey(«  they  long  have  gazed, 
Incising  them  with  dreadful  prophecies ; 

So  she  at  these  sad  signs  draws  up  her  breath. 

And,  sighing  it  ogain,  exclaims  on  death. 

^  Hard-lhvoor'd  tyrant,  ugly,  meagre,  lean. 
Hateful  divorce  of  iove,  fthus  chides  she  death.) 

Grim-grinning  ghost,  earth's  worm,  what  dost  thou 
To  stifle  beauty,  and  to  steal  his  breath,       [mean 

Who  when  he  lived,  his  breath  and  beauty  set 

Gloss  on  the  rose,  smell  to  the  violet  T 

If  he  be  dead— O  no,  it  cannot  be. 

Seeing  his  beauty,  thou  shouldst  strike  at  it«- 
O  ves,  it  may ;  thou  hast  no  eyes  to  see. 

But  hatefully  at  random  dost  thou  hit. 
Thy  mark  is  feeble  age ;  but  thy  Ihlse  dart 
Mistakes  that  aim,  and  cleaves  an  inftnt's  heart 

Hadat  thou  but  bid  beware,  then  he  had  spoke, 
And  hearing  him,  thy  power  had  lost  his  power. 

The  destinies  will  curse  thee  for  this  stroke ; 
They  bid  thee  crop  a  weed,  thou  pluck'st  a  flower : 

I»ve'i>  golden  arrow  at  him  should  have  fled. 

And  not  death's  ebon  dart,  to  strike  him  dead. 

Dost  thou  drink  tears,  that  then  provok'st  such  weep* 
What  may  a  heavy  groan  advantage  thee  ?    [iug  ? 

Why  hast  thou  cast  into  eternal  sleeping 
Those  eyes  that  taught  all  other  eyes  to  see? 

Now  Nature  cares  not  for  thy  mortal  vigour, 

Since  her  beet  work  la  min'd  with  thy  rigour.** 

Here  overcome,  as  one  ftill  of  despair. 
She  veil'd  her  eye-lids,  who,  like  sluices,  stoppM 

The  crystal  tide  that  fh>m  her  two  cheeks  fiilr 
In  the  iweet  channel  of  her  bosom  dropp'd ; 

But  through  the  flood-gates  breaks  the  silver  rain, 

And  with  nil  itroDg  oonrae  opens  thmn  again. 
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O  how  her  ejes  and  toan  did  lend  and  borrow  I 
Her  eyes  seen  in  her  teara,  tears  in  her  eye ; 

Both  oyatols,  where  they  riewM  each  others  aoiTOWy 
Borrow,  that  Mendly  sighs  sought  still  to  dry ; 

Bat  like  a  stormy  day,  now  wind,  now  min, 

Sighs  dry  her  cheeks,  tears  make  them  weft  again. 

Variable  passions  throng  her  constant  woe, 
As  strt^ng  which  should  best  become  her  grief; 

All  entertained,  each  posslon  labours  so, 
That  every  prssent  sorrow  seemeth  ehlef^ 

Bnt  none  is  best;  then  Join  they  all  together. 

Like  many  elonds  oonsulttng  for  foul  weather. 

By  this,  flur  off  she  bears  some  hmitsman  holla  s 
A  ni]JrBe*s  song  ne'er  pleased  her  babe  so  well: 

The  dire  imagination  she  did  follow 
This  soond  of  hope  doth  labour  to  expel; 

For  now  revlTing  joy  bids  her  re|oice, 

And  flatters  her,  it  Is  Adonis'  Toloe. 

Whereat  her  tean  began  to  tarn  their  tide, 
Being  prisonM  in  her  eye,  like  pearis  in  glass; 

Yet  sometimes  falls  an  orient  drop  beside, 
Which  her  cheek  melts,  as  scorning  it  shoukl  pass 

To  wash  the  foul  Ikoe  of  the  sluttish  ground, 

Who  is  bat  drunken  when  she  seemeth  drown*d. 

0  hard-believing  love,  how  stranse  it  seems 
Not  to  believe,  and  yet  too  credulous  I 

Thy  weal  and  woe  are  both  of  them  extremes, 

Despair  and  hope  make  thee  ridiculous: 
The  one  doth  flatter  thee  in  thoughts  unlikely, 
With  Ukely  thooghts  the  other  kills  thee  quickly. 

Now  she 'unweaves  the  web  thst  she  had  wrought; 

Adonis  lives,  and  Death  is  not  to  blame : 
It  was  not  she  that  call*d  him  all  to  nought ; 

Now  she  jidds  honour  to  his  hateftil  name ; 
She  clepes  him  king  of  graves,  and  grave  for  kings, 
Imperial  supreme  of  all  mortal  things. 

«No,  no,  (quoth  she)  sweet  Death,  I  did  baft  Jeeft; 

Yet  pardon  me,  I  f«lt  a  kind  of  fear. 
When  as  I  met  the  boar,  that  bloody  beast, 

Which  knows  no  pity,  but  is  still  severe ; 
Then,  gentle  shadow,  (truth  I  must  confess,) 

1  rail'd  on  thee,  fearing  my  love's  decease. 

*ns  not  my  fkult ;  the  boar  provoked  my  tongae ; 

Be  wresikM  on  him,  invisible  oomnuuMler ; 
Tis  he,  foul  creature,  that  hath  done  thee  wrong ; 

I  did  but  act,  he's  author  of  thy  slander: 
Grief  hath  two  tongues,  and  never  woman  yeft 
Gould  rule  them  both,  without  ten  women's  wit." 

Thos  hoping  that  Adonis  is  alive, 
Her  rash  suspect  she  doth  extenuate ; 

And  that  his  beauty  may  the  belter  thrive. 
With  Death  she  humbly  doth  insinuate : 

Tells  him  of  trophies,  statues,  tombs :  and  stories 

His  victories,  his  triumphs,  and  his  glories. 

(« O  Jove,"  quoth  she, «  how  much  a  fool  was  I, 
To  be  of  such  a  weak  and  silly  mijid, 

1V>  wail  his  death,  who  lives,  and  must  not  dlo, 
Till  mutual  overthrow  of  mortal  kind  I 

For  he  being  dead,  with  him  is  beauty  slain. 

And,  beaaty  dead,  black  chaos  comes  again. 

Fie,  fle,  fond  love,  thou  art  so  ftall  of  fear. 
As  one  with  treasure  laden,  hemm'd  with  thievea ; 

Trifles,  unwitnessed  with  eye  or  ear. 
Thy  coward  heart  with  false  bethinking  grterea.*' 

Even  at  this  word  she  hears  a  merry  horn, 

Wbereaft  she  leaps  thai  was  but  late  forlorn. 

As  flUcon  to  the  lore,  away  die  flies ; 

The  grass  stoops  not,  she  treads  on  Ift  io  Ughft; 
And  in  her  haste  unfortunately  spies 

The  foul  boar's  conquest  on  her  lUr  delight ; 
Which  seen,  her  eyes,  ss  murder'd  with  the  view, 
Like  stars  ashamed  of  day,  tbemielves  withdrew. 


Or,  as  the  ansO,  whose  tender  horns  bein?  hit. 
Shrinks  backward  in  hia  sbellv  cave  with  polo, 

And  there,  all  smothered  up  in  uuide  doth  sii. 
Long  after  fearing  to  creep  forth  again ; 

So,  at  his  bloody  view,  her  eyes  are  fled 

Into  the  deep,  dark  cabins  of  her  head. 

Where  they  resign  their  ofllee  and  their  Ughft 
To  the  duposing  of  her  troubled  brain ; 

Who  bids  tbem  still  consort  with  ugly  night. 
And  never  wound  the  heart  with  looks  again; 

Who,  like  a  king  perplexed  in  his  throne. 

By  their  suggesuon  givea  a  deodly  groan. 

Whereat  eadi  tributary  subject  quakes ; 
As  when  the  wind,  imprison'd  in  the  ground, 
ling  for  passage,  mrth*a  foundation  shakes, 
Bh  with  coki  terrors,  doth  men^  mind  ooa> 

This  mutiny  each  part  doth  so  surprise,         [found. 

ThatDom  tneta'  dark  beds,  once  more,  lei^  her  eyei; 

And,  being  openM,  threw  imwUUng  sight 
Upon  the  wide  wound  that  the  boar  h»d  trenciiM 

In  his  soft  flank ;  whose  wonted  lily  white, 
With  purple  tears  that  his  wound  wept  was  drenehM. 

No  flower  was  nigh,  no  grass,  herb,  leaf,  pr  weed. 

But  stole  his  blood,  and  seemed  with  him  to  bleed, 

This  solemn  sympathv  poor  Venns  notetb ; 

Over  one  shouMer  doth  she  hang  her  head ; 
Dumbly  she  passions,  franticly  she  doteth ; 

She  thinks  he  could  not  die.  he  is  not  deod. 
Her  voice  is  stopp'd,  her  Joints  forget  to  bow; 
Her  eyes  are  mad,  that  they  have  wept  till  now. 

Upon  his  hurt  she  looks  so  steadfhstly,  rthree ; 

That  her  sight  dazzling,  makes  the  wound  seem 
And  then  she  reprehends  her  mangling  eye,       [be : 

That  makes  more  gashes  whore  no  breach  diould 
His  face  seems  twain,  each  several  limb  is  doubM, 
For  ofl  the  ^e  mistakes,  the  brain  being  troubled. 

M  My  tongue  cannot  express  my  grief  fiir  one» 
And  yet,"  quoth  she,  *^  behold  two  Adons  dead  1 

My  sighs  are  blown  away,  my  salt  tears  gone ! 
Mine  eyes  sre  turuM  to  Are,  my  heart  to  lead: 

Heavy  heart's  lead  melt  at  mine  eyee,  as  fire ! 

So  shall  I  die  by  dropa  of  hot  desire. 

Alas,  poor  worid,  what  treasure  hast  thou  lost  1 
What  fkce  remains  alive  that's  worth  the  vlewfaM^T 

Whoee  tongue  is  music  now  f  what  canst  thou  bossft 
Of  things  long  since,  or  any  thing  ensuing  T 

The  flowers  are  sweet,  their  coIoutb  fresh  and  trim; 

But  trueHiweet  beauty  Uved  and  died  in  him. 

Bonnet  or  veil,  henceforth  no  creature  wear  I 
Nor  sun  nor  wind  will  ever  strive  to  kiss  yoo : 

Having  no  fair  to  lose,  you  need  not  fear:        [yoo; 
Tlie  sun  doth  scorn  you,  sad  the  wind  doth  hlsi 

But  when  Adonis  Uved,  sun  and  sharp  air 

Lork'd  like  two  thteves,  to  rob  him  of  hia  felr ; 

And  therefore  woold  be  put  his  bonnet  on. 
Under  whose  brim  the  gaudy  sun  would  peep ; 

The  wind  would  blow  it  ofl;  and,  being  gone. 
Play  with  his  locks ;  then  would  Adonis  weep: 

And  straight,  in  pity  of  his  tonder  years, 

They  both  wouM  strive  who  flnt  should  dry  bis  ftsan. 

To  see  his  fhce,  the  lion  walk'd  along  [bin ; 

Behind  some  hedge,  because  he  would  not  fesr 
To  recreate  himseif,  when  he  halh  sung. 

The  tiger  would  be  tame,  and  gently  hear  him : 
If  he  had  spoke,  the  wolf  would  leave  his  prey, 
And  never  Mght  the  siUy  lamb  that  day. 

When  he  bebakl  his  shadow  in  the  brook. 
The  fishes  spread  on  it  their  golden  gills; 

When  he  was  by,  the  birds  soeh  pleasure  took, 
That  some  would  sing,  some  other  in  their  bills 

Would  bring  him  mulberries,  and  ripe  red  cherrisst 

He  ftd  UMm  with  hia  sight,  ttmy  him  with  beirisB. 
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Bnt  this  foul,  Krim,  and  nrchiii^Knited  boar, 
Whose  downwaid  eye  rttll  looketh  for  a  ^Te» 

Vv*vr  daw  the  beauteous  liveiy  that  he  wore ; 
Witne»  the  entertainment  that  he  gaTQ ; 

If  he  did  see  his  (boe,  why  theorl  know 

Be  thought  to  kin  hbn,  and  hath  kUlM  him  n. 

Tto  true,  Hla  true;  thw  waa  Adonla alaln; 

He  ran  upon  the  boar  with  his  sharp  spetfi 
Who  wouM  not  whet  his  teeth  at  him  again, 

Bnt  by  a  kiss  thoosht  to  persuade  him  there; 
And  nnnUng  in  his  flank,  tne  loving  swine, 
Sheathed,  unaware,  his  task  in  his  soft  groin. 

Had  I  been  toothM  like  him,  I  most  confess, 
With  kissing  him  1  shoukl  have  klllM  him  Unt; 

But  he  is  dead,  and  never  did  he  bless 
My  youth  with  his ;  the  more  I  am  accurst.'' 

With  this  she  ftdleth  in  the  place  she  stood. 

And  stains  her  tice  with  his  oongealM  blood. 

She  k)ok8  upon  bis  lips,  and  they  are  pale ; 

She  takes  him  by  the  hand,  and  thai  is  cold; 
She  whispers  iu  his  ear  a  heavy  tale, 

As  if  he  heard  the  woeftil  tale  she  told: 
She  uns  the  coflbr-Uds  that  close  his  eyes. 
Where,  lol  two  lamps,  burnt  out,  in  darkneM  Ilea. 

Two  fllassee,  where  herKtf  herKlf  beheld 
A  thottsaud  times,  and  now  no  more  reflect ; 

Their  virtue  lost,  wherein  they  late  ezcoU'd, 
And  every  beauty  robbed  of  his  eflbet ; 

**>  Wonder  of  time,"  quoth  she,  «*this  is  my  spite, 

That,  you  being  dead,  the  day  should  yet  be  ugbt. 

Since  thou  art  dead,  lot  here  1 1 

Sorrow  on  love  hereafter  shaU 
It  shall  be  waited  on  with  Jealousy, 

Find  sweet  beginning,  but  unsavoury  end; 
Ne'er  settled  equally,  to  high  or  low ; 
That  all  love's  pleaaurs  shall  noUnateh  hia  woe. 

It  shaU  be  fickle,  flUse,  and  Adl  of  fhmd. 
And  ShaU  bo  bhnted  in  a  broathing-while ; 

The  bottom  poison,  and  the  top  o'erstraw'd 
With  sweets,  that  shaU  the  sharpest  sight  beguile: 

The  strongest  body  shall  it  make  most  weak, 

Strike  the  wise  dumb,  and  teach  the  Ibol  to  speak. 

It  shall  be  sparing,  and  too  ftdl  of  riot, 

Teaching  decropit  age  to  tread  the  meaaaraa ; 
The  staring  rufllan  abail  U  keep  in  quiet, 


Pluck  down  the  rich,  onHch  ttie  poor  with  trmi* 
It  shall  be  raging^nad,  and  ailly-mikl,  [surw ; 

Bfake  the  young  okl,  the  old  become  a  child. 

It  shaU  suspect,  where  is  no  cause  of  fear; 

It  shall  not  fear,  where  it  shouki  most  miatmat ; 
It  shall  be  marcifol,  and  too  severe, 

And  moat  deceiving,  when  it  aeems  moat  Just 
Perverse  it  shall  be,  when  it  seems  most  toward, 
Put  fear  to  valour,  courage  to  the  coward. 

It  shall  be  eanae  of  war,  and  dire  eventa, 
And  set  dissension  twixt  the  son  snd  aire; 

Snttject  and  servile  to  all  discontents. 
As  dry  combustions  matter  is  to  fire : 

Sith  in  his  prime,  death  doth  my  k>ve  dealrogr, 

They  that  k>vo  best,  their  k>ve  shaU  not  ei^oy.'* 

By  this,  the  boy  that  by  her  side  lay  Un'd, 
Was  melted  like  a  vapour  from  her  sight. 

And  in  his  blood  that  on  (he  ground  lay  spilPd. 
A  purple  flower  sprung  up,  cheqtter*a  with  wnlte ; 

Resembling  well  his  pale  cheeks  and  the  blood 

Which  In  round  dropa  upon  their  whlteneas  stood. 

She  bows  her  bead,  thenew^prung  flower  to  amellt 
Oomparing  it  with  her  Adonis*  breath: 

And  says,  within  her  bosom  it  shaU  dwell, 
Since  he  himself  is  reft  flrom  her  by  death : 

She  crops  the  stalk,  and  in  the  breach  a|>pearB 

Green  dropping  sap,  which  she  compares  to  teaia. 

upoorflower,"  quoth  she,  <«tfalswaathvfether*kgiito«k 
(Sweet  Issue  of  a  mora  swoet^moUuig  sireO 

For  every  Uttle  grief  to  wet  his  eyes: 
To  grow  unto  nimself  was  his  desire, 

And  80  'tis  thine:  but  know,  it  is  as  good 

To  wither  in  my  breast,  as  in  hia  blood. 

Here  waa  thy  hlhei^  bed,  here  in  my  brsait; 

Thou  art  the  next  of  blood,  and  tts  thy  right : 
Lol  in  this  hoUow  cradle  take  thy  rest, 

My  throbbing  heart  shsli  rock  thee  day  and  night 
Ttiere  shall  not  be  one  minute  of  an  hoar, 
Wherein  I  will  not  kiss  my  sweei  love*s  flower.", 

Thus  weary  of  the  world,  away  she  hies, 
And  yokes  her  silver  doves ;  by  whose  swlA  aid 


Their  mistress  mounted,  through  the  empty  skies, 

In  her  light  chariot  quickly  is  conveyed, 
Hokilng  tboir  course  to  Paphos,  where  their  queen 
Means  to  immure  herseU^  and  not  be  seen. 
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THE    RAPE    OF   LUCRECE. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  HENRY  WRIOTHESLY. 

EARL  OP  SOUTHAKPTOX,  AND  BARON  OP  TITCHPIELD. 

THE  lore  I  dedicate  to  your  Lordship  m  without  end ;  whereof  this  puuphlet,  withoat  bepnninf .  is  bat  a  i 
fltaons  moietjr.  The  warrant  I  have  of  yoar  boooaraUe  dispasitaon,  not  the  worth  of  my  untutored  lines,  makes  il 
assured  of  acceptance.  What  1  have  done  is  jroora,  what  I  hare  to  do  is  yoon ;  bem;  part  in  all  1  have  derrted  fonia. 
Were  my  worth  greater,  my  doty  would  shew  graatsr :  mean  timeb  as  it  is,  it  is  bound  to  your  LMdship,  to  whoa  I 
wish  loos  life,  stai  lengthened  with  aU  happinesB. 
Your  Locdship's  in  all  duty, 


WILLIAM  SHAKSPEARE. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


LUCirS  TARQCrtKTUS  (Ibr  his 
ScrriiM  Tutliua,  lo  be  cnmUy  ninnUn 
peoplfl'ft  «til!hB||t%  had  poateHod  luu 
to  besKRc  Antea,    l^amm  whirh  «>• 
qamiijs.  Lh#l«iiuc'*  «ain,m  rh*-'^  -'- 
OBUatiniui  t^EUiiWl  th«  mr: 
md  mterMlinc,  Liy  their  serr' 
tinui  finib  liJM  wm  4  tbcraf  1 1  ■ 
and  nrvelliiiiL^ar  iu  Krveni: 
At  Hat  Ijm*  Ststui  Tarciu:  . 
wtt^  tlm  rest  bade  to  ttie  v.i 
m^aUy  antisrtaiaiiil  wnd  le-i 
violefl^J  iVfWiad  her,  iujl! 
llWiwmillH^  1MB  10  Ruii]«  fi .: 

Itnta^UH  iitlwr  wl/th  PuM 

g^Stitd  TmOL    WlucL  I 
I  ibe  dead  bnrlv 


incMsiye  pride  sumani^ 
i,  and.  oontranr  to  the  i 
;  I' of  the  Imucdam ;  wei 
.  the  prindpsil  men  of  i 
BB  after  supper,  every  > 
tastityof  his  wifs  Luc 
D  arrival,  to  make  trui. 
a  the  night)  spinning  t 
i^hereupon  the  noblen 
lamed  with  Lucnwe's 
lienoe  he  shortly  after 
Kx  at  Ckdlatium  Th 
morning  speedeth  aw 
another  to  the  camp  fc 
and  findmg  Locrece  a< 
revenge,  revealed  the 
B  consent  they  aU  va 
-utus  acquainted  the  p 
the  king:  wherewith  t 
LUeziied.  and  the  state 


rl  Supertjos^  oAar  be  had  *  ,     .  _    ___ 

"umn  \Avnt  rmd  ciiAocaa,  not  nsquinqg  tr  sta^iat  fm  [hi 
.  :ii^i£n^iiiiioc]  wiUi  his  iKif&  and  otfaef  BtHunKik  of  R«fi«i, 
I*-  arnij-  nicctiiidF  ttor  ^tremiK  at  tii*  lent  ^  SeA^  Tsr- 
^K<  cnmin^ndted  1L0  vinua  of  hs  a 
■Uii.     in    "         " 


li  thu  wlibh  sfiffya 

riL^l  Einr  maadi:  thii  olhet  Isdis  wsn  bQ 

■ "  ill]  Ciilliilini»  the  victiHj,  Mid  hja  ^ 

'  1  itnio^hjt'rtn^  Euh  jKybiou  (ur  this  ft 

'  Ii4tn<w  himiK'llV  aiH}  wba  ^ocifKiding  ta  lus  etnta) 

-  lUt.  hr  treachervualf  stealeth  ratu  Jnor  liiamltov 

I  I    ' '  <'.  ill  Lb9  bunmtaat  fJ^j^**,  has^y  dnpaielin 

r*.  !'i  MhHmLiiig|Mihtt,d<WBaifiikdlbc'C«B» 
'h»r.  :l|ii|  %v|;in|:t  mftimertif  Iiiri  iletidoi^  snd  wiUul  <ik|(k<ii]} 
•i|  lu  T\H-4.  OUT  tlie  whute  liitlffE  ^mdjr  of  the  J'an^iuitfi 
i:i]r  v^itti  thi?  ilutr  fcFvl  timnnpr  ni  ttir  intf  tU'*'-^  wiUi  1 

tif>  fMMifiiB  n'nr*^  wi  rntwf^l.  'hut  w-ch  fir*'*  vrnwept  luti  a 

government  changed  fion  kin^B  to  oonauls. 


FftOM  the  beeleged  Ardea  all  in  post, 
Borne  by  the  trustless  wings  of  fklse  dedre, 

Lust-breathing  Tarquin  leaves  Ibe  Roman  host, 
And  to  CoUatlum  bears  the  llghtleae  flre. 
'     Which,  in  pale  embers  hid,  lurks  to  aspire. 

And  girdle  with  embracing  flames  the  waist 

Of  Ooilatine's  Mr  love,  Lucrece  the  chaste. 

Haplv  that  name  of  ekasu  unhappHy  set 
This  butelois  edge  on  his  keen  appetite ; 

When  CoUatine  unwisely  did  not  let 
To  praise  the  clear  unmatched  red  and  white 
Which  triumph^  in  that  sky  of  his  deUffht, 

Where  mortal  stars,  as  bright  as  heaven^s  beaoties, 

With  pitre  aspects  did  him  peculiar  duties. 

For  he  the  night  before,  in  Tarqtdn's  tent, 
UnlockM  the  treasure  of  his  happy  state ; 

What  priceless  wealth  the  heavens  had  him  lent 
In  the  possession  of  his  beauteous  mate ; 
Beckoning  his  fortune  at  such  high-proud  rate. 

That  kings  might  be  espoused  to  more  fame, 

But  king  nor  peer  to  such  a  peerless  dame. 

O  happiness  enJovM  but  of  a  few ! 

And,  if  possessM,  as  soon  decayM  and  done 
As  in  the  momingHi  sUrer-melting  dew 

Against  the  golden  splendour  of  the  sun! 

An  expired  date,  caiicellM  ere  well  begun : 
Honour  and  beauty  in  the  owner^s  arms. 
Are  weakly  fortress'd  from  a  world  of  harms 

Beauty  itself  doth  of  itself  persuade 

The  eyes  of  men  without  an  orator ; 
What  necHleth  then  apology  be  made 

To  set  forth  that  which  is  so  singular  f 

Or  why  is  Gollatine  the  publisher 
Of  that  rich  Jewel  he  should  keep  unknown 
From  thievish  ears,  because  it  is  his  own? 

Perchance  his  boost  of  Lucrece*8  sovereignty 
Suggested  this  proud  issue  of  a  kinff; 

For  by  our  ears  our  hearts  oft  tainted  be: 
Perchance  that  envv  of  so  rich  a  thing, 
Braving  compare,  disdainfully  did  sting       hraunt 

His  high-pitched  thoughts,  that  meaner  men  ahotiki 

The  gulden  hap  which  their  superiors  want. 


But  some  untimely  thought  did  instigate 
His  alHoo-tlmele^s  speed,  if  none  of  those: 

His  honour,  his  aflhirs,  his  friends,  his  state, 
Neglected  all,  with  swift  Intent  he  goes 
To  quench  the  coal  which  in  his  liver  glows. 

O  rash-false  beat,  wrapt  in  repentant  cold. 

Thy  hasty  spring  still  blasts,  and  ne'er  grows  oki ! 

When  at  CoUatium  this  false  lord  arrived. 
Well  was  he  welcomed  by  the  Roman  dame. 

Within  whose  (bee  beauty  and  virtue  strived 
Which  of  them  both  should  underprop  her  fame; 
When  virtue  bragg'd,  beauty  woukl  blush  for 

When  beautv  boasted  blushets  in  despite     [shame; 

Virtue  would  stain  that  o'er  with  silver  white. 

But  beautv,  in  that  white  intituled, 
From  Venus*  doves  doth  challenge  that  fair  fieki; 

Then  virtue  claims  from  beauty  beauty^  red. 
Which  virtue  gave  the  golden  age,  to  gild 
Their  silver  cheeks,  and  calPd  it  then  their  shield; 

Teaching  them  thus  to  use  it  in  the  tight, — 

When  shame  assail'd,  the  red  shouki  fence  the  white. 

This  heraldry  in  Lucrece*8  (hce  was  seen. 
Argued  by  beauty's  red  and  virtue^s  white. 

Of  either^B  colour  was  the  other  queen. 
Proving  from  world's  minority  their  right: 
Yet  their  ambition  makes  them  still  to  fight ; 

The  sovereignty  of  either  being  so  great, 

That  oft  they  interchange  each  othur^s  seat. 

This  silent  war  of  lilies  and  ot  roses. 
Which  Tarquin  view'd  in  her  fair  facets  Held, 

In  their  pure  ranks  his  traitor  eye  encloses ; 
Whore,  lest  between  them  both  it  should  be  kiUM, 
The  coward  captive  vanquished  doth  yield 

To  those  two  armies  that  wouki  let  him  go, 

Rather  than  triumph  in  so  ftJae  a  foe. 

Now  thinks  he  that  her  husband's  shallow  tongue 
(The  niggard  prodigal  that  praised  her  so) 

In  that  high  task  hath  done  her  beauty  wrong. 
Which  far  exceeds  his  barren  skill  to  shew : 
Therefore  that  praise  which  CoUatine  dolh  owei, 

Enchanted  Tarquin  answers  with  siu-mise. 

In  silent  wonder  of  still-gazing  eyes. 
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This  earthly  nUnt,  adored  hy  this  deril. 
Little  Buspecteth  the  false  wonhipper; 

For  thoughts  unstaiuM  do  seldom  dream  on  oril; 
Birds  never  limed,  no  secret  bushes  fear: 
80  guiltless  she  securely  gives  good  cheer 

And  reverend  welcome  to  her  princely  gu€»t, 

Whose  inward  ill  no  outward  harm  expressed. 

For  that  ho  coloured  with  his  high  estate, 
Hiding  base  sin  in  plaits  of  mi^eaty ; 

That  nothing  in  him  seemM  inordinate, 
Save  sometime  too  much  wonder  of  his  eye^ 
Which,  having  all,  all  could  not  satisfy; 

Bat,  poorly  rich,  so  wanteth  in  his  store. 

That  cloy*d  with  much,  he  plneth  still  fur  more. 

But  she  that  never  coped  with  stnuiger  eyes. 
Could  pick  no  meaning  from  their  parUng  looks, 

Nor  read  the  subtle-shining  secrecies 
Writ  in  the  glassy  margents  of  such  books; 
She  tonchM  no  unknown  baits,  nor  feared  no  hooks ; 

Nor  could  she  moralise  his  wanton  sight, 

More  than  his  eyes  were  openM  to  the  light. 

He  stories  to  her  eara  her  husband^s  bme, 
Won  in  the  fields  of  fruitful  Italy: 

And  decks  with  praises  Collatine*s  nigh  name, 
Made  glorious  oy  his  manly  chivalry. 
With  bruised  arms  and  wreaths  of  victory: 

Her  Joy  with  heaved-up  hand  she  doth  express, 

And,  wordless,  so  greets  heaven  for  his  suooeas. 

Far  from  the  purpose  of  his  coming  thither. 
He  makes  excuses  for  his  being  there. 

No  cloudy  show  of  stormy  blustering  weather 
Doth  yet  in  his  fiiir  welkin  once  appear; 
Till  sable  Night,  mother  of  Dread  and  Fear, 

Upon  the  world  dim  darkness  doth  display, 

And  in  her  vaulty  prison  stows  the  day. 

For  then  is  Tarquin  brought  unto  his  bed, 
Intending  weariness  with  heavy  sprlght; 

For,  after  supper,  long  he  questioned 
With  modest  Lucrece,  and  wore  out  the  night: 
Now  leaden  slumber  with  life's  strength  doth  fltrht; 

And  every  one  to  rest  himself  betakes,         [wakes. 

Save  thieves,  and  cares,  and  troubled  minds  that 

As  one  of  which  doth  Tarquin  lie  revolving 
The  sundry  dangers  of  his  will's  obtaining ; 

Tet  ever  to  obtain  his  will  resolving, 
Tho'  weak-bullt  hopes  persuade  him  to  abstaining ; 
Despair  to  gain  doth  tnifllc  oft  for  Kalning ; 

And  when  great  treasure  is  the  meed  proposed, 

Tho*  death  be  adjunct,  there's  no  deatn  supposed. 

Those  who  much  covet,  are  with  gain  so  fond. 
That  what  they  have  not  (not  that  which  they  poe- 

They  scatter  and  unloose  it  from  their  bond,     [sess; 
And  so,  by  hoping  more,  they  have  but  leas ; 
Or,  galnlM  more,  the  profit  of  excess 

Is  but  to  surfeit,  and  sucn  griefli  sustain, 

lliat  they  prove  bankrupt  m  this  poor-rich  gain. 

The  aim  of  all  is  but  to  nune  the  life 
With  honour,  wealth  and  ease  in  waning  age; 

And  in  this  aim  there  is  such  thwarting  strife, 
That  one  for  all,  or  all  for  one  we  gage ; 
As  life  for  honour.  In  fell  battlea'  rage ; 

Honour  for  wealth ;  and  oft  that  wealth  doth  ooai 

The  death  of  all,  and  all  together  lost. 

80  that  in  ventMng  ill,  we  leave  to  be 
The  things  we  are,  for  that  which  we  expoct; 

And  this  ambitious,  foul  infirmity, 
In  having  much,  torments  us  with  defect 
Of  that  we  have ;  so  then  we  do  neglect 

The  thing  we  have,  and,  all  for  want  of  wit, 

Make  something  nothing,  by  augmenting  It. 

Such  hazard  now  must  doting  Tarquin  make, 
Pawning  his  honour  to  obtain  his  lust ; 

And  for  himself,  himself  he  must  forsake : 
Then  where  is  truth,  if  there  be  no  self-trust  f 
When  shall  he  think  to  find  a  stranger  Just, 


When  he  himself  himself  confounds,  betrays 
To  slanderous  tongues,  and  wretched,  hateful 


daysT 


Now  stole  upon  the  time  the  dead  of  night, 
When  heavy  sleep  had  closed  up  mortal  eyes ; 

No  comfortable  star  did  lend  his  light. 
No  noise  but  owls'  and  wolves'  dcath-bodlng  cries : 
Now  serves  the  season  that  they  may  Hurprise 

The  silly  lambs :  pure  thoughts  are  dead  and  still, 

WhUe  Lust  and  Murder  wake  to  stain  and  kiU. 

And  now  this  lustfhl  lord  leaped  from  his  bed, 
Throwing  his  mantle  rudely  o'er  his  arm, 

Is  madly  tost  between  desire  and  drond ; 
The  one  sweetly  flatters,  the  other  feareth  harm ; 
But  honest  Fear,  bewilch'd  with  lust's  foul  chann, 

Doth  too,  too  oft  betake  him  to  retire. 

Beaten  away  by  brain-sick,  rude  Desire. 

His  (Uchion  on  a  flint  he  softly  smiteth. 
That  fh>m  the  cold  stone  sparks  of  flre  do  fly. 

Whereat  a  waxen  toreh  he  forthwith  lighteth, 
Which  must  be  lode-star  to  his  lustful  eye ; 
And  to  the  flame  thus  speaks  advisedly : 

"  As  fh>m  this  coM  flint  I  enforced  this  lire. 

So  Lucrece  must  I  force  to  my  desire." 

Here,  pale  with  fear,  he  doth  premeditate 
The  dangers  of  his  loathsome  entcrprize. 

And  in  his  Inward  mind  he  doth  debate 
What  following  sorrow  may  on  this  arise : 
Then,  looking  scornfully,  he  doth  despise 

His  naked  armour  of  stiU-slaughtor'd  lu«t, 

And  Justly  thus  controls  his  thoughts  unjust : 

"  Fair  torch,  bum  out  thy  light,  and  lend  it  not 
To  darken  her  whose  Ught  exceileth  thine ! 

And  die,  unhallow'd  thoughts,  before  you  blot 
With  your  undeanness  that  which  is  divine ! 
Oflbr  pure  incense  to  so  pure  a  shrine : 

Let  felr  humanity  abhor  the  deed  [weiMl. 

That  spots  and  stains  love's  modest  snow-wfaito 

O  shame  to  knighthood  and  to  shining  arms  I 
O  foul  dishonour  to  my  household's  grave .' 

O  impious  act,  including  all  foul  harms ! 
A  martial  man  to  be  soft  fency's  slave ! 
Ttue  valour  still  a  true  respect  should  have ; 

Then  my  digression  is  so  vile,  so  base, 

That  It  will  live  engraven  in  my  face. 

Tea,  though  I  die,  the  scandal  will  survive, 
And  be  an  eyesore  in  my  golden  coat ; 

Some  loathsome  dash  the  hernld  will  contrive. 
To  cipher  me,  how  fondly  I  did  dote ; 
That  my  posterity,  shamed  with  the  note, 

Shall  curse  my  bones,  and  hold  it  for  no  sin 

To  wish  that  I  Iheir  fether  had  not  been.         * 

What  win  I,  if  I  gain  the  thing  I  seekf 
A  dream,  a  brsath,  a  fh)th  of  fleeting  Jov : 

Who  buys  a  minute's  mirth  to  wail  a  week  ? 
Or  sells  eternity,  to  get  a  toy  f 
For  one  sweet  grape  who  will  the  vine  destroy? 

Or  what  fond  beggar,  but  to  touch  the  crown. 

Would  with  the  sceptre  straight  be  stricken  down  t 

If  GollatlnuB  dream  of  mv  intent, 
Will  he  not  wake,  and  in  a  desperate  rage 

Post  hither,  this  vile  purpose  to  prevent? 
This  siege  that  hath  engirt  his  marriage. 
This  blur  to  youth,  this  sorrow  to  the  sn^ 

This  dying  virtue,  this  surviving  shame. 

Whose  crime  will  bear  an  everdurlng  blame  ? 

O  what  excuse  can  my  Invention  make. 
When  thou  shalt  charge  me  with  so  black  a  oeedT 

Will  not  my  tongue  be  mute,  my  frail  Joints  shake  ? 
Mine  eyes  forego  their  light,  mv  false  heart  bleed  ? 
The  guilt  betni'  great,  the  fear  doth  still  exceed ; 

And  extreme  (ear  can  neither  flght  nor  fly. 

But  ooward4lke  with  trembling  terror  die. 

Had  Colfaitintis  klU'd  my  son  or  sire. 

Or  lain  in  ambush  to  betray  mv  life, 
Or  were  he  not  my  d^  friend,  this  desire 

Might  have  excuse  to  work  upon  his  wife ; 

As  In  revenge  or  quittal  of  such  strife : 

But  sa  he  is  mv  kinsman,  my  dear  friend, 

I  The  shame  and  fettlt  flnda  no  excuse  nor  end. 
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Skamtfml  U  is ;— «j,  if  the  flKl  be  known: 
Uaufml  it  U  ;— theiv  is  no  hate  In  loving: 

rii  beg  her  love ; — kmt  ght  is  ust  ker  mvh  ; 
The  wont  to  bat  denial^  and  raprovliig: 
My  will  to  ationg,  paat  remon't  weak  romovios. 

Who  ten  a  Mwiience  or  an  old  man's  aaw, 

BhaU  by  a  painled  doth  be  kepi  In  awe." 

Thnagraoelen,  hoMs  he  dtopolation 

*Tween  flroien  copadence  and  hotrhnndng  wiB, 
And  with  ffood  thoughto  makes  dtopenaatlon» 

Urging  the  wo 


Which  in  a  i 


iandkiU 


•  All  pore  effecta,  and  doth  lo  Ihr  proceed. 
Thai  what  to  vile  ahewi  like  a  virtuooa  deed. 

Qnoth  he,  ^She  took  me  kindly  by  the  hand. 
And  gazed  for  tidings  In  my  eager  ^es, 

Fearing  some  hard  news  flrom  the  warlike  band 
Where  her  bek>ved  GoUatinus  lies. 
O  how  her  ter  dki  make  her  oolonr  rise! 

First  red  as  roeeSf  that  on  lawn  we  toy. 

Then  white  as  town,  the  roses  took  awaj. 

And  how  her  hand,  in  my  hand  being  loek*d. 
Forced  it  to  trembto  with  her  toyal  ter  I 

Which  strode  her  ssd,  and  then  it  teter  roek'd, 
Until  her  husband's  wellhra  she  did  hear; 
Whereat  she  smiled  with  so  sweet  a  cheer. 

That  had  Narcissus  seen  tMir  as  she  stood, 

8elf-k)ve  liad  never  drown'd  him  in  the  flood. 

Why  hunt  I  then  forootow  or  exensesT 
AU  oimton  are  dumb,  when  beauty  ptosdeth ; 

Poor  vrretches  have  remorM  in  poor  abuses ; 
Love  tlirives  not  in  the  heart  that  shadows  dread- 
AflbctioD  to  my  caplaintand  he  leadeth ;        [eth : 

And  when  hto  gaudy  banner  to  disptoy'd, 

The  ooward  lights,  and  will  not  be  dismay'd. 

Then  chikiish  ter  avaont I  debathig  diel 
Respect  and  reaacm,  wait  on  wrinkled  age  I 

My  heart  shall  never  ooontermand  mine  eye ; 
Sad  pause  and  deep  regard  beseem  the  lage 
My  part  to  youth,  aund  beato  these  from  the  stage: 

Desire  my  pilot  to,  beauty  my  prise ; 

Then  who  ten  sinkkig  where  sudi  treasure  liesr'* 

As  com  overgrown  by  weeds,  so  heedftal  ter 

to  almost  choked  by  unresisted  lust. 
Away  he  steato  with  open  listening  ear, 

Full  of  foul  hope,  and  ftaii  of  fond  mistrust; 

Both  which,  as  servlton  to  the  unjust, 
Bo  cross  him  with  their  opposite  pereuaslon, 
That*now  he  vows  a  league)  and  noW  invasion. 

Within  hto  thoufi^t  her  heavenly  image  sits, 
And  in  the  sell^eame  seat  sits  OoltoUne: 

That  eye  which  looks  on  her,  confounds  hto  wits, 
That  eye  which  him  beholds,  as  more  divino, 
Unto  a  view  so  fatos  will  not  indine ; 

But  with  a  pure  apped  seelcs  to  the  heail, 

Which  once  wrnipted,  takes  the  worser  part ; 

And  therein  heartena  up  hto  servile  powere, 
Who,  flatter'd  by  their  leader's  Jocund  show, 

Btuif  up  hto  lust,  as  minutes  All  up  houra: 
And  as  their  captain,  so  their  pride  doth  grow, 
Paying  more  slavish  tribute  than  they  owe. 

By  reprobate  Desire  thus  madly  led. 

The  Roman  ionl  maroheth  to  Lucreoe'  bed. 

The  locks  betwetm  her  diambw  and  hto  will, 
Each  one  by  him  enforced,  retires  hto  ward  ; 

But  as  they  open,  they  dl  rate  hto  iU, 
Which  drives  the  creeping  thief  to  some  regard : 
The  ihreahuki  grates  the  door  to  have  him  nwiid ; 

Night-wandMng  wnaaeto  shriek  to  see  him  there ; 

They  fright  him,  yet  he  still  punues  his  fear. 

As  each  unwilling  portd  yiekto  him  way,  | 

Through  little  vento  and  crannies  of  the  place        I 

The  wind  wan  with  his  torch,  to  make  him  slay, 
And  blows  the  smoke  of  it  into  hto  face, 
Extinguishii^  his  condud  in  thto  case ; 

But  his  hut  hevt,  which  fond  desire  doth  scorch, 

PuA  forth  another  wind  that  fires  the  tordi : 


And  bdng  lighted,  by  the 
Lncretto's  gtove, 

He  takes  U  fhrn  the  rushes  where  it  Ite; 
And  gripbig  m  the  nedd  hto  flngen  pridBi 
As  who  would  say,  thto  glove  to 

b  not  Innrsd ;  retnroagatai  in  ' 

ThoaseedQ 


But  aU  these  poor  forbiddtaigB  eotdd  m)C  slOT  Urn 
He  in  the  wont  sense  eoedraes  their  dental 


no  UI  UIV   W\MWt  KMMO   MIIWII  ««»  HHHV  WfWIBl  • 

The  doors,  the  Wind,  the  glove  that  dkl  dd^y  hia» 
He  taksa  for  aoddeotd  tUi^s  of  tild: 
Or  as  those  ban  that  stop  the  hourly  dial, 
Who  with  a  lingering  stay  hto  coarse  doth  ld| 
Till  every  minute  pays  tlie  hoar  hto  debC 

M  Bo,  so.**  quoth  he, «« these  Beta  attend  the  tfma, 

Like  little  ftvsto  thd  somettmes  threat  the  spring 
'  To  add  a  more  rqfoidng  to  tlie  priflM, 

And  give  tlie  sneaped  birds  more  oaose  to  sing. 
Pain  pays  the  ineonie  of  eadaptedooa  thing:  [ssodi. 
,  Huge  rocks,  high  winds,  strong  piratea,  slieives  sad 
I  Tlie  merchant  fears,  ero  rich  at  mnne  he 


Now  is  he  c 

Thd  shuto  him  (h>m  the  heaven  of  hto  Ifaoaght, 
Which  with  a  yiekihig  latch,  and  with  no  mors. 

Hath  barr'd  him  from  the  bleaaed  thii«  he  aooght. 

So  from  himself  impiety  hath  wrooght, 
Thd  for  hto  prey  to  pray  he  doth  begin. 
As  if  the  heaven  shonhl  coontoiance  htodn. 

But  in  the  midd  of  hto  unfruitftd  preyer. 
Having  soUdted  the  eternd  power, 

Thd  hto  foul  thougitto  might  oompess  hto  Mr  (Ur, 
And  they  would  stand  auapidoas  to  the  hour, 
Even  there  he  8tarto>— qnotn  he,  ^I  mttddeOowsr , 

The  powcn  to  whom  I  pny,  abhor  thto  fhdi 

How  can  th^  then  aastot  me  hi  the  act? 

Then  Love  and  Fortune  be  my  gods,  my  guide! 

My  will  to  back'd  with  leadnUon : 
Thoiigbto  are  but  dreams  till  their  eOMe  be  tried. 

The  blacked  stai  to  dear'd  with  absdntton ; 

Agdnst  love's  fire,  fear's  frost  hath  dtaaokittan. 
The  eye  of  heaven  to  out,  and  misty  night 
Oovera  the  shame  thd  foUows  sweet  ddlgbt.? 

Thto  sdd,  hto  gnUty  hand  pluckM  up  the  Iddi, 
And  with  hto  knee  the  aoor  he  opens  wide: 

The  dove  sleeps  tod  thd  thto  nightpowl  will  ealch ; 
Thus  treason  works  ere  trdtore  be  espied. 
Who  sees  the  lurldng  serpent,  steps  aside ; 
I  But  she,  sound  sleeping,  fearing  no  snch  tldn^ 

lAm  at  the  merpy  of  hto  mortd  ding. 

Into  the  chamber  wickedly  he  stallcB, 

And  gazeth  on  her  yet  unstained  bed. 
I  The  ciindns  bdng  close,  about  he  walks, 
I     RuUing  hto  greedy  eye-bdto  in  hto  head : 
By  their  high  treaeon  to  hto  heart  misled ; 
Wliich  gives  the  watch-word  to  hto  hand  full  aoMii 
To  draw  the  doud  that  hides  the  silver  i 


Look  as  the  fldr,  and  fiery-pointed  son, 
Rushing  fl!om  forth  a  dond,  boroavea  oar  sight; 

Even  so,  the  curtain  drawn,  hto  eyes  begnn 
To  wink,  betog  blinded  with  a  greater  light: 
Whether  It  to,  thd  she  reOeds  so  bright, 

That  dazdeth  them,  or  else  some  shame  snpposed ; 

But  blind  they  are,  and  keep  thcmsdves  eudossd. 

O  bad  they  in  thd  darksome  prison  died. 

Then  had  they  seen  the  period  of  their  ill! 
Then  Collatlne  sgain  by  Luoreoe*  side. 
I     In  his  dear  bed  might  have  reposed  stiU : 
!     But  they  mud  ope,  thto  blessed  league  to  klO; 
I  And  holy-thonghted  Lucreoe  to  their  sight 

ell  her  Joy,  her  life,  her  world's  delight 


Must  sell 


J  Her  lily  hand  her  rosy  cheek  lies  under, 
ji     CozonlDg  the  piUow  of  a  lawfhl  ktoa ; 
1 1  Who  therefore  angry,  seems  to  part  in  sv 
I'     Bwelliiig  on  either  dde  to  want  hto  bliss ; 
-[     Between  whose  hills  her  head  entombed  to: 
'  Where.,  like  a  virtuous  monument,  she  Ilea, 
To  be  adwirsd  ot  towd,  ouhaUow'd  eyes. 
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WlthoQi  the  bed  her  other  lUr  hand  wm, 
On  the  green  coverlet;  whoee  perfect  white 

BhewM  like  an  April  daiBj  on  the  graae, 
With  pearlr  sweet,  resembling  dew  of  night. 
Her  eyee,  like  marigolds,  bad  sheath^  their  light, 

And,  canopied  in  darkness,  sweetly  lay* 

TUi  they  might  open  to  adorn  the  day. 

Her  hair,  like  golden  threads,  playM  with  her  breath ; 
O  modest  wantons  I  wanton  modesty  I 

Shewing  lifers  triamph  in  the  map  of  death, 
And  death's  dim  look  in  life's  mortalitv. 
Each  in  her  sleep  themselves  so  beautify. 

As  if  between  them  twain  there  were  no  strife. 

But  that  life  Uved  in  death,  and  death  in  life. 

Her  breasts,  like  ivory  globes  drded  with  blue, 
A  pair  of  maiden  workls  unoonquered*  * 

Save  of  their  lord,  no  bearing  yoke  they  knew, 
And  him  by  oath  they  truly  honoured. 
These  wonts  in  IWquin  new  ambition  bred ; 

Who,  like  a  foul  usurper,  went  about 

From  this  fair  throne  to  heave  the  ownw  oat. 

What  could  he  see,  but  mightily  he  noted  ? 

What  did  he  note,  but  strongly  he  desired  T 
What  he  beheld,  on  that  he  firmly  doted, 

And  in  his  will  bis  wilAil  eye  he  tired. 

With  more  than  admiration  ho  admired 
Her  azure  veins,  her  alabaster  skin. 
Her  coral  lips,  her  snow-white  dimpled  chin. 

As  the  grim  lion  Ikwneth  o*er  his  prey, 
Sharp  hunger  by  the  conquest  satisfied. 

So  o'er  this  sleeping  soul  doth  Tarquin  stay. 
His  rage  of  lust  by  gazing  qualified ; 
Slack'd,  not  suppressed ;  for  standing  by  her  side. 

His  eye,  which  late  this  mutiny  restrains. 

Unto  a  greater  uproar  tempts  his  veins. 

And  they,  like  straggling  skives  for  piUage  fighting, 
Obdurate  vassals,  fell  exploits  effecting. 

In  bloody  death  and  ravishment  delighting,  [ing. 
Nor  children's  tean,  nor  mother's  groans  respect- 
Swell  in  their  pride,  the  onset  still  expecting: 

AiM>n  his  beating  heart,  alarum  striking. 

Gives  the  hot  charge,  and  bids  them  do  their  liking. 

His  dramming  heart  cheera  up  his  burning  eye, 
His  eye  oommeuds  the  leuding  to  his  baud ; 

His  hand,  as  proud  of  such  a  dignity,  [stand 

Smoking  with  pride,  march'd  on  to  make  his 
On  her  bare  breast,  the  heart  of  all  her  land  ; 

Whose  ranks  of  blue  veins,  a^  his  hand  did  scale, 

Left  their  round  turrets  dueiitttte  and  pale. 

They  mustering  to  the  quiet  cabinet 

Where  their  dear  governess  and  lady  lies. 

Do  tell  her  she  is  dreadfully  beset, 
And  fright  her  with  confusion  of  their  cries: 
She,  much  amazed,  breaks  ope  her  iock'd-up  eyes. 

Who,  peeping  forth  this  tumult  to  behold. 

Are  by  his  flaming  torch  dimm'd  and  controll'd. 

Imagine  her  as  one  in  dead  of  night 

From  forth  dull  sleep  by  dreadfUl  fancy  waking. 
That  thinks  be  hath  beheld  some  ghastly  sprite. 

Whose  grim  aspect  sets  every  Juiut  a  shaking; 

What  terror  'tis!  but  she,  in  wuraer  taking, 
From  sleep  disturbed,  heodfuliy  doth  view, 
Ttie  sight  which  makes  supposed  terror  true. 

Wrapp'd  and  confounded  in  a  thousand  fears, 
Like  to  a  new-kill'd  bird  she  trembling  lies ; 

She  dares  not  i<x>k ;  yet,  winking,  there  appears 
Quick  shifting  antics,  ugly  in  her  eyes: 
Such  shadows  ore  the  weak  brain's  furvreries ; 

Who,  angry  that  the  eyes  fly  from  their  lights, 

In  darkness  daunts  them  with  more  dreadful  sights. 

His  hand  that  yet  remains  upon  her  breast 
(Rude  ram  to  batter  such  an  ivorv  wall  I) 

Blay  feel  her  heart  (poor  citizen  I)  distrrss'd. 
Wounding  itself  to  death,  rise  up  and  fall. 
Beating  her  bulk,  that  bis  hand  shakes  withaL 

This  mo%'«59  in  him  more  rage,  and  lesser  pity. 

To  make  llio  breach,  and  enter  this  sweet  city. 

€4 


FIrat,  like  a  tmmpet,  doth  bis  tongue  begin 
To  Bound  a  parley  to  his  heartless  foe. 

Who  o'er  the  white  sheet  peers  her  whiter  chin, 
The  reason  of  this  rash  alarm  to  know. 
Which  he  by  dumb  demeanour  seeks  to  show; 

But  she  with  vehement  prayers  urgeth  still. 

Under  what  colour  he  commits  this  ilL 

Thoa  he  replies:  ^The  colour  In  thv  face 
(That  even  for  anger  makee  the  Illy  pale. 

And  the  red  roee  blush  at  her  own  disgrace,) 
Shall  plead  for  me,  and  tell  my  loving  tale : 
Under  that  colour  am  I  come  to  scale 

Thy  neveis»nquer'd  fort ;  the  fkult  is  thine. 

For  those  thine  eyes  betray  thee  unto  mine. 


Thus  I  foreataU  thee,  if  thoa  mean  to  chide; 
Thy  beauty  hath  ensnared  thee  to  this  night. 

Where  thou  with  patience  must  my  will  abide, 
My  wlU  that  marks  thee  for  my  earth's  delight. 
Which  I  to  conquer  sought  with  all  my  might ; 

But  as  reproof  and  reaaon  beat  it  dead, 

By  thy  bright  beaoty  waa  tt  newly  bred.     - 

I  see  what  crosses  my  attempt  will  bring : 
I  know  what  thoma  the  growing  rose  defends ; 

I  think  the  honey  guarded  with  a  stbig ; 
All  this,  beforehand,  counsel  comprehends ; 
But  Will  is  deaf,  and  bean  no  needful  friends ; 

Only  he  hath  an  eye  to  gaze  on  beauty. 

And  dotes  on  what  he  looks,  'gainst  law  or  duty. 


I  have  debated,  even  in  my  soal,  [breed : 

What  wrong,  what  shame,  what  sorrow  I  ahali 

But  nothing  can  affection's  course  control. 
Or  atop  the  headlong  tary  of  his  speed. 
I  know  repentant  tears  ensue  the  deed. 

Reproach,  disdain,  and  deadly  enmity; 

Yet  strive  I  to  embrace  mine  infiuny." 

This  said,  he  shakes  aloft  his  Roman  blade, 
Which  Uko  a  falcon  towering  bi  the  skies, 

C^ucheth  the  fowl  below  with  bis  whigs'  shade, 
Whose  crooked  beak  threats  if  he  mount  he  diea : 
So  under  the  insulting  foulchlon  lies 

Harmless  LucreUa,  marking  what  he  tells. 

With  trembling  fear,  as  fowl  hear  falcons'  boUa. 

M  Lucrece,"  quoth  he, "  This  night  I  most  o^Joy  thee 
If  thou  deny,  then  force  must  work  my  way, 

For  in  thy  bed  I  purpose  to  destroy  thee  ; 
That  done,  some  worthless  slave  of  thine  I'll  sbiy. 
To  kill  thine  honour  with  thy  life's  decav: 

And  in  thy  dead  arms  do  I  mean  t*)  phice  mm, 

Swearing  i  slew  him,  seeing  thee  embrace  him. 

So  thy  surviving  husband  shall  remain 
The  scornful  mark  of  endty  open  eye : 

Thy  kinsmen  hang  their  heads  at  this  disdain, 
Thy  issue  blurr'd  with  nameless  bastardy: 
And  thou,  the  author  of  theh-  obloquy, 

Shall  have  thy  trespass  cited  up  In  rbvmes, 

And  sung  by  children  in  succeeding  times. 

But  If  thou  yield,  I  rest  thy  secret  friend : 
The  fault  unknown  is  as  a  thouffht  unacted; 

A  litUe  harm  done  to  a  great  goodTend, 
For  lawfU  policy  remains  enacted. 
The  poisonous  simple  sometimes  is  compacted 

In  a  pure  compound ;  being  so  applied, 

His  venom  In  effect  is  purified. 

Then  for  thy  husband's  and  thy  chiklren's  sake 
TeiMler  my  suit :  bequeath  not  to  their  lot 

The  shame  that  fh>m  them  no  device  can  take. 
The  blemish  that  will  never  be  forgot; 
Worse  than  a  slavish  wl|)e,  or  bhib-bour's  blot  : 

For  marks  descried  in  men's  nativity 

Are  Nature's  faults,  not  their  own  infiuny." 

Here  with  a  cockatrice's  dead-killing  eye. 
Ho  rouseth  up  himself,  and  makes  a  pause. 

While  she,  the  picture  of  pure  piety, 
Like  a  white  bind  under  the  gripe's  sharp  claws. 
Pleads  In  a  wilderness,  where  are  no  laws, 

To  the  rough  beast  that  knows  no  gentle  right, 

Nor  aught  obey^  but  his  foul  appetite. 
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Look,  when  a  blaek-Awed  dood  the  worid  doOi  thmt, 
In  hi!  dim  mist,  tbe  aspiring  mountains  Mdlng, 

From  eaitli*B  dark  womb  some  gentle  gust  doth  get, 
Which  blows  these  pitchy  Taponra  (torn  their  bl- 
Hindering  their  present  fall  by  this  diyiding ;  [ding, 

80  his  unhailow'd  haste  tier  words  delays, 

And  moody  Plato  wtaiks  while  Orpheus  phiys. 

Yet,  fonl  night^waking  eat,  he  doth  bat  dally,  [eth ; 
While  in  his  lM>ld-la8t  foot  the  weak  moose  pantr 

Her  sad  behavioar  feeds  his  Tultare  folly, 
A  swallowing  gulf  that  e^en  in  plenty  wanteth: 
His  ear  her  prayers  admits,  but  his  heart  granteth 

No  penetrable  entrance  to  hor  plaining: 

Tears  harden  lost,  though  marble  wear  with  ndning. 

Her  pity-pleading  eyes  are  sadly  fixed 
In  the  remoMeless  wrinkles  of  his  feoo ; 

Her  modest  eloquence  with  sighs  is  mixed, 
Which  to  her  oratory  adds  more  grace. 
8he  puts  the  period  often  fh>m  his  place, 

And  *mid8i  the  sentence  so  her  accent  breaks. 

That  twite  she  doth  begin  ere  once  she  speaks. 

She  conjures  him  by  high  almighty  Jove,  [oath, 
By  knighthood,  gentry,  and  sweet  friendship's 

By  her  untimely  tears,  her  nusband*s  love, 
By  holy  human  laws,  and  common  troth. 
By  heaven  and  earth,  and  all  the  power  of  both, 

That  to  his  l>orrow'd  bed  he  make  retire, 
.  And  stoop  to  honour,  not  to  foul  desire. 

Qnoth  she,  **  Seward  not  hospitality 

With  such  black  payment  as  thou  hast  pretended ; 
Mud  not  the  fountain  that  gave  drink  to  thee ; 

Mar  not  the  thing  that  cannot  be  amended ; 

End  thy  ill  aim,  before  thv  shoot  be  ended : 
He  is  no  wood-man  that  doth  bend  his  bow 
To  strike  a  poor  unseasonable  doe. 

My  husband  is  thy  friend,  for  his  soke  spare  me ; 

Thyself  art  mighty,  for  thine  own  sake  leave  me ; 
Myself  a  weakling,  do  not  then  ensnare  me. 

Thou  look*st  not  like  deceit ;  do  not  deceive  me ; 

My  sighs,  like  whirlwinds,  hibour  hence  to  heave 
If  ever  man  were  moved  with  woman's  moans,  [thee. 
Be  moved  with  my  tears,  my  sighs,  my  groans. 

All  which  together,  like  a  troubled  ocean, 
'Beat  at  thy  rocky  and  wreck-threatening  heart. 

To  soften  it  with  their  continual  motion; 
For  stones  dissolved  to  water  do  convert 
O,  if  no  harder  than  a  stooe  thou  art, 

Melt  at  my  tears,  and  be  compassionate  I 

Soft  pity  enters  at  an  iron  gate. 

In  IWquin'a  likeness  I  did  entertain  thee : 
IJast  thou  put  on  his  shape  to  do  him  shame  7 

Tu  all  the  host  of  heaven  I  complain  thee,  [name, 
Thou  wrongest  his  honour,  wound'st  his  princely 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  seem'st,  and  if  the  same, 

Thou  seem'st  not  what  thou  art,  a  god,  a  king ; 

For  kings  Uke  gods  sboukl  govern  every  thing. 

How  will  thy  shame  be  seeded  in  thine  age. 
When  thus  thy  vices  bud  before  thy  spring  T 

If  in  thy  hope  thou  dar'st  do  such  outrage. 
What  dar'st  thou  not,  when  once  thou  art  a  king? 
O  be  rememberM,  no  outrageous  thing 

From  vassal  actors  can  be  wiped  away ; 

Then  kings*  misdeeds  cannot  be  hid  in  day. 

This  deed  will  make  thee  only  loved  fbr  fear, 
But  happy  monarchs  still  are  feared  for  love: 

With  foul  offenders  thou  perforce  must  bear. 
When  they  in  thee  the  like  offences  prove : 
If  but  for  fear  of  this,  thy  will  remove ; 

Fur  princes  are  the  glass,  the  school,  the  book. 

Where  subjects'  eyes  do  learn,  do  read,  do  look. 

And  wilt  thou  be  the  school  where  Lust  shall  learn  ? 
Must  he  in  thee  read  lectures  of  such  shame  ? 

Wilt  thuu  be  glass,  wherein  it  shall  discern 
Authority  for  sin,  warrant  for  blame, 
To  privilege  dishonour  in  thy  name? 

Thuu  bock'st  reproach  against  long^livlng  htud. 

And  mak'6t  fair  reputation  but  a  bawd. 


Hast  thoa  command?  by  him  that  gave  it  fbee. 
From  a  pure  lieart  command  thy  rebd  will: 

Draw  not  thy  sword  to  guard  Iniquity, 
For  it  was  lent  thee  all  that  brood  to  kilL 
Thy  princely  ofHce  how  canst  thou  fulfil. 

When  patterned  by  thy  fault,  foul  Sbi  may  say. 

He  leam'd  to  sin,  and  thou  didst  teach  the  way? 

Think  but  how  vile  a  spectacle  it  were 
To  view  thy  present  trespass  in  another. 

Men'a  fhults  do  seldom  to  tnemsdves  appear; 
Their  own  transgressions  psrtiallv  they  smother; 
This  guilt  would  seem  death-worthy  in  thy  brother. 

0  how  are  they  wrappM  in  with  infkmies. 

That  flpom  their  own  misdeeds  askance  thoir  eyes! 

To  thee,  to  thee,  my  heaved-up  hands  appeal. 
Not  to  sedudng  Lust,  thy  raah  relier ; 

1  sue  for  exiled  majesty's  repeal ; 

Let  him  return,  and  flattering  thoughts  retire: 
His  true  respect  .will  'prison  fUse  desire. 
And  wipe  the  dim  mist  fh>m  thy  doting  eyno. 
That  thou  shalt  see  thy  state,  and  pity  mine.** 

"  Have  done,"  quoth  he, «  my  uncontrolled  tide 
Turns  not,  but  swells  the  higher  by  this  let. 

Small  lights  are  soon  blown  out,  huge  fires  abide, 
And  with  the  wind  in  greater  fury  fret: 
The  petty  streams  that  pay  a  daily  debt 

To  their  salt  sovereign,  with  their  n-esh  fUb*  hssia 

Add  to  his  flow,  and  alter  not  his  taste." 

"^Thou  art,**  quoth  she,  ^  a  sea,  a  sovereign  king 
And  lo,  there  fUls  into  thy  boundless  flood 

Black  lust,  dishonour,  shame,  misgoverning. 
Who  seek  to  stain  the  ocean  of  thy  blood. 
If  all  these  petty  ills  shall  change  thy  good. 

Thy  sea  within  a  puddle's  womb  is  hersed. 

And  not  the  puddle  in  thy  sea  dispersed. 

So  shall  these  shives  be  king,  and  thou  their  slave; 

Thou  nobly  hue,  they  basely  dignified ; 
Thou  their  Mr  life,  and  they  thy  fouler  grave ; 

Thou  loathed  in  their  shame,  they  in  thv  pride ; 

The  lesser  thing  should  not  the  greater  hide ; 
The  cedar  stoops  not  to  the  base  shnib's  foot, 
But  low  shrubs  wither  at  the  cedar's  root 

So  let  thy  thoughts,  low  vsasals  to  thy  state—" 
«  No  more,"  quoth  he,  "  by  heaven,  I  will  not  hear 

Yield  to  my  love :  if  not,  enforced  hate,  [thee: 

Instead  of  love's  coy  touch,  shall  rudely  tear  thee; 
That  done,  despltefUlly  I  mean  to  bear  thee 

Unto  the  base  bed  of  some  rascal  groom. 

To  be  thy  partner  in  this  shamefUl  doom." 

This  said,  he  sets  his  fbot  upon  the  light, 
For  Light  and  Lust  are  deadly  enemies: 

Shame,  folded  up  in  blind  concealing  night, 
When  most  unseen,  then  most  doth  tyrannise. 
The  wolf  hath  seized  his  prey,  the  poor  lamb  cries, 

Till  with  her  own  white  fleece  her  voice  contrdlM 

Kntombs  her  outcry  in  her  lips'  sweet  fold: 

For  with  the  nightly  linen  that  she  wears, 
He  pens  her  piteous  damours  in  her  head ; 

Cooling  his  hot  face  In  the  chastest  tears 
That  ever  modest  eyes  with  sorrow  shed. 
O,  that  prone  Lust  should  stain  so  pure  a  bed! 

The  spotB  whereof  could  weeping  purify. 

Her  tears  should  drop  on  them  perpetually. 

But  she  hath  lost  a  dearer  thing  than  life, 
And  he  hath  won  wluit  he  would  lose  again. 

This  forced  league  doth  force  a  f^irther  strifh. 
This  momentary  Joy  breeds  months  of  pain, 
This  hot  desire  converts  to  cold  disdain : 

Pure  Chastity  is  rifled  of  her  store. 

And  Lust,  the  thief,  tu  poorer  than  before. 

Look  88  the  fUl-fed  hound  or  gorged  hawk. 
Unapt  for  tender  smell  or  speedy  flight. 

Make  slow  pursuit  or  altogether  balk. 
■  They  prey  wherein  by  nature  they  delight; 
So  Burfeit^taking  Tarquin  fores  this  night: 

Ills  taste  delicious,  in  digestion  souring, 

Devours  his  will  that  lived  by  fbul  devooring. 
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O  deeper  sin  than  bottomleM  concnit 
Can  comprehend  In  Mill  imagination  I 

Drunken  desire  must  vomit  his  receipt, 
Ere  he  can  see  his  own  abomination. 
While  Lust  Is  in  his  pride,  no  exclamation 

Can  curb  his  heat,  or  rein  his  rash  desire, 

TiU  like  a  jade,  ■el^wlil  himself  doth  tire. 

And  then  with  lank  and  lean  diaoolour'd  cheek, 
With  heavy  eye,  knit  brow,  and  strengthleas  pace, 

Feeble  desire,  all  recreant,  poor,  and  meek. 
Like  to  a  bankrupt  beggar  wails  his  case : 
The  flesh  being  proud,  desire  doth  flght  with  grace. 

For  there  it  revels ;  and  when  that  decays, 

The  guilty  rebel  for  remission  prays. 

So  Aures  it  with  thla  flaultftil  lord  of  Borne, 
Who  this  accomplishment  so  hotly  chased ; 

For  now  against  himself  he  sounds  this  doom. 
That  through  the  length  of  time  he  stands  dLs- 
Beaides,  his  soul^sfhlr  temple  is  defaced;  [graced; 

To  whoae  weak  ruins  muster  troons  of  cares. 

To  ask  the  apotted  princess  how  sne  fares. 

She  says,  her  subjects  with  foul  insuirection 
Have  battered  down  her  consecrated  wall, 

And  by  their  mortal  fluilt  brought  In  sut(Je<^on 
Her  immortally,  and  made  her  thrall 
To  living  death,  and  pain  perpetual : 

Which  in  her  prescience  she  controlled  still, 

BttI  her  foraelght  coukl  not  foreataU  their  wilL 

Even  in  bis  thought,  thro'  the  dark  night  he  stealelh, 
A  captive  Tictor,  that  hath  lost  in  gain : 

Bearing  away  the  wound  that  nothing  healeth, 
The  scar  that  will,  despite  of  cure,  remain. 
Leaving  hie  spoil  perplexM  in  greater  pain. 

She  bean  the  load  of  lust  he  left  behind, 

And  he  the  burden  of  a  guilty  mind. 

Be,  like  a  thievish  doff,  creeps  sadly  thence, 
She,  like  a  wearied  lamb,  lies  panting  there; 

He  scowls,  and  liates  liimself  for  his  oflence. 
She,  desperate,  with  her  nails  her  flesh  doth  tear; 
He  faintly  flies,  sweating  with  guilty  fear; 

She  stays,  exclaiming  on  the  direfUl  night; 

He  runs,  and  chides  his  vanishM,  loathVl  dellghL 

He  thenoe  departs,  a  heavy  eonvertite. 
She  there  remains,  a  hopeless  castaway ; 

He  in  his  ^eed  looks  for  tne  morning  litrht. 
She  prays  she  never  may  behold  the  dav :     pay ; 
^  For  day,**  quoth  she,  ^*  uightrscapes  doth  open 

And  mj  true  eyes  hath  never  practised  how 

To  doeik  oflbnoes  with  a  cunning  brow. 

They  think  not  but  that  evenr  eye  can  see 
The  same  diagraoe  which  they  themselves  behoki ; 

And  therefore  would  they  still  in  darkness  be, 
To  have  their  unseen  sin  remain  untold ; 
For  they  their  guilt  with  weeping  will  unfold, 

And  grave,  like  water  that  doth  eat  in  steel, 

Upon  my  cheeks  what  belpleas  shame  I  feeL" 

Here  she  exclaims  against  repose  and  rest,  " 
And  bids  her  eyes  hereafter  sUU  be  blind. 

She  wakes  her  heart  by  beating  on  her  breast, 
And  bids  it  leap  from  thence,  where  it  may  And 
Some  pnrw  chest,  to  cloae  so  pure  a  mind. 

Frantic  with  grief  thus  breathes  she  forth  her  spite 

Against  the  unseen  secresy  of  night : 

•*0,  oomfort>killlnff  night,  image  of  heUl 
Dim  register  andf  notary  of  shame ! 

Black  stage  for  tragedies  and  murders  fell! 
Vast  sin-concealing  chaos  I  nurse  of  blame  I 
Blind  muflled  bawd  I  dark  harbour  for  delkme! 

Grim  cave  of  death,  whisperins  conspirator 

With  cloae-tongued  treason  and  the  raviaher ! 

O  hateftil,  vaporous  and  foggy  night, 
Since  thou  art  guilty  of  my  cureless  crime, 

Muster  thy  mists  to  meet  the  eastern  light. 
Make  war  against  proportlon'd  course  of  time  I 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  permit  the  son  to  climb 

His  wonted  height,  yet,  ere  he  go  to  bed. 

Knit  polsoDoas  ctouda  about  his  gpkleo  head. 


With  rotten  damps  ravish  the  momii^  air ; 
Let  their  exhaled  unwholraome  breaths  make  sick 

The  life  of  ptirity,  the  supreme  fair, 
Ere  he  arrive  his  weary  noonHide  prick: 
And  let  thy  misty  vapours  march  so  thick. 

That  in  their  smoky  ranks  his  smotherM  light 

May  set  at  noon,  and  make  perpetual  night. 

Were  Tarquin  night,  (as  he  is  but  night's  child,) 
The  silver«hinU>g  queen  he  would  distain : 

Her  twinkling  handmaids  too,  by  him  defiled. 
Thro'  nights  black  bosom  should  not  peep  again: 
So  should  I  have  copartners  in  my  pain: 

And  fellowship  in  woe  doth  woe  assuage, 

As  palmers'  chat  makes  short  their  pilgrimage. 

Where  now  I  have  no  one  to  blush  with  me,  [mino. 
To  cross  their  arms,  and  bang  their  heads  with 

To  mask  their  brows,  and  hide  their  Infamy ; 
But  I  alone,  alone  must  sit  and  pine. 
Seasoning  the  earth  with  sbowoni  of  silver  brine. 

Mingling  my  talk  with  tears,  my  grief  with  gruana, 

Poor  iraating  monuments  of  lasting  moans. 

O  night,  thou  ftimaoe  of  foulHfeeking  smoke, 

Let  not  the  Jealous  day  behold  that  face, 
Which  underaeuth  thy  black  alt-hiding  cloak 
•  Immodestly  lies  mart jr'd  with  disgrace! 

Keep  still  pohSeasion  of  thy  gloomy  place, 
That  all  the  faults  which  In  thy  reign  are  made 
May  likewise  be  sepulchred  in  thy  shade  I 

Make  me  not  object  to  the  tale4eU  day ! 

The  night  will  show,  characteHd  in  my  brow, 
The  story  of  sweet  chastity's  decay. 

The  impious  breach  of  holy  wedlock's  vow? 

Yea,  the  iUiterate  Uiat  know  not  how 
To  'cipher  what  is  writ  in  learned  books, 
Will  quote  my  loathsome  trespass  in  my  looks. 

The  nurae,  to  still  her  child,  will  tell  my  story. 
And  fright  her  crying  babe  with  Trirqulu's  name ; 

The  orator,  to  deck  his  oraloiy. 
Will  couple  my  reproach  to  Tarquln's  shame: 
Feast-flnding  minstrels,  tuning  my  defame, 

Will  tie  the  hearers  to  attend  each  fine. 

How  Tarquin  wronged  me— I,  OoUatine. 

Let  my  good  name,  that  senseless  reputation, 
For  Cullatine's  dear  love  be  kept  unspottea : 

If  that  bo  made  a  theme  for  disputation, 
Tlie  branches  of  another  root  are  rotted. 
And  undeserved  reproach  to  him  allotted, 

That  is  as  clear  fh>m  this  attaint  of  mine, 

As  1  ere  this,  was  pure  to  CoUatine. 

O,  unseen  shame!  invisible  diagraoe! 
O,  unfelt  sore!  crest-woundhig,  private  scar! 

Reproach  is  stamped  In  Collatinus'  face. 
And  Tarquln's  eye  may  read  the  mot  afhr, 
Hew  he  in  peace  is  wounded^  net  in  war. 

Alas,  how  many  bear  such  shameful  blows. 

Which  not  themselves,  but  he  that  gives  them  knows! 

If,  Oollatlne,  thine  honour  lay  In  me. 
From  me  by  strong  assault  it  Is  bereft. 

My  honey  lost,  and  I,  a  drone>llke  bee. 
Have  no  perfection  of  my  summer  left. 
But  robb'd  and  ransack'd  by  injurious  theft: 

In  thy  weak  hive  a  wandering  wasp  hath  crept. 

And  Buck'd  the  honey  which  thy  chaste  bee  kept. 

Yet  am  I  giilltiess  of  thy  honour's  wreck ; 
Yet  for  thy  honour  did  I  entertain  him ; 

Goming  ftom  thee,  I  could  not  put  htm  back, 
Foi  it  had  been  dishonour  to  disdain  him : 
Besides,  of  weariness  he  did  complain  him, 

And  talk'd  of  virtue:— O,  unlookM  for  evil. 

When  virtue  la  proOmed  in  such  a  devil ! 

Why  should  the  worm  intnide  the  maiden  bnd  T 
Or  hateful  cuckooa  hatch  In  sparrow's  nests? 

Or  toads  Infect  their  founts  with  venom  mud  ? 
Or  tyrant  folly  lurk  in  genUe  breasts  ? 
Or  kings  be  breakers  of  their  own  behests? 

But  no  peribotion  is  so  absolute. 

That  some  impurity  doth  not  poUuta. 
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The  aged  man  that  ooflfera  np  hia  goM,  [flta,  1 

b  plagued  with  crampa,  and  gonta,  and  pauiftal 

And  aearoe  bath  eyes  hto  traaaure  to  behold, 
Bat  like  atm-pinlng  Tantalus  be  aita, 
And  aseleea  buniB  the  harvest  of  hia  wits; 

Having  no  other  pleasure  of  his  gain, 

Bat  torment  that  it  cannot  core  his  pain. 

80  then  he  hath  it  when  he  cannot  oae  it,' 
And  leaves  it  to  be  master'd  by  Us  yoong ; 

Who  in  their  pride  do  presently  aboae  it : 
Their  fiOher  was  too  weak,  and  they  too  strong, 
To  hold  their  carsed-blessed  fortune  long. 

The  sweets  we  wish  for  turn  to  loathed  soura, 

Even  in  the  moment  that  we  call  them  oun. 

Unruly  bhuta  wait  on  the  tender  spring ;  [ers : 

Unwholesome  weeds  take  root  with  predoos  flow- 

Tho  adder  biases  where  the  sweet  birds  sing; 
What  virtue  breeds,  iniquity  devours : 
We  have  no  good  that  we  can  say  is  oora, 

But  iU*annexed  opportunity 

Or  killa  his  life,  or  else  his  quaUty. 

O,  Opportunity  I  thy  guilt  is  great: 
Tla  thou  that  execut^st  the  traitor's  treason ; 

Thoa  sett'st  the  wolf  where  he  the  lamb  may  get ; 
Whoever  plots  the  sin,  thou  point'st  the  si 
lis  thou  tnat  spum'st  at  right,  at  law,  at  i 

And  in  thy  shady  cell,  where  none  may  spv  him, 

Bits  Bin,  to  seize  the  souls  that  wander  by  him. 

Thoa  mak*6t  the  vestal  violate  her  oath ; 

Thon  blow*st  the  fire  when  tempenuice  is  tiiawM ; 
Thou  smother^st  honesty,  thou  morder^st  troth ; 

Thou  foul  abettor!  thou  notorious  bawd! 

Thou  plantest  scandal,  and  displaoest  laud: 
Thou  ravisher,  thou  traitor,  thou  false  thief, 
Thy  honey  turns  to  gall,  thy  Joy  to  grief! 

Thy  secret  pleasure  turns  to  open  shame, 

Thy  private  feasting  to  a  puolic  fost ; 
Thy  smoothing  titles  to  a  ragged  name ; 

Thy  sugar'd  tongue  to  bitter  wormwood  taste : 

Thy  violent  vamties  can  never  last. 
Bow  comes  it  then,  vile  Opportunity, 
Being  so  bad,  such  numbers  seek  for  thee? 

When  wilt  thoa  be  the  humble  suppliants  Mend, 
And  bring  him  where  his  suit  may  be  obtained? 

When  wilt  thou  sort  an  hour  ffraat  strifes  to  end  ? 
Or  free  that  soul  which  wretcmedness  hath  chained  ? 
Give  phvsic  to  the  sick,  ease  to  the  pained  f 

The  poor,  lame,  blind,  halt,  creep,  cry  out  for  thee; 

But  they  ne*er  meet  with  Opportuni^. 

The  patient  diee  while  the  physician  sleeps ; 

The  orphan  pines  while  tho  oppressor  foeds ; 
Justice  is  feasting  while  the  wiclow  weeps ; 

Advice  is  sporting  while  infection  breeds; 

Thou  grant*st  no  time  for  charitable  deeds? 
Wrath,  envy,  treason,  rape,  and  murder^  rages. 
Thy  heinous  hours  wait  on  them  as  their  pages. 

'  When  Truth  and  Virtue  have  to  do  with  thee, 
A  thousand  crosses  keep  them  fh>m  thy  aid ; 
They  buy  thy  help :  but  Sin  ne'er  gives  a  fee, 
He  gratis  comes;  and  thou  art  well  appayM 
As  well  to  hear  ss  srant  what  he  hath  said. 
My  OoUatine  would  else  have  come  to  me 
When  Tarquin  did,  but  he  was  stayM  by  thee. 

Guiltv  thon  art  of  murder  and  of  theft ; 

Guilty  of  peijury  and  subornation ; 
Guil^  of  treason,  forgery,  and  shift ; 

Guilty  of  incest,  that  abomination : 

An  accessory  by  thine  inclination 
To  all  sins  past,  and  all  that  are  to  come, 
From  the  creation  to  the  general  doom. 

Mlshapen  Time,  copesmate  of  uffly  night. 
Swift  subtle  post,  carrier  of  grisly  care ; 

Eater  of  youth,  fiUse  slave  to  false  delight,  fsnare ! 
Base  watch  of  woes.  Sin's  pack-horse,  virtue's 
Thou  nnrsest  all,  and  marderest  all  that  are. 

O  hear  me  tiien,  injurious  shifting  Time! 

Be  guilty  of  my  death,  since  of  my  crime. 


Why  hath  thy  aervant,  Opportonity, 
Betnv*d  the  boon  thou  gavest  me  tr>  r&pom  ? 

GancellVi  my  fortunes,  and  enchained  me 
To  endless  date  of  neverending  woes  ? 
Time's  oflUce  is  to  find  the  hate  of  foes; 

To  eat  up  error  by  opinion  bred. 

Not  spend  the  dowry  of  a  lawftil  bod. 

TlmeS  glory  is  to  calm  contending  kings. 
To  unmask  falsehood,  and  bring  truth  to  Bght, 

To  stamp  the  seal  of  time  in  aged  things. 
To  wake  the  mom,  and  sentinel  the  nigiht. 
To  wrong  the  wronger  Ull  be  render  right; 

To  ruinate  proud  buiklings  with  thy  hours, 

And  smear  with  dust  their  guttering  golden  towera: 

To  fill  with  warm-holes  stately  monoments. 
To  feed  oblivion  with  decay  of  things. 

To  blot  old  books,  and  alter  their  content^ 
To  pluck  the  quills  from  ancient  ravenr  wings, 
To  dry  the  old  oak'a  sap,  and  cherish  springs ; 

To  spoil  antiqultiea  of  hammer'd  steel. 

And  turn  the  giddy  round  of  fortuned  wheel : 

To  show  the  beklame  daughters  of  her  daughter. 
To  make  the  child  a  man,  the  man  a  child, 

To  slay  the  tigw  that  doth  live  by  slaughter, 
To  tame  the  unicorn  and  lion  wikl ; 
To  mock  the  subtle,  in  themselves  beguiled : 

To  cheer  the  ploughman  with  increaaefUl  crops, 

And  waste  huge  stonee  with  little  water<lfopB. 

Why  work'st  thoa  mischief  In  thy  pilgrimage. 
Unless  thou  couldVt  return  to  make  amends  ? 

One  poor  retiring  minute  In  an  age 

Would  purchase  thee  a  thousand  thoosaad  IHends, 
;     landing  him  wit  that  to  bad  debtors  lends:    [back, 

O,  ihis  dread  night,  would*st  thoa  one  hoar  come 

1  could  prevent  this  atorm,  and  shun  this  wreck ! 

Thou  oeaselees  lackey  to  eternity, 
With  some  mischance  cross  Tarquin  in  his  flight ; 

Devise  extremes  beyond  extremity. 
To  make  him  curse  this  cursed  crimefhl  night : 
1<ct  ghastly  shadows  his  lewd  eyes  atfright ; 

And  the  dire  thought  of  his  committed  evil, 

Shupe  every  bush  a  hideoua  shapeless  deviL 

Disturb  his  hours  of  rest  with  restlesa  trances, 
Afflict  him  in  his  bed  with  bed-rid  groans ; 

Liet  there  bechance  him  pitiftil  mischances. 
To  make  him  moan,  but  pity  not  his  moans : 
Stone  him  with  hardened  hearts,  harder  than  stome; 

And  let  mild  women  to  him  lose  their  mildness. 

Wilder  to  him  than  tigers  in  their  wUdncss. 

Let  him  have  time  to  tear  his  carled  hair, 
liet  him  have  time  against  himself  to  rave, 
I  Let  him  have  time  of  time's  help  to  despah-; 
I     Let  him  have  time  to  live  a  loathed  slave. 
Let  him  have  time  a  beggar's  oris  to  crave, 
And  time  to  see  one  that  by  alms  doth  live. 
Disdtiiu  to  him  disdahied  scraps  to  give. 

Let  him  have  time  to  set  his  Mends  his  foes, 
And  merry  fools  to  mock  at  him  resort : 

Let  him  have  time  to  mark  how  slow  time  goes 
In  time  of  sorrow,  and  how  swift  and  short 
His  time  of  folly  and  hb  time  of  sport : 

And  ever  let  his  unrecsllinff  crime 

Have  time  to  wail  the  abu^ig  of  his  time. 

O  Time,  thou  tutor  both  to  good  and  bad. 
Teach  me  to  cnrae  him  that  thou  taughfat  this  III ! 

At  his  own  shadow  let  the  thief  run  mad, 
Himimlf  himself  seek  every  hour  to  kill  I      [spill  : 
Such  wretched  hands  such  wretched  blood  should 
I  For  who  so  base  would  such  an  oflSoe  have 

As  slanderous  death*s-man  to  ao  base  a  slave  ? 

The  baser  is  he,  coming  from  a  king. 
To  shame  his  hope  with  deeds  degenerate. 

The  mightier  man,  the  mightier  is  the  thing 
That  makes  him  honourd,  or  begets  him  bste; 
For  greatest  scandal  waits  on  greatest  state. 

The  moon  being  clouded  prosently  is  missM, 
I  But  little  stars  may  hide  them  when  they  list. 
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The  erow  may  bolho  hU  eool-bteck  wings  in  mii«i 
And  unperoelvad  fly  with  the  filth  away ; 

Bat  if  the  like  the  ■uow-wblte  swan  desire, 
The  atain  apoo  his  silver  down  will  sUy.       [day. 
Poor  grooms  are  sightless  night,  Ungs  glorions 

Gnats  are  unnoted  wheresoever  they  fly, 

Bat  eagles ^aied  upon  with  every  eye. 

Out,  Idle  words,  servaata  to  shallow  Ibolal 
Unprofitable  sounds,  weak  arbitrators ! 

Busy  yourselves  in  sklU-oontending  sehoo  . 
Debste  where  leisure  serves  with  dull  del 
To  trembling  clients  be  yon  mediators: 

For  me,  I  force  not  argument  a  straw. 

Since  that  my  ease  ia  past  the  help  or  ktw. 

In  vain  I  mil  at  Opportunity, 
At  Time,  at  Tarquin,  and  uncheerfU  eight; 

In  vain  I  cavil  with  my  infhmy. 
In  vain  I  spurn  at  my  oonflrmM  despite: 
Thia  helpless  smoke  of  words  doth  me  no  right. 

Tlie  remedy  indeed  to  do  me  good, 

la  to  let  forth  my  foul,  C  ' 


Poor  hand,  why  quiver'st  thou  at  this  decree  T 
Honour  thyself  to  rid  me  of  this  shame ; 

For  if  I  die,  my  honour  lives  In  thee. 
But  if  I  live,  thou  liv*stin  my  defame: 
Since  thou  oould'st  not  defend  thy  loyal 

And  wast  aftnid  to  scratch  her  wicked  foe, 

Kill  both  thyself  and  her  for  yielding  so.** 

Tills  ssid,  Ihnn  her  be-tumbled  couch  she  startethi 
To  find  some  desperate  Instrument  of  death. 

But  this,  no  sbiugbler4iouso,  no  tool  imparteth. 
To  make  more  vent  for  passage  of  her  breath. 
Which,  thronging  through  her  lips,  so  vanisheth 

As  smoke  fh>m  iEtna,  that  in  air  oonaumea, 

Or  that  which  fh>m  dlschaiged  cannon  fumes. 

•*  In  vatai,''  quoth  she,  **  I  live,  and  seek  In  vain 
Some  happy  mean  to  end  a  hapless  Ufe. 

I  feared  by  wquin^s  fUchion  to  be  shdn. 
Yet  for  the  self-eame  purpose  seek  a  knUb  I 
But  when  I  fear>d,  I  was  a  loyal  wife; 

Fo  am  I  now :— O  no,  that  cannot  be ; 

Of  that  true  type  hath  Tsrquin  rifled  me. 

O !  that  Is  gone,  for  which  I  sought  to  live, 
And  therefore  now  I  need  not  fear  to  die. 

To  clear  this  spot  by  death,  at  least  I  give 
A  badge  of  fsme  to  slander's  livery ; 
A  dying  life  to  living  infiuny ; 

Poor  helpless  help,  the  treasure  stolen  away, 

To  bum  the  guiltlesB  casket  where  it  ii^  I 

Well,  well,  dear  Odlatlne,  thou  shalt  not  know 

The  stained  taste  of  vioUted  troth; 
I  will  not  wrong  thy  true  aflbction  so. 

To  flatter  thee  with  an  infringed  oath ; 

This  bastard  graff  shall  never  come  to  growth ; 
He  slmll  not  boast,  who  did  thy  stock  pollute. 
That  thou  art  doting  father  of  his  DruiL 

Nor  shall  he  smile  at  thee  in  secret  thought. 
Nor  laugh  with  his  companions  at  thy  state ; 

But  thou  shalt  know  thy  interest  was  not  bought 
Basely  with  gold,  but  stolen  tnm  forth  thy  gate. 
For  me,  I  am  the  mistress  of  my  fate, 

And  with  my  trespass  never  will  dispense, 

Till  life  to  death  acquit  my  forced  offence. 

I  win  not  poison  thee  with  my  attaint, 
Nor  fold  my  fkult  in  deanly-ooined  excuses ; 

My  sable  ground  of  sin  I  will  not  paint. 
To  hide  the  truth  of  this  (Use  night*s  abuses: 
My  tongue  shall  utter  all ;  mine  eves  like  sluices. 

As  from  a  muuntain-sprlng  that  feeds  a  dale, 

Stiall  gush  pure  streams  to  purge  my  impure  tale." 

By  this,  lamenting  Philomel  had  ended 
The  well-tuned  warble  of  her  nightly  sorrow. 

And  solemn  night  with  slow.sad  gait  descended 
To  ugly  hell,  when  lo,  the   blushing  morrow 
Lends  light  to  all  fair  eyes  that  llKbt  will  borrow: 

But  cloudy  Liurece  shames  herself  to  see« 

And  therefore  still  in  night  would  cluister*d  be. 


Revealing  day  through  every  cranny  spies,       [ing ; 
And  seems  to  point  her  out  whers  she  sits  weep- 
To  whom  she  sobbing  speaks :  **0  eye  of  eyes,    [Ing; 
Whv  pry'st  thou  thro^  my  window  ?  leave  thy  peep- 
Hock  with  thy  tickling  beams  eyes  that  are  sleepingt 
Brand  not  my  forehead  with  thy  piercing  light, 
For  day  hath  nought  to  do  what's  done  by  night"* 

Urns  cavUs  she  with  every  thing  she  sees: 
Thie  grief  Is  fond  and  testy  as  a  child. 

Who  wayward  once,  his  mood  with  nought  agrees. 
Okl  woes,  not  infiint  sorrows,  bear  them  mild ; 
Continuanoe  tames  the  one ;  the  other  wild. 

Like  an  unpractised  swimmer  plunging  still. 

With  too  much  labour  drowna  for  want  of  skill 

So  she,  deep-drenched  in  a  sea  of  care, 
HoUs  disputation  with  each  thhig  she  views, 

And  to  herself  all  sorrow  doth  compare ; 
No  object  but  her  passion's  strength  renews; 
And  as  one  shifts,  another  straiaht  ensues : 

Sometimes  her  grief  is  dumb,  and  hath  no  words; 

Sometimes  'tis  mad,  and  too  much  talk  aflbrda. 

The  little  birds  that  tuna  their  morning's  Joy, 
Make  her  moans  mad  with  their  sweet  melody. 

For  mirth  doth  search  the  bottom  of  annoy ; 
Bad  souls  are  slain  in  merry  company ; 
Grief  beat  is  pleased  with  grief's  society: 

True  sorrow  then  is  feellnglv  sufllced. 

When  with  like  semblance  it  is  sympathised. 

Tls  double  death  to  drown  in  ken  of  shore ; 

He  ten  times  pines,  that  pines  beholding  food : 
To  see  the  salve,  doth  make  the  wound  ache  more ; 

Great  grief  grieves  most  at  that  would  do  it  good ; 

Deep  woes  roll  forward  like  a  gentle  flood, 
Who  beng  stopp'd  the  bounding  banks  overflows; 
Grief  dallied  with,  nor  law  nor  limit  knows. 

^  You  mocking  birds,  quoth  she,  your  tunes  entomb 
Within  your  hollow  swelling  feather'd  breasts, 

And  in  my  hearing  be  vou  mute  and  dumb ! 
(My  restless  disoord  loves  no  stops  nor  rests ; 
A  woeftil  hostess  brooks  not  merry  guests:) 

Relish  your  nimble  notes  to  pleasing  ean ; 

Distress  likes  dumps  when  time  is  kept  with  tears. 

Gome,  Philomel,  that  sing^st  of  ravishment. 
Make  thy  sad  srove  in  my  dlshevell'd  hair. 

As  the  dank  earth  weeps  at  thy  languishment, 
So  I  at  each  sad  strain  will  strain  a  tear. 
And  with  deep  grosos  the  diapason  wear: 

For  bunlen-wise  I'll  hum  on  Tsrauin  still. 

While  thou  on  Tdreus  descant'St,  better  skill. 

And  whiles  against  a  thorn  thou  bear'st  thy  part, 
To  keep  thy  sharp  woes  waking,  wretched  1, 

To  imitate  thee  well,  against  mv  heart 
Will  flx  a  sharp  knife,  to  affright  mine  eye ; 
Who,  if  it  wink,  shall  thereon  Odl  and  die. 

These  means,  as  ftrets  upon  an  instrument. 

Shall  tune  our  heartrotrings  to  true  languishment. 

And  for,  poor  bird,  thou  sing'st  not  in  the  day. 
As  shaming  siiy  eye  should  thee  behold, 

Some  dark  deep  desert,  seated  (torn  the  way. 
That  knows  nor  parching  heat  nor  IVeezing  cold, 
WiU  we  find  out;  and  there  we  will  uni'old 

To  creatures  stem  sad  tunes,  to  change  Uieir  kinds: 

Since  men  prove  beasts,  let  beasts  bear  geuUe  muidai*' 

As  the  poor  frighted  deer,  that  stands  at  gaze. 
Wildly  determining  which  way  to  fly. 

Or  one  encompass'd  with  a  winding  maze. 
That  cannot  tread  the  way  out  readily; 
So  with  hcnelf  Is  she  in  mutiny. 

To  live  or  die  which  of  the  twain  were  better. 

When  life  Is  shsmed,  and  Death  RepraucU'4  debtor. 

'*To  kill  myselA'*  quoth  she,  " alack!  what  were  it. 
But  with  my  body  mv  poor  soul's  }Killuiiun  ? 

They  that  lose  half,  with  greater  patie'ice  bear  ft. 
Than  they  whose  whole  is  HwalluwM  in  contusion. 
That  mother  tries  a  mercilew  condiwion. 

Who,  having  two  sweet  b:ibe(s  when  dfaih  takes  one 

Wtll  slay  the  other,  and  be  nurse  to  none. 
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-  My  body  or  my  ■owl,  which  wm  the  de«<rT 
When  the  one  pore,  the  other  nude  dirfoe, 

Whow  lore  of  etther  to  myself  wae  neerar? 
When  both  were  kept  for  hemTen  end  OoUatine. 
Ah  mel  the  berk  peel'd  from  the  lofty  pine, 

Bie  lesTet  will  wither,  and  hU  a^>  decay ; 

80  mot  my  tool,  her  baric  being  peelM  away. 

Her  hooae  Is  aack'd,  her  qnlei  IntermpCed, 
Her  maoaloD  battered  by  the  enemy ; 

Her  ucred  temple  apotted,  apoifd,  eormpled, 
Groaaly  engirt  with  daring  inlkmy: 
Then  let  it'no»  be  call*d  impiety, 

If  In  thU  blemish^  fort  I  make  some  hole, 

Through  which  I  may  convey  this  troubled  MfuL 

Tetdle  I  wiU  not,  till  my  OoUatine 
Baye  heard  the  cante  of  my  untimely  death ; 

That  he  may  tow.  In  that  sad  hour  of  mine, 
Berense  on  bim  that  made  me  stop  my  breath. 
Mt  slalned  blood  to  Tarquin  Pll  bequeith, 

Which  by  him  tainted,  shall  for  him  be  spent, 

And  as  us  due,  writ  in  my  testament 

Myhononr  Pll  bequeath  unto  the  knife 
That  wounds  my  body  so  dishonoured, 

lis  honour  to  deprive  dlshonour'd  life ; 
The  one  will  Utc,  the  other  being  dead : 
80  of  shame*s  sshes  shall  my  fame  be  bred ; 

For  In  my  death  I  murder  shameful  scorn: 

My  shame  so  dead,  mine  honour  to  new-b(Hn. 

Dear  lord  of  that  dear  Jewel  I  hare  lost, 
What  legacy  shall  I  bequeath  to  thee  ? 

My  resolution,  Love,  shall  be  thy  boost. 
By  whose  example  thou  revenged  may^st  be. 
How  Tkrquln  must  be  used,  read  it  in  me : 

MyseU;  thy  friend,  wlU  kill  mvself,  thy  foe, 

And,  for  my  sake,  serve  thou  false  Tarquin  so. 

Thto  brief  abridgment  of  my  win  I  make : 
My  soul  and  body  to  the  skies  and  ground ; 

My  resolution,  husband,  do  thou  take ; 
Mine  honour  be  the  knife^  that  makes  my  wound ; 
My  shame  be  his  that  did  my  fame  confound; 

And  all  my  fame  that  lives,  disbursed  be 

To  those  that  live,  and  think  no  shame  of  me. 

Thou,  Oollatlne,  shalt  oversee  this  will ; 
How  was  I  overseen  that  thou  shalt  see  it  I 

My  blood  shall  wash  the  slander  of  mine  ill ; 
My  life's  foul  deed,  my  life*s  (kir  end  shall  free  It 
Faint  not,  fUnt  heart,  but  stoutly  say.  So  be  it, 

Tieki  to  my  hand ;  my  hand  shall  conquer  tbee ; 

Thou  dead,  both  die,  and  both  shall  victors  be." 

Thto  plot  of  death,  when  sadly  she  had  laid, 
And  wiped  the  brinish  pearl  from  her  bright  eyes, 

With  untuned  tongue  she  hoarsely  called  her  maid. 
Whose  swift  obedience  to  her  mistress  hies ; 
For  fleet-wing*d  duty  with  thought's  feathers  flies. 

Poor  Lucrece's  cheeks  unto  her  maid  seem  so 

As  winter  meads  when  sun  doth  melt  their  snow. 

Her  mistress  she  doth  give  demure  good-morrow. 
With  Boflrslow  tongue,  true  mark  of  modesty, 

And  sorts  a  sad  look  to  her  lady's  sorrow, 
CFoT  why?  her  Awe  wore  sorrow's  livery;) 
But  durst  not  ask  of  her  audaciously 

Why  her  two  suns  were  cloud-eclipsed  so, 

Nor  why  her  ftdr  cheeks  over-wash'd  with  woe. 

But  as  the  earth  doth  weep,  the  sun  being  set, 
Each  flower  mototen'd  like  a  melting  eye ; 

Even  so  the  maid  with  swelling  drops 'gan  wet 
Her  circled  eyne,  enforced  by  sympathy 
Of  those  fair  suns,  set  in  her  mistress'  sky. 

Who  In  a  salt-waved  ocean  quench  their  light. 

Which  makes  the  maid  weep  like  the  dewy  night 

A  pretty  while  these  pretty  creatures  stand, 
Like  ivory  conduits  coral  cisterns  filling: 

One  Justly  weeps,  the  other  takes  in  hand 
No  cause,  but  company,  of  her  drops  spilling : 
Their  gentle  sex  to  weep  are  often  willing ; 

Grieving  themselves  to  guess  at  others'  smarts, 

And  then  they  drowu  their  eyes  or  break  their  hearts : 


And  therefore  are  they  fbrmM  aa  marble  wiO : 
I  The  weak  opi»eaB'd,  the  impressitm  of  strange  kinds 
Is  form'd  in  them  by  force,  by  fraud,  or  skill : 
Then  caU  them  not  the  author^  of  their  ill, 
No  more  than  wax  shall  be  aooounted  evil. 
Wherein  to  stamp'd  the  sembloDoe  of  9^rU. 

Their  moolhness,  like  a  goodly  diamp^gn  plain, 
Lays  open  all  the  little  worms  that  creep: 

In  men,  as  in  a  rough-grown  grove,  remain 
0ave4»eping  evin  that  obscurely  sleep : 
Through  cryatal  walto  each  little  mote  will  peep: 

Though  men  can  cover  crimes  with  bold  stem  lot^ 

Poor  women's  Ihoes  are  their  own  fkulilB  bocrtcs. 

No  men  Inveigh  against  the  withered  flower. 
But  chide  rough  winter  that  the  flower  hath  kilTd! 

Not  that  devour^l,  but  that  which  doth  devour. 
Is  worthy  blame.    O  let  it  not  be  hikl 
Poor  women's  (knits,  that  they  are  so  fhlfill'd 

With  men's  abuses:  those  proud  lords,  to  blame, 

Make  weak-made  women  tenanta  to  their  1' 


The  precedent  whereof  in  Lucreoe'  view, 
Assail'd  by  night  with  circumstances  strong 

Of  present  death,  and  shame  that  might  ensue. 
By  that  her  death,  to  do  her  husband  wrong: 
Such  danger  to  resistance  did  belong. 

That  dying  fear  through  all  her  body  »pread ; 

And  who  cannot  abuse  a  body  dead? 

By  this,  mild  patience  bid  fair  Lucrece  speak 
To  the  poor  counterfeit  of  her  complaining ; 

»•  My  girl,''  quoth  she,  **■  on  what  occasion  break 
Those  tears  from  thee,  that  down  thy  cheeks  are  rsio- 
If  thou  dost  weep  Tor  grief  of  my  sustaining,    [ing  ? 

Know,  gentle  wench,  it  small  avails  my  mood : 

if  tears  could  help,  mine  own  would  do  me  good. 

Bui  tell  me,  girl,  when  went— (and  there  she  stajed 
Till  after  a  deep  groan)  Tarquin  from  henoe  ^ 

"•  Madam,  ere  1  was  up,"  replied  the  maid, 
**  The  more  to  blame  my  sluggard  negligence : 
Yet  with  the  fault  I  thus  for  can  dispense ; 

Myself  was  stirring  ere  the  break  of  day. 

And,  ere  I  rose,  was  Tarquin  gone  away. 

But,  lady,  if  your  maid  may  be  so  bold. 
She  would  request  to  know  your  heaviness." 

»0  peace,"  quoth  Lucrece;  "  if  it  should  be  told. 
The  repetition  cannot  make  it  less ; 
For  more  it  to  than  I  can  well  express : 

And  that  deep  .torture  may  be  call'd  a  hell. 

Where  more  is  felt  than  one  hath  power  to  tdL 

60,  get  me  hither  paper,  ink,  and  pen — 
Yet  save  that  labour,  tar  1  have  them  here. 

What  should  I  say  ?— One  of  my  husband's  men. 
Bid  thou  be  ready,  by  and  by  to  bear 
A  letter  to  my  lord,  my  love,  my  dear; 

Bid  him  with  speed  prepare  to  carry  it : 

The  cause  craves  haste,  and  it  wiU  soon  be  writ" 

j  Her  maid  to  gone,  and  she  prepares  to  write, 
I     First  hovering  o'er  the  paper  with  her  quill : 
Conceit  and  grief  an  eager  combat  fight ; 
What  wit  sets  down,  is  blotted  straight  with  wiD ; 
Thto  too  curioue^ood,  thto  blunt  and  ill ; 
Much  like  a  press  of  people  at  a  door. 
Throng  her  inventions,  which  ahali  go  before. 

At  last  she  thus  begins :  ^  Thou  worthy  lofd 
Of  that  unworthy  wife  that  greeteth  thets 

Health  to  thy  perK>n  I  next  vouchsafe  to  aflurd 
(If  ever,  love,  thy  Lucrece  thou  wilt  set*,) 
Borne  present  speed  to  come  and  visit  me : 

Bo  I  commend  me  Arom  our  house  in  grief; 

Hy  woes  are  tedious,  though  my  words  are  brieC" 

Here  folds  she  up  the  tenour  of  her  woe, 

Her  certain  sorrow  writ  uncertabily. 
By  thto  short  schedule  Gollatlne  may  know 

Her  grief,  but  not  her  grief's  true  qualii> ; 

She  dares  not  thereof  make  discovery, 
Lest  he  should  hold  it  her  own  gross  abuse, 
Ere  she  with  blood  hath  staiu'd  hor  stalu'd 
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BcsklM,  the  life  and  feeHDg  of  her  DMrion 
8h6  houda,  to  tpend  when  he  1b  by  (o  hetr  her ; 

When  •ighsnnd  groatwand  toiin  may  gmoo  the  faab- 

Of  her  dlaicrace,  the  hotter  ao  to  dear  her        [ion 

From  that  suspicion  which  the  world  mi|^t  bear  her. 

To  shun  this  blot,  she  would  not  blot  the  letter 

With  words,  tUl  action  might  become  them  better. 

Tb  see  sad  sights  moTea  more  than  bear  then  told ; 

For  then  the  eye  Interprets  to  the  ear 
The  heavy  motion  that  it  duth  behold, 

When  every  part  a  part  of  woe  doth  bear. 

Tis  but  a  part  of  sorrow  that  we  hear : 
Deep  sounds  make  lesser  noise  than  shallow  fords, 
And  sorrow  ebbs,  being  blown  with  wind  of  words. 

Her  letter  now  is  seai'd,  and  on  it  writ, 
Jtt  Jtrdea  to  aiy  Urd  with  wwrt  than  katt4. 

The  poet  attends,  and  she  delivers  it. 
Charging  the  sourAoed  groom  to  hie  as  ftut 
As  lagging  fowls  before  the  northern  blast. 

fipeed  mure  than  speed,  but  dull  and  slow  she  deems, 

mtremity  atill  uigoth  such  extremes. 

Tile  homely  villain  curtesies  to  her  low; 

And  blushing  on  her,  with  a  steadfast  eye 
Receives  the  scroll,  without  or  yea  or  no. 

And  forth  with  bashHil  hmocence  doth  hie. 

But  they  whose  guUt  within  tholr  bosoms  lie, 
bnaclne  every  eye  beholds  their  blame : 
For  LucTBoe  thought  he  bluah'd  to  see  her  shame. 

When,  sUly  groom  I  God  wot,  it  waa  defect 
Of  spirit,  life,  and  bold  audacity. 

8uch  harmless  creatures  have  a  due  reaped 
To  talk  in  deeds,  while  others  saucily 
Promise  more  speed,  but  do  it  leisurely: 

Even  so,  this  pattern  of  the  worn-out  age 

Pawn*d  honeat  looks,  but  laid  no  words  to  gage. 

His  kindled  duty  kindled  her  mistrust. 
That  two  red  fires  in  both  their  faces  blazed ; 

She  thought  he  blush'd,  A  knowing  Tsrquin's  lust. 
And,  blushing  with  him,  wlstAiUy  on  him  gazed ; 
Her  eameat  eye  did  moke  him  more  amazed : 

The  more  she  saw  the  blood  hia  cheeks  replenish, 

The  more  she  thought  hespy'd  In  her  some  blemish. 

Bui  long  she  thinks  till  he  return  again. 
And  yet  the  duteous  vassal  scarce  la  gone. 

The  weary  time  she  cannot  entertain. 
For  now  *tis  stale  to  sigh,  to  weep,  and  groan : 
80  woe  hath  wearied  woe,  moan  tired  moan, 

That  she  her  plaints  a  Uttle  while  doth  stay, 

Pausing  for  meana  to  mourn  some  newer  way. 

At  last  she  calls  to  mind  where  hangs  a  piece 
Of  skilful  painting,  made  for  Priam's  Troy : 

Before  the  which  Is  drawn  the  power  of  Greece, 
For  Helen's  rape  the  city  to  destroy. 
Threatening  cloud-kissing  liliou  with  annoy ; 

Which  the  conceited  painter  drew  so  proud, 

As  heaven  (it  seemM)  to  kias  the  turreu  bow'd. 

A  thousand  lamentable  objects  there. 
In  acorn  of  Nature,  Art  gave  Ufeleai  life: 

Many  a  dry  drop  seemM  a  weeping  tear. 
Shed  fur  the  slaughtered  husband  by  the  wife: 
The  red  blood  reek'd  to  show  the  painter's  strife; 

And  dying  eyes  gleam'd  forth  their  ashy  lights, 

Like  dying  coals  burned  out  in  tedious  nights. 

There  miaht  you  aee  the  labouring  pioneer 
BegrimM  with  sweat,  and  smeared  all  with  dust ; 

And  from  the  towers  of  Troy  there  would  appear 
The  very  eyes  of  men  through  loop-holea  thrust, 
Gazing  upon  the  Greeks  with  little  lust: 

Such  sweet  observance  in  this  work  was  had, 

That  one  might  see  thoae  feroff  eyes  look  sod. 

In  great  commanders  grace  and  nu^eety 
Yuu  might  behold,  triumphing  lu  tUelr  faoea ; 

In  youth,  quick  bearing  and  dexterity ; 
And  here  and  there  the  painter  interlaces 
Pale  cowards,  marching  on  with  treinbhug  paces ; 

Winch  beorlltitti  peasants  did  so  well  reaembits  [ble. 

Ihat  one  would  swear  be  mw  them  quake  ouii  trem- 1 


In  AJaz  and  Ulysses,  O  what  art 
Of  physiognomy  might  one  behold ! 

The  face  of  either  'ciphered  elther's  heart ; 
Their  feoe  their  manners  so  expreesly  tuid : 
In  ^ax'  eves  blunt  rage  and  rigour  roll'd ; 

But  the  mild  glance  that  sly  Ulysses  lent, 

Bhow'd  deep  regard  and  smiling  government. 

There  pleading  might  you  see  grave  Nestor  stand, 
Aa  *twere  encouraging  the  Greeks  to  flghi ; 

Making  such  sober  action  with  his  hand, 
That  it  beguiled  attention,  charm'd  the  sight : 
In  speech, it  seem'd,  his  beard,  all  silver  white, 

WaggM  up  and  down,  and  fh>m  his  lips  did  fly 

Thin  winaing  breath,  which  purl'd  up  to  the  sky 


About  him  were  a  press  of  gaping  ft 

Which  seem'd  to  swallow  up  ma  sound  advice ; 
All  Jointly  listening,  but  with  several  graces. 

As  If  some  mermaid  did  their  ears  entice ; 

Some  high,  some  low,  the  painter  was  so  nice; 
Hie  scalps  of  many,  almost  hid  behind. 
To  Jump  up  higher,  seem'd  to  mock  the  mind. 

Here  one  man's  hand  lean'd  on  another's  head, 
Uia  nose  being  shadow'd  by  his  neighbour's  ear ; 

Here  one  being  throng'd  bean  back,  all  blown  aiMl 
Another,  smotber'd,  seems  to  pelt  and  swear ;  [red; 
And  In  their  rage  such  signs  of  rage  they  bear. 

As,  but  for  loss  of  Nestor's  gulden  words. 

It  seem'd  they  would  debate  with  angry  swords. 

For  much  imaffinary  work  waa  there ; 
Conceit  deceitful,  ao  compact,  so  kind, 

That  for  Achilles'  image  stood  bis  spear, 
Gripp'd  in  an  armed  hand ;  himself,  behind, 
Was  left  unseen,  save  to  the  eye  of  mind: 

A  hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  a  leg,  a  head, 

Stood  for  the  whole  to  be  imagined. 

And  ftom  the  walls  of  strong-besieged  Troy,  [field, 
When  their  breve  hope,  bold  Hector,  march'd  to 

Stood  many  Trojan  mothers,  sharing  Joy 
To  see  their  youthM  sons  bright  weapons  wield ; 
And  to  their  hope  they  such  odd  action  yield. 

That,  through  their  light  ioy,  seemed  to  appear 

(Like  bright  things  siabiVl;  a  kind  of  heavy  tear. 

And,  from  the  strond  of  Dardan  where  they  fought, 
To  Slmols'  reedy  banks  the  red  blood  ran, 

Whose  wavea  to  imitate  the  battle  sought 
With  swelling  ridges;  and  their  ranks. began 
To  break  upon  the  galled  shore,  and  then 

Retire  again,  till,  meeUng  greater  ranks, 

They  Join,  and  shoot  their  foam  at  Simola*  banka. 

To  thla  well-painted  piece  is  Lucrece  coma, 
1^  find  a  feoe  where  aU  distress  Is  si«l'd. 

Many  she  sees,  where  carea  have  carved  some. 
But  none  where  aU  distress  and  dolour  dweli'd, 
TUl  she  despairing  Hecuba  bebekl. 

Staring  on  Priam's  wounds  with  her  old  eyes. 

Which  bleeding  under  Pyrrhua'  prond  Ibui  ilea. 

In  her  the  painter  had  anatomized 
Time's  nun,  beauty's  wreck,  and  grim  care's  reign ; 

Her  cheeks  with  chaps  and  wrinkles  were  diaguiMxl ; 
Of  what  ahe  was,  no  semblance  did  remain : 
Her  blue  blood  changed  to  black  in  every  vein. 

Wanting  the  spring  that  those  ahrunk  pipes  had  fed, 

Show'd  life  impriaun'd  in  a  body  dead. 

On  thla  sad  shadow  Lucrece  spends  her  eyes. 
And  sbuMS  her  sorrow  to  the  beldame's  woea. 

Who  nothing  wants  to  answer  her  but  cries, 
And  bitter  words  to  ban  her  cruel  foes: 
The  painter  waa  no  God  to  lend  her  thoae ; 

And  therefore  Locrsce  swean  he  did  her  wrong. 

To  give  her  ao  much  grief;  and  not  a  tongue. 

«*  Poor  instmment,"  quoth  ahe,  **  without  a  sound, 
I'll  tone  thy  woes  with  my  himenting  tongue ; 

And  drop  sweet  balm  in  Priam's  painted  wouud* 
And  roll  on  Pyrrhua  that  hath  done  him  wroiu;. 
And  with  mv  lean  qnench  Trov  that  burns  so  loug, 

And  with  my  knife  scratch  out  the  annry  oyea 

Oi  all  the  Gi«eks  that  are  Ihine  enemies. 
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8hoir  me  the  itranipet  that  began  this  stir, 
That  with  my  naifa  her  beantT  I  may  tear; 

Tln[  beat  of  loat,  fond  Paris,  did  incar 
This  load  of  wrath  that  bmning  TVdt  doth  bear, 
ThT  eye  kindled  the  fire  that  bometh  here, 

And  here  In  Ttoy,  for  trespaaa  of  thine  eye« 

The  Biro,  the  son,  the  dame,  and  daughter  die. 

Why  should  the  private  pleasure  of  some  one 
Become  the  public  plague  of  many  moeT 

Let  sin,  aione  oommiUed*  light  alone 
Upon  his  head  that  hath  transgressed  so, 
Let  gniltloss  souls  be  fi-eed  from  guilty  woe: 

For  one's  offence  why  should  so  many  nil, 

To  plague  a  private  sin  in  general? 

Lo,  here  weeps  Hecuba,  here  Priam  dies, 
Here  manly  Hector  lUnts,  here  Troilus  swoonda ; 

Hero  friend  by  friend  in  bloody  channel  lies. 
And  friend  to  friend  ffires  unadvised  wounds, 
And  one  man's  lust  these  many  lires  confounds : 

Had  doting  Prism  checked  his  son's  desire, 

TVoy  had  been  bright  with  Dune,  and  not  with  flra." 

Here  feelingly  she  weeps  Troy's  painted  woes: 
For  sorrow,  like  a  heavy-hanging  belU 

Once  set  on  ringing,  with  his  own  weight  goes : 
Then  little  strength  rings  out  the  dolefUl  knell : 
So  Lucreoe  set  a-work,  sad  tales  doth  tell 

Tu  pencil'd  penaiveness  and  colour'd  sorrow ;   [row. 

She  lends  them  words,  and  she  their  looks  doth  boi^ 

She  throws  her  eyes  about  the  painting  round. 
And  whom  she  finds  forlorn,  she  doth  lament: 

At  last  she  sees  a  wretched  image  bound. 
That  piteous  looks  to  Phrygian  shepherds  lent; 
His  noe,  though  full  of  cares, yet  show'd  content; 

Onward  to  Troy  with  the  blunt  swains  he  goes, 

So  miki,  that  Patience  seem'd  to  scorn  his  woes. 

In  him  the  painter  labonr'd  with  his  skill 
To  hide  deceit,  and  fftve  the  harmless  show 

An  humble  gait,  calm  looks,  eyes  wailing  still, 
A  brow  unbent,  that  seem'd  to  welcome  woe ; 
Cheeks  neither  red  nor  pale,  but  mingled  so 

That  blushing  red  no  guilfy  instance  gave. 

Nor  ashy  pale  the  fear  that  fUse  hearts  have. 

But  like  a  constant  and  confirmed  devU, 
He  «itertain*d  a  show  so  seeming  Just, 

And  therein  so  ensconced  his  secret  evil. 
That  Jealousy  itself  could  not  mistrust 
FUsc^creeping  craft  and  perinry  should  thrust 

Into  so  bright  a  day  such  black-Taoed  storms. 

Or  blot  witn  hell-bom  sin  such  saintlike  forms. 

The  well-sklU'd  wortnnan  this  mikl  image  draw 
For  peijured  Sinon,  whose  enchanting  story 

The  credulous  old  Priam  aAer  slew ; 
Whose  words,  like  wild-Ore,  burnt  the  shining  glory 
Of  rich-buit  Illon,  that  the  skies  were  sorry, 

And  little  stars  shot  finom  their  fixed  places, 

When  their  glass  fell  wherein  they  view'd  their  feces. 

This  picture  she  adrlaedly  perused. 
And  chid  the  painter  for  his  wondrous  skill ; 

Saying,  some  shape  in  Sinon's  was  abused, 
So  fair  a  form  lodged  not  a  mind  so  ill ; 
And  stIU  on  him  sne  gaxed,  and  gaxing  still. 

Such  signs  of  truth  In  Us  plain  fiuse  she  spy'd 

That  she  condudea  the  picture  was  bely'd. 

**  It  cannot  be,"  quoth  she,  ^fhat  so  much  guile 
(She  wouki  have  said)  enn  lurk  in  §ueh  a  look  ;" 

But  Tarquin's  shape  came  In  her  mind  the  while, 
And  fK>m  her  tongue,  can  lurk  (h>m  cannot  took ; 
ft  cannot  be  the  In  that  sense  forsook. 

And  tum'd  It  thus:  «It  cannot  be,  I  find. 

But  such  a  fkoe  should  bear  a  wicked  mind: 

For  even  as  subtle  Sinon  here  is  painted, 
So  soberead,  so  weary,  and  so  mild, 

(As  if  with  grief  or  travail  he  had  feinted) 
To  me  came  Tarquin  armed ;  so  beguiled 
With  outward  honesty,  but  yet  defiled 

With  inward  vice :  as  Priam  him  did  cherish, 

So  did  1  Tturquin;  so  my  Troy  did  perish. 


Look,  look,  how  listening  Priam  wets  hiseynn. 
To  see  those  borrow'd  tears  that  Sinon  shedi. 

Priam,  why  art  thou  old,  and  yet  not  wise  7 
For  every  tear  he  falls,  a  Trofan  bleeds ; 
His  eye  orops  fire,  no  water  thence  proceeds : 

Those  round,  dear  pearls  c^  his  that  move  tiiy  pity 

Are  balls  of  quenchless  Are  to  bora  thy  dty. 

Sudi  devfls  steal  effects  fyom  Vghtleas  boll ; 
For  Sinon  In  his  fire  doth  quake  with  ootd. 

And  in  that  cold,  hotrbuming  fire  doth  dwell ; 
Theae  contraries  such  unity  do  hold. 
Only  to  flatter  fools  and  make  them  bold : 

So  Priam's  trust  falae  Sinon's  tear  doth  flatter. 

That  he  finds  means  to  bum  hie  Troy  with  water." 

Here,  all  enraged,  audi  paaslon  her  ssaalls. 
That  peiienoe  Is  quite  beaten  fW>m  her  breasL 

She  teare  the  senseless  Sinon  with  her  nalla, 
Comparing  him  to  that  unh^py  guest 
Whose  deed  hath  made  henelf  herself  detost: 

At  last  she  smilingly  with  this  gives  o'er ;       [dore." 

^'Fuol,  foolP  quoth  she,  »his  wounds  wiD  not  be 

Thus  ebbs  and  flows  the  currmt  of  her  sorrow. 
And  time  doth  weary  time  with  her  oomplaintng. 

She  looks  for  night,  and  then  she  longs  for  mormw. 
And  both  she  thinks  too  long  with  her  remainiav: 
Short  time  seems  long  in  sorrow's  sharp  snatainiiig. 

Though  woe  b»  heavy,  yet  it  seldom  sleeps ; 

And  they  that  watch,  see  time  how  dow  it  creeps. 

Which  all  this  time  hath  oveidipp'd  her  thought. 
That  she  with  painted  images  hath  spent ; 

Being  from  the  fbeling  of  her  own  grlet  brought 
By  deep  surmise  of  othera'  detriment; 
Lodng  ner  woes  in  shows  of  discontent. 

It  easeth  some,  though  none  It  ever  cured. 

To  think  their  dolour  others  have  endured. 

But  now  the  mindfU  messenger,  come  back. 
Brings  home  his  lord  ami  other  company ; 

Who  finda  his  Lucreoe  clad  In  mourning  black ; 
And  round  about  her  teaiHilstained  eye 
Blue  circles  stream'd,  like  rainbowa  in  tlie  sky. 

Theae  water^ialls  In  her  dim  dement 

Foretdl  new  storms  to  thoee  already  apent 

Which  when  her  sad-beholding  husband  saw, 

Amaaedly  in  her  sad  face  he  starsa : 
Her  eyes,  though  sod  In  tears,  lookM  red  and  raw, 

Her  livdy  colour  kUl'd  with  deadly  cares. 

He  hath  no  power  to  aak  her  how  ahe  fkrea, 
But  stood,  like  old  acquaintance  in  a  trance. 
Met  far  fh>m  home,  wondering  each  other's  diaooa. 

At  last  he  took  her  by  the  bkxklless  hand. 
And  thus  begins :  **>  What  uncouth  ill  event 

Hath  thee  befallen,  that  thou  dost  trembling  stand  ? 
Sweet  love,  what  aplte  hath  thy  fUr  colcvur  apaot? 
Why  art  thou  thua  attired  in  diaoontentf 

Unmask,  dear  dear,  thia  moody  heavineaa, 

And  tell  thy  grief;  that  we  may  giv»  redreae. 

Three  times  with  sighs  she  gives  her  aorrows  flra, 
Ere  once  she  can  dlsdiarge  one  word  of  woe: 

At  length  addreas'd  to  answer  his  desire. 
She  modestly  prepares  to  let  them  know 
Her  honour  is  ta'en  prisoner  by  the  foe ; 

While  Oollatine  and  his  consorted  lords 

With  sad  attention  long  to  hear  her  words. 

And  now  this  pale  swan  In  her  watery  nest 
Begins  the  sad  dirge  of  her  certain  ending : 

(<  Few  words,"  quoth  she,  <^  shall  fit  the  trespas*  bed, 
Where  no  excuse  can  give  the  fault  amending : 
In  me  more  woes  than  words  are  now  depending; 

And  my  laments  would  be  drewn  out  too  long, 

1^  tell  them  all  with  one  poor  tired  tongue. 

llien  be  this  all  the  task  It  hath  to  say  ^— 
Dear  husband,  in  the  interest  of  thy  bed 

A  stranger  came,  and  on  that  pillow  lay 
Where  thou  wast  wont  to  red  thy  weary  head; 
And  what  wrong  else  may  be  imagined 

By  feul  enffMcement  might  be  done  to  me, 

FVom  that,  alas!  thy  Lucrece  Is  not  finaa. 
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For  In  the  dreadftil  d«sd  of  darfc  inidni((ht, 
With  shining  (Uchlon  in  my  ehsmber  came 

A  creeping  crBatnns  with  a  flaming  light. 
And  softly  cried,  ^Awake,  thoa  Roman  dame, 
And  entertain  my  lo?e;  else  lasting  shame 

On  thee  and  thine  this  night  I  will  Inflict, 

If  thoa  my  lore's  desire  do  contradiot. 

For  some  hard-fevoured  groom  of  thine,'  q^ioth  be» 
*•  Unless  thou  yoke  thy  liking  to  my  will, 

ril  murder  straight,  and  then  ru  slaughter  thee, 
And  swear  I  found  you  where  you  did  Mfll 
The  loathsome  act  of  lust,  and  so  did  kill 

The  lechers  in  their  deed :  this  act  will  be 

lly  fiune,  and  Uiy  perpetual  intemy.' 

With  this  I  did  begin  to  start  and  cir, 
And  then  against  my  heart  he  set  hli  iword, 

Swenrinff,  unless  I  took  all  patiently, 
I  should  not  live  to  speak  another  word: 
Su  should  my  shame  still  rest  upon  reoArd, 

And  never  be  forgot  in  mighty  Rome 

The  adulterate  death  of  Lucreoe  and  her  groom. 

Mine  enemy  was  strong,  my  poor  self  weak, 
And  for  the  weaker  with  so  strong  a  fear ; 

&ty  bloody  Judge  forbade  my  tongue  to  speak ; 
No  rightful  plea  might  plead  for  Justice  there: 
His  scarlet  lust  came  evidence  to  swear 

That  my  poor  beauty  had  purloined  his  eyes. 

And  when  the  Judge  is  robbed,  the  prisoner  dies. 

O  teach  roe  how  to  make  mine  own  excuse! 

Or,  at  least,  this  refuge  let  me  And ; 
Though  mv  gross  blood  be  stalnM  with  this  abnae, 

Immaculate  and  spotless  is  my  mind; 

That  was  not  forced  ;  that  never  was  lacUned 
To  accessary  yieidings,  but  still  pure 
Doth  in  her  polaon*d  closet  yet  euduro." 

Lo  hers,  the  hopeless  merchant  of  this  loss,     [woe. 
With  head  declined,  and  voice  damm'd  up  with 

With  sad-eet  eyes,  and  wretched  arm  across, 
From  lips  new-waxen  pale  begins  to  blow 
The  grief  away,  that  stops  his  answer  so: 

Bat  wretched  as  he  Is,  he  strives  in  vain ; 

What  he  breathes  out,  his  breath  drinks  np  agidn. 

As  through  an  arch  the  violent  roaring  tide 
Out>mns  the  eye  that  doth  behold  his  haste ; 

Yet  in  the  eddy  boundeth  in  his  pride 
Back  to  the  strait  that  forced  him  on  so  fast ; 
In  rage  sent  out,  recalPd  in  rage,  being  past : 

Even  so  he  sighs,  his  sorrows,  make  a  saw. 

To  push  grief  on,  and  back  the  same  grief  draw. 

Which  speechless  woe  of  his,  poor  she  attendelh, 
And  his  untimely  frenzy  thus  awaketh :  ,^ 

**•  Dear  lord,  thy  sorrow  to  my  sorrow  lendeth 
Another  power;  no  flood  by  raining  slacketh. 
My  woe  too  sensible  thy  passion  maketh 

More  feeling-paiuAii :  let  it  then  suffice 

To  drown  one  woe,  one  pair  of  weeping  eyes. 

And  for  my  sake,  when  I  might  charm  thee  so, 
For  she  that  was  thy  Lucrece— now  attend  me ; 

Be  suddenly  revengeu  on  my  fue,  [me 

Thine,  mine,  his  own ;  suppose  thou  dost  defend 
From  what  Is  past :  the  help  that  thou  shalt  lend  me 

Comes  all  loo  late,  yet  let  the  traitor  die ;  ^.^ 

For  sparing  Justice  feeds  iniquity. 

But  ere  I  name  him,  you,  (hlr  lords,**  quoth  she, 
(Speaking  to  those  that  came  with  Collatine) 

**  Shall  plight  your  honourable  fhlths  to  me. 
With  swift  pursuit  to  venge  this  wrong  of  mine ; 
For  tls  a  meritorious  fUr  design. 

To  chase  ii^ustice  with  revent^efui  arms:     [harms.** 

Knights  by  their  oaths,  should  right  poor  ladies' 

At  this  request,  with  noble  disposition, 
Each  present  lord  began  to  promise  aid, 

As  bound  In  knighthood  to  her  imposition, 
Longing  to  hear  the  hatefUI  foe  bewray'd. 
But  she,  that  yet  her  sad  task  hath  not  said, 

The  protestation  stops.    ^O  speak,**  quoth  she, 

M  How  may  this  forced  stain  be  wiped  tram  me  I 


What  is  the  qualitv  of  mine  ofltoce, 
Being  eonstrain*d  with  dreadful  circumstance  f 

Hay  my  pure  mind  with  the  foul  act  dispense, 
My  low-declined  honour  to  advance? 
May  any  terms  acquit  me  fh>m  this  chance? 

The  poison'd  fountain  clears  Itself  again ; 

And  why  not  I  from  this  compelled  stain  f* 

With  this  they  all  at  once  began  to  say. 
Her  bodv*s  stain  her  mind  untainted  dean ; 

While  with  a  Joyless  smile  she  turns  away 
The  face,  that  map  which  deep  impraesion  bean 
Of  hard  misfortune  carved  in  It  with  tears. 

^  No,  no,**  quoth  she,  **  no  dame,  hereafter  living, 

By  my  exeoae  shall  dabn  excuaea  giving.** 

Here,  with  a  sigh,  as  If  her  heart  would  break,  [says. 
She  throws  forth  Tarqttin*s  name;  **  He,  kt^  she 

But  more  than  he  her  poor  tongue  could  not  speak ; 
Tilt  after  many  aooenta  and  delavs. 
Untimely  breathings,  sick  and  short  assays, 

She  attere  this :  »  He,  he,  fUr  lords,  His  he, 

That  guides  this  hand  to  give  this  wound  to  me.** 

Even  here  she  sheidbed  In  her  harmless  breast 
A  hannful  knllb,liat  hence  her  ionl  unsheathed; 

That  blow  did  ball  it  flrom  the  deep  unrest 
Of  that  poUuted  prison  where  It  breathed: 
Her  contrite  sighs  unto  the  clouds  bequeathed 

Her  winged  sprite,  and  through  her  wounds  doth  fly 

Life*s  lasting  date  fh>m  eanoel'd  destiny. 

Ston»«tUl,  aatonlsh*d  with  this  de«lly  deed, 
Stood  CoUatlne  and  all  his  lordly  ciew ; 

TiU  Lucreoe*  fhther  that  behoMs  her  bleed. 
Himself  on  her  self-«laaghter*d  body  threw; 
And  fh>m  the  puiple  fountain  Brutus  drew 

The  murderous  knilb,  and  as  It  ton  the  place 

Her  blood,  in  poor  revenge,  hekl  it  In  chase ; 

And  bubbling  flrom  her  breast,  It  doth'^llvide 
In  two  slow  rivers,  that  the  crimson  blood 

Circles  her  body  In  on  every  side. 
Who  like  a  late«ack*d  Island  vastly  stood 
Bare  and  unpeopled,  in  this  fearfUl  flood. 

Some  of  her  blood  still  pure  and  red  remaln*d, 

And  some  look'd  blaek,and  that  fUaeTarquin  staln'd. 

About  the  mourning  and  congealed  face 
Of  that  black  blood,  a  watery  rigol  goes. 

Which  seems  to  weep  upon  the  Ulnted  place: 
And  ever  since,  as  pitying  Lucroce*  woes. 
Corrupted  blood  some  watery  token  shows ; 

And  blood  untainted  still  doth  red  abide, 

Bluahing  at  that  which  la  so  putrefied. 

u  Daughter,  dear  daughter  !**  old  Lucretius  cries, 
**  That  life  was  mine,  which  thou  host  here  deprived. 

If  In  the  child  the  fiber's  image  lies. 
Where  shall  I  live,  now  Lucrece  Is  unlived? 
Thou  wsst  not  to  this  end  fh>m  me  derived. 

If  children  pre-deceaae  progenitors. 

We  are  their  oflbprlng,  and  they  n<»e  of  onn. 

Poor  broken  glass,  I  often  did  behold 
In  thy  sweet  semblance  my  old  age  new-born ; 

But  now  that  fair  fresh  mirror,  dim  and  old. 
Shows  me  a  bare-boned  death  by  time  out-worn ; 
O,  from  thv  cheeks  my  image  thou  hast  torn ! 

And  shiver'd  all  the  beauty  of  my  glass. 

That  I  no  more  can  see  what  once  I  was. 

O  Time,  cease  thou  thy  ooune,  and  last  no  longer  1 
If  they  surcease  to  be,  that  should  survive, 
Shall  rotten  death  make  conquest  of  the  stronger. 
And  leave  the  faltering  feeble  souls  alive? 
The  old  bees  die,  the  young  possess  their  hive. 
Then  live,  sweet  Lucroce,  live  again,  and  see 
Thy  fluher  die,  and  not  thy  father  thee  !** 

By  this  starts  Collatine  as  (h>m  a  dream, 
And  bids  Lucretius  give  his  sorrow  place ; 

And  then  in  key-ci>ld  Lucrece*  bleeding  stream 
He  fUIs,  and  bathes  the  pale  fear  In  his  face, 
And  counterfeits  to  die  with  her  a  space ; 

Till  manly  shame  bids  him  possess  bis  breath* 

And  live  to  be  revenged  on  her  death. 
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Tlie  deep  renftion  of  his  fanrard  tool 
Hatb  aerved  a  dumb  arreat  apoo  his  Ungae ; 

Who  mad  that  aorrow  aboald  his  nae  ocmlrol, 
Or  keep  him  from  heartreaaiiig  words  an  long, 
Begins  to  tallc ;  but  through  his  lipa  do  throng 

Weak  words,  ao  thick  eome,  in  his  poor  hearths  aid, 

That  no  man  oould  diwtinguiwh  what  lie  said. 

Tet  sometime  Tsrquln  was  pronouneed  plain, 
But  through  his  teeth,  as  if  the  name  he  tore, 

This  windy  tempest,  till  it  blow  up  rain, 
Held  back  his  sorrow^s  tide,  to  make  it  more ; 
At  last  it  rains,  and  busy  winds  give  o*er : 

Then  son  and  father  weep  with  equal  strife, 

Who  should  weep  moat  for  daughter  or  for  wlft. 

The  one  doth  call  her  his,  the  other  his. 
Yet  neither  may  noawws  the  claim  they  lay. 

The  father  says,  **■  Sbe*s  mine  T  **  O  mine  she  is,** 
Replies  her  husband :  «*  Do  not  take  away 
My  acMTOw^s  Interest :  let  no  mourner  say 

He  weeps  for  her,  for  she  was  only  mine, 

And  only  must  be  wail'd  by  Collatine." 

MO,**  quoth  LucreUus, « I  dki  glre  that  lUh, 
Which  she  too  eariy  and  too  late  hath  spilPd.** 

«  Woe,  woe,"  quoth  CoUatine,  ^"  &he  was  my  wife, 
I  owned  her,  and  HU  mine  that  she  hath  killU** 
Jfy  iAugkter  and  my  wife  with  clamours  flUM 

The  dispersed  air,  who,  holding  Lucrece'  life. 

Answered  their  cries,  aiy  daughter  and  my  wife, 

Brutus,  who  plucked  the  knife  from  Lucreoe*  side, 

Seeing  sucn  eniuiatlon  in  their  woe, 
hoKan  to  clothe  his  wit  in  stale  and  pride. 

Burying  in  Lucrece*  wound  his  ftifly's  show. 

He  with  the  Romans  was  esteemM  ao 
As  silly  Jeering  idioU  are  with  kings 
For  sportive  words,  and  uttering  foolish  thingi. 

But  now  lie  (hrows  that  shallow  habit  by, 
Wherein  deep  policy  did  him  disguise ; 

And  armM  his  lung^hid  wits  advisedly, 
To  check  the  tears  In  Collatlnua'  eyes. 
wThou  wronged  lord  of  Rome,"  quoth  he,  ^  arise ; 


Let  my  miwmitod  seir,  sappoaed  a  Ibol, 
Now  lat  thj  loDg^ezperieooed  wit  to  ichooL 

Why,  OoUaline,  is  woe  the  core  for  woeT     [deeds Y 
Do  wounds  lielp  wounds,  or  grief  help  grievuui 

Is  it  revMige  to  give  thyaelf  a  blow. 
For  his  foul  act  by  whom  thy  (Ur  wife  bleeds? 
Such  ehikiish  humour  from  weak  minds  proceeds : 

Thy  wretched  wife  mistook  the  matter  so. 

To  slay  heraeli;  that  should  have  alain  her  foe. 

Oourageous  Roman,  do  not  sleep  thy  heart 
In  such  relenting  dew  of  lamentations. 

But  kneel  with  me,  and  help  to  bear  thy  part, 
To  rouse  our  Roman  sods  with  invocattoos, 
That  they  will  sulfer  these  abominations. 

Since  Rome  herself  in  them  doth  stand  disgrMsd, 

By  our  strong  arms  from  forth  her  (air  streeu  chssHi. 

Now  by  the  Oapitol  that  we  adore, 
And  by  this  chaste  blood  so  unjustly  stained. 

By  heaven*«  fair  sun<  that  breeds  the  fat  earthed  sture, 
By  all  our  country's  rights  in  Rome  maintained. 
And  by  chaste  Lucrece*  soul  that  late  oomplaiasd 

Her  wrcmgs  to  us,  and  by  this  bloody  knife. 

We  will  revenge  the  death  of  this  tnio  wife.** 

This  s^,  he  struck  his  hand  upon  his  breoA, 
And  kias*d  the  fatal  knife  to  end  his  vow ; 

And  to  his  protestation  urged  the  rest. 
Who  wondering  at  him,  did  his  words  allow: 
Then  Jointly  to  the  ground  their  knees  tlMy  buw ; 

And  that  deep  vow  which  Brutus  mode  before. 

He  doth  again  repeat,  and  that  they  swore. 

When  thev  had  sworn  to  this  advised  doom. 
They  did  conclude  to  bear  dead  Lucreoe  tbeocs; 

To  show  the  bleeding  body  thorough  Romei, 
And  so  to  publish  Tarquin*s  foul  offence: 
Which  being  done  with  speedy  dillgonoe, 

The  Romans  plausibly  did  give  consent. 

To  'nu'quin's  everlasting  bonishmeuL 
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Pboh  fklrast  cremtures  we  desire  inereaiee. 

That  thereby  beauty's  rose  might  nerer  die, 
But  as  the  riper  should  by  time  decrease, 

His  tender  heir  might  bear  his  memory : 
But  thou,  contracted  to  thine  own  bright  eyes, 

Feed'st  thy  light's  flame  with  self-substantial  Aisl, 
Making  a  fhmine  where  abundance  lies, 

Thyself  thy  foe,  to  thy  sweet  self  too  cruel. 
Thou  that  art  now  the  world's  firesh  ornament, 

And  only  herald  to  the  gaudy  spring. 
Within  thine  own  bud  buriest  thy  content. 

And,  tender  churl,  mak'st  waste  in  niggarding, 
Pity  the  world,  or  else  this  glutton  be. 
To  eat  the  world's  due,  by  the  grave  and  thee. 


When  forty  winters  shall  besiege  thy  brow. 

And  dig  deep  trenches  in  thy  beauty's  field, 
Thy  youth's  proud  livery,  so  gazed  on  now, 

Will  be  a  tatter'd  weed,  of  small  worth  held : 
Then  being  asli'd  where  all  thy  beauty  lies. 

Where  all  the  treasure  of  thy  lusty  days  ; 
To  say,  within  thine  own  deep-sunken  eyes. 

Were  an  all-eating  shame,  and  thriAless  praise. 
How  much  more  praise  deserved  thy  beauty's  use, 

If  thou  could'st  answer—"  This  fhir  child  of  mine 
Shall  snm  my  count,  and  make  my  old  excuse  "— • 

Proving  his  beauty  by  succession  thine  1 
This  were  to  be  new-made  when  thou  art  old. 
And  see  thy  blood  warm  when  thou  feel'st  it  cold. 


Look  In  thy  glass,  and  tell  the  fkce  thou  viewest. 

Now  is  the  time  that  fkce  should  form  another ; 
Whose  flresb  repair  if  now  thou  not  renewest. 

Thou  dost  beguile  the  world,  unbless  some  mother 
For  where  is  she  so  Ikir,  whose  un-ear'd  womb 

Disdains  the  tillage  of  thy  husbandry  ? 
Or  who  is  he  so  fond,  will  be  the  tomb 

Of  his  self-love,  to  stop  posterity  ? 
Thou  art  tby  mother's  glass,  and  she  in  thee 

Calls  back  the  lovely  April  of  her  prime  : 
So  thou  through  windows  of  thine  age  shalt  see. 

Despite  of  wrinkles,  this  thy  golden  time* 
Bm  if  thou  live,  remember'd  not  to  be. 
Die  single,  and  thine  image  dies  with  thee. 


Unthrifty  loveliness,  why  dost  thon  spend 

Upon  thyself  thy  beauty's  legacy  ? 
Nature's  bequest  gives  nothing,  but  doth  lend. 

And  being  fVank,  she  lends  to  those  are  ftee. 
Then,  beauteous  niggard,  why  dost  thou  abuse 

The  bounteous  largess  given  thee  to  give  T 
Profitless  usurer,  why  dost  thou  uee 

So  great  a  sum  of  sums,  yet  canst  not  live  T 
For  having  tra/Dc  with  thyself  alone. 

Thou  of  thyself  thy  sweet  eelf  dost  deceive. 
Thon  how,  when  nature  calls  thee  to  be  gone, 

What  acceptable  audit  canst  thou  leave  1 
Thy  unused  beauty  must  be  tomb'd  with  thee, 
Which,  used,  lives  thy  executor  to  be. 


Those  hours,  that  with  gentle  work  did  ftwne 
The  lovely  gaae  where  every  eye  doth  dwell, 

Will  play  the  tyrants  to  the  very  same. 
And  that  unfair  which  flilrly  doth  excel ; 

For  nerer-resting  time  leads  summer  on 
To  liideous  winter,  and  confounds  him  there ; 

Sap  clterk'd  with  QtMt,  and  lusty  leaves  quite  gone. 


Beauty  o'ersnow'd,  and  barenness  every  where : 
Then,  were  not  summer's  distillation  left, 

A  liquid  prisoner  pent  in  walls  of  glass. 
Beauty's  eirect  with  beauty  were  bereft, 

Nor  it,  nor  no  remembrance  what  it  was. 
But  flowers  distUl'd,  though  they  with  winter  meet, 
Leese  but  their  show;  their  substance  still  lives  sweet. 


Then  let  not  winter's  ragged  hand  defkce 

In  thee  thy  summer,  ere  thou  be  distili'd : 
Make  sweet  some  phial,  treasure  thou  some  place 

With  beauty's  treasure,  ere  it  be  self-kili'd. 
That  use  is  not  forbidden  usury. 

Which  happies  those  that  pay  the  willing  loan ; 
Thai's  for  thyself  to  breed  another  thee, 

Or  ten  times  happier,  be  it  ten  for  one  ; 
Ten  times  thyself  were  happier  than  thou  art. 

If  ten  of  thine  ten  times  refigured  thee  ; 
Then,  what  could  death  do  if  thou  should'st  depart, 

Leavin£  thee  living  in  posterity  ? 
Be  not  self-will'd,  for  thon  art  much  loo  fair 
To  be  death's  conquest,  and  make  worms  thine  heir. 


Lo,  In  the  orient,  when  the  gracious  light 

Lifts  up  his  burning  head,  each  under  eye 
Doth  homage  to  his  new-appearing  sight. 

Serving  with  looks  his  sacred  majesty  ; 
And  having  ciimb'd  the  steep-up  heavenly  hill. 

Resembling  etrong  youth  in  his  middle  age, 
Yet  mortal  looks  adore  his  beauty  still. 

Attending  on  his  golden  pilgrimage ; 
But  when  from  high-most  pitch,  with  weary  car. 

Like  feeble  age,  he  reeleth  flrom  the  day. 
The  eyes,  'fore  duteous,  now  converted  are 

From  his  low  tract,  and  look  another  way : 
So  thou,  thyself  out-going  in  thy  noon, 
Unlook'd  on  dieot,  unless  thou  get  a  son. 


nil. 

Music  to  hear,  why  hear'st  thou  music  sadly  ? 

Sweets  with  sweets  war  not,  joy  delights  in  Joy. 
Why  lov'st  thou  that  which  thou  receiv'st  not  itiadly 

Or  else  receiv'st  with  pleasure  thine  annoy  / 
If  the  true  concord  of  well-tuned  sounds. 

By  unions  marred,  do  offend  thine  ear. 
They  do  but  sweetly  chide  thee  who  ronfounde 

In  singleness  the  parts  that  thon  should'st  bear. 
Mark  how  one  string,  sweet  husband  to  another. 

Strikes  each  in  each  by  mutual  orderinc  ; 
Resembling  sire  and  child  and  happy  mother. 

Who,  ail  in  one,  one  pleasing  note  do  sing : 
Whose  speechless  song,  being  many,  seeming  one, 
Sings  this  to  thee, "  thon  single  wilt  prove  none." 


Is  it  fiir  ftsr  to  wet  a  widow's  eye. 

That  thou  consum'st  thyself  in  single  life  f 
Ah !  if  thou  issueless  shalt  hap  to  die. 

The  world  will  wail  thee,  like  a  mateless  wife ; 
The  worid  will  be  thy  widow,  and  still  weep 

That  thou  no  form  of  thee  hast  left  behina. 
When  evsry  private  widow  well  may  keep, 

Bv  children's  eyes,  her  husbsnd's  shape  In  mind. 
Look,  what  an  unthrift  in  the  worid  doth  spend. 

Shifts  hot  his  place,  for  still  the  world  enjoy*:  it ; 
But  beauty's  waste  hath  in  the  world  an  end. 

And  kept  unused,  the  user  so  destroys  it. 
No  love  toward  othera  in  that  bosom  sits, 
That  on  himself  such  murderous  i' 
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For  alMine !  dmaj  that  Uum  bear'st  love  lo  any, 

Who  for  thyaelf  an  to  luproTident. 
Gnnt,  if  thou  wilt,  thoa  an  beloTed  of  many, 

But  that  thou  none  lov'st,  is  moat  evident ; 
For  thou  an  90  poaaeaa'd  with  murderoua  hate. 

That  'gainst  thyaelf  thou  atick'at  not  to  ooDspire, 
Seeking  that  beaoteoaa  roof  to  nilnata 

Which  to  repair  abould  be  thy  ehief  deaire. 
O  change  thy  thought,  that  I  may  change  my  mind : 

Shall  hate  be  fairer  lodged  than  gentle  lore ! 
fie,  aa  thy  preaence  ia,  gracioua  and  kind. 

Or  10  thyaelf,  at  least,  kind-heaned  prove : 
Make  thee  another  aelf,  for  love  of  ma. 
That  beauty  aiill  may  live  in  thine  and  thee. 


Am  fhst  aa  tlion  ahalt  wane,  so  ftatthoa  grow'sf 

In  one  of  thine,  from  that  which  thou  departest ; 
And  that  freah  blood  which  youngly  thou  bestow*st, 

Thou  may*st  call  thine,  when  thou  from  youth  con- 
Herein  Uvea  wiadom,  beauty,  and  increaae ;  [veitest. 

Without  thia,  folly,  age,  and  cold  decay ; 
If  all  were  minded  ao,  the  timea  should  ceaae. 

And  threeacore  yeara  would  make  the  world  away. 
Let  thoae  whom  nature  hath  not  made  for  atore, 

Harsh,  featureleaa,  and  rude,  barrenly  perish ; 
Look  whom  she  beet  endowed,  she  gave  thee  more. 

Which  bounieouB  gift  thou  ahould'at  in  bounty  che- 
8he  carved  thee  for  her  seal,  audmeant  thereby,  [riah; 
Thou  ahould*at  print  more,  nor  let  that  oopy  die. 


When  I  do  eount  the  dock  that  tella  the  time, 

And  aee  the  brave  day  aunk  in  hideous  night ; 
When  I  behold  the  violet  past  prime, 

And  sable  curia,  all  ailver'd  o*er  with  white ; 
When  loay  treea  I  see  barren  of  leaves. 

Which  erst  from  heat  did  canopy  the  herd. 
And  Bummer*8  green  all  girded  up  in  aheavea. 

Borne  on  the  bier  with  white  and  bristly  beard ; 
Then  of  thy  beauty  do  I  qneation  make, 

That  thou  among  the  waatea  of  time  moat  go, 
Since  aweeta  and  beautlea  do  themaelvea  foraake, 

And  die  as  fost  aa  they  see  ochera  grow ; 
And  nothing  'gainst  time's  scythe  can  make  deftnoe, 
Save  breed,  to  brave  him,  when  he  takea  thee  hence. 


O  that  yon  were  yourself!  but,  love,  yon  an 

No  longer  your'a,  than  you  yourself  here  Uve : 
Afainst  thia  coming  end  you  should  prepare, 

And  your  aweet  semblance  to  some  other  give. 
80  should  that  beauty,  which  you  hold  in  lease, 

Find  no  determination :  then  you  were 
Yourself  again,  after  youraelf 'a  deoeaae, 

When  your  aweet  iaaue  your  aweet  form  should 
Who  lets  so  foir  a  house  foil  to  decay,  [bear. 

Which  husbandry  in  honour  might  uphold 
Againat  the  stormy  gnata  of  winter's  dav. 

And  barren  rage  of  death'a  eternal  ooldi 
O !  none  but  unthrifta  :~Dear,  my  love,  yon  know, 
Yon  had  a  fother ;  letyonr  son  aay  00. 


Not  from  the  atara  do  I  my  Judgment  pinek ; 

And  yet  methinka  I  have  astronomy, 
But  not  to  tell  of  good,  or  evil  luck, 

Of  plaguea,  of  deartna,  or  seaaona'  quality : 
Nor  can  I  fortune  to  brief  minutea  tell, 

Pointing  to  each  hia  thunder,  rain  and  wind. 
Or  aay,  with  princes  if  It  shall  go  well, 

By  oft  predict  that  I  in  heaven  find : 
But  from  thine  eyea  my  knowledge  I  derive, 

And  (constant  atara)  in  them  I  read  aueh  art, 
Aa  truth  and  beauty  ahall  together  thrive, 

If  from  thyself  to  atore  thou  vrould'at  eonvart : 
Or  elae  of  thee  thia  I  prognoaticate, 
Thy  and  la  trath'a  and  beanty'a  doom  and  data. 


When  1  consider  every  thing  thnt  grows 

Holds  in  perfection  but  a  little  moment. 
That  thia  huge  atate  preeenteth  nought  but  ehowa 

l^hereon  the  stars  in  secret  influence  comment ; 
When  I  perceive  that  men  aa  planu  increase. 

Cheered  and  check*d  even  by  the  self-same  sky ; 
Vaunt  in  their  youthfol  sap,  at  height  decreaae, 

And  vrear  their  brave  atate  out  of  memory ; 
Then  the  conceit  of  thia  Inconstant  auy 

Seta  you  moat  rich  in  youth  before  my  sight. 
Where  waateftil  Time  debaieth  with  Decay, 

To  change  your  day  of  youth  to  aullied  night ; 
And,  all  in  war  with  Time,  for  lovo  of  you, 
Ashe  takea  from  yon,  I  engraft  you  new. 


But  wherefore  do  not  yon  a  migihtler  way 

Make  war  upon  thia  bloody  tyrant,  TimeJ 
And  fortify  youraelf  in  your  decay 

With  meana  more  bleaaed  than  my  barren  rhyna* 
Now  Btand  you  on  the  top  of  happy  taoura  { 

And  many  maiden  gardena  yet  unset 
With  virtuous  wish  would  bear  you  living  flowan, 

Much  liker  than  your  painted  eounteifoit : 
So  abould  the  linea  of  life  that  life  repair. 

Which  this,  Time's  pencil,  or  my  pupil  pen. 
Neither  in  inward  worth,  nor  outward  fair. 

Can  make  you  live  youraelf  in  eyea  of  men. 
To  give  away  youraelf,  keepa  youraelf  atill ; 
And  yon  muat  live,  drawn  by  our  own  aweet  akilL 


Who  will  bdleve  my  verao  in  time  to  eome. 

If  it  were  flU'd  with  your  mnat  high  deaerta  « 
Though  yet,  heaven  knows,  it  is  but  aa  a  tomb 

Which  hides  your  life,  and  ahowa  not  half  your 
If  I  could  write  the  beauty  of  your  eyes,        [parte. 

And  in  freah  numbera  number  all  your  graoee. 
The  age  to  come  would  say  this  poet  lies. 

Such  heavenly  touchea  ne'er  touch'd  earthly  focea. 
So  abould  my  papera,  yellow'd  with  their  age. 

Be  acom'd  like  old  men  of  leaa  truth  than  tongas; 
And  your  true  righu  be  term'd  a  poet'a  rage, 

And  atretched  metre  of  an  antique  eong : 
But  were  aomc  child  of  youra  alive  that  time, 
Yon  ahould  live  twice ;— in  It,  and  in  my  rhyms. 

XVIII. 

Shall  I  compare  thee  to  a  aummer'a  day 

Thou  art  more  lovely  and  more  temperate : 
Rough  winds  do  shake  the  darling  buds  of  May, 

And  Summer's  leaae  hath  all  too  abort  a  date : 
Sometime  too  hot  the  eye  of  heaven  ahinea. 

And  often  ia  his  gold  complexion  dimm'd; 
And  every  fair  from  foir  aomotime  declineo, 

By  chance,  or  nature'a  ehanging  coarae,  untriaiD*d; 
But  thy  eternal  aummer  ahall  not  fode. 

Nor  loee  poaaeaaton  of  that  foir  thon  owaat ; 
Nor  ahall  Death  brag  thou  wander'at  in  hia  ahade. 

When  in  eternal  Unea  to  time  thou  groweat ; 
So  long  aa  men  can  breathe,  or  eyea  can  aee. 
So  long  Uvea  thia,  and  thia  givea  lifo  to  thoa. 


Devouring  Time,  blunt  thou  the  lion'a  pawa. 

And  make  the  earth  devour  her  own  sweet  brood ; 
Pluck  the  keen  teeth  from  the  fierce  tiger*a  jawa. 

And  bum  the  long-lived  phcanix  in  her  blood ; 
Make  glad  and  aorry  aeaaons,  as  thou  fleet'at. 

And  do  whate'er  thou  wilt,  awift-footed  Time, 
To  the  wide  world,  and  all  her  foding  awceu ; 

But  I  forbid  thee  one  moat  heinous  crime : 
O  carve  not  with  thy  houra  my  love'a  foir  brow, 

Nor  draw  no  Unea  there  with  thine  antique  pen; 
Him  in  thy  eourae  untainted  do  aUow, 

For  beauty'a  pattern  to  auoeeeding  men. 
Yet,  do  thy  worat,  old  Time :  doapite  thy  wrong. 
My  love  ahall  in  my  versa  ever  Uve  young. 
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A  woman^s  face,  with  nuure'a  own  band  ptdnted, 

Huat  thoa,  tbe  maater-mlatnM  of  my  paaalon; 
A  woman**  gentie  heart,  but  not  aoqaainted 

Witb  ahifting  change  as  ia  fUee  women's  fhshlon; 
An  eye  more  bright  than  theirs,  less  (Use  In  rolling, 

Gilding  the  object  whereupon  it  gazeth ; 
A  man  in  hue,  all  hoes  in  his  controlling, 

Which   steals  men's  eyes,  and  women's  sools 
And  for  a  woman  wert  thoa  first  created ;  [amaieth. 

Till  natore,  as  aha  wrought  thee,  All  a-dotlng. 
And  by  addition  me  of  thee  defhated, 

By  adding  one  thing  to  my  purpose  nothing. 
Bui  since  the  pricli'd  thee  out  for  women's  pleasure. 
Mine  be  thy  lore,  and  thy  lore's  use  their  treasure. 


So  it  is  not  with  me  as  with  that  muse, 

Stirr'd  by  a  painted  beauty  to  his  rerse ; 
Who  heaven  itself  for  ornament  doth  use, 

And  every  Ihir  with  his  folr  doth  rehearse ; 
Making  a  couplement  of  proud  compare.        [gems. 

With  sun  aiod  moon,  with  earth  ana  sea'a  rich 
With  April's  flrs|-bom  flowers,  and  all  things  rare 

That  heaven's  air  in  his  huge  rondure  hems 

0  let  me,  true  in  lore,  but  truly  write, 
And  then  believe  me,  my  love  is  as  folr 

As  any  moiher's  child,  though  not  so  bright 

As  those  gold  candles  fixed  in  beaven*s  air : 
Let  them  say  more  that  like  of  hear-say  well ; 

1  will  not  praise,  that  purpose  not  to  sell. 


My  glass  shall  not  persuade  me  I  am  old, 

So  long  as  youth  and  thou  are  of  one  oate ; 
But  when  in  thee  time's  fhrrows  I  behold. 

Then  look  I  death  my  days  should  expiste, 
For  all  that  beaotv  that  doth  cover  thee, 

la  but  the  seemly  raiment  of  my  heart, 
Which  in  thy  breast  doth  live,  as  thine  in  me ; 

How  can  I  then  be  elder  than  tbou  art  1 
O  therefore,  love,  be  of  thyself  so  wary, 

As  I  not  for  myself,  but  for  thee  wiU-; 
Bearing  thy  heart,  which  I  will  keep  so  chary 

As  tender  nurse  her  babe  (h>m  faring  ill. 
Presume  not  on  thy  heart  when  mine  is  slain ; 
Thou  gav'st  me  thine,  not  to  give  back  again. 


As  an  unperfect  actor  on  the  atage. 

Who  with  his  fear  is  put  beside  his  part. 
Or  some  fierce  tiling  replete  with  too  much  rage, 

Whose  strength's  abundance  weakens  his  own 
So  I,  for  fear  of  trust,  forget  to  say  [heart ; 

The  perfect  ceremony  of  love's  rite. 
And  in  mine  own  love's  strength  seem  to  decay, 

O'erchargcd  with  burthen  ol  mine  own  love's 
O  let  my  books  be  then  the  eloquence  [might. 

And  dumb  presagers  of  my  speaking  breast ; 
Who  plead  for  love,  and  look  for  recompense, 

More  than  that  tongue  that  more  hath  more  ex- 
O  learn  to  read  what  silent  love  hath  writ :  [press'd. 
To  hear  with  eyes  belongs  to  love's  fine  wit. 


Let  those  who  an  In  fovour  with  their  stars. 

Of  public  honour  and  proud  titlea  boast. 
Whilst  I,  whom  foitune  of  such  triumph  ban, 

Unlook'd-for  Joy  in  that  I  honour  most. 
Great  princes*  fkvouritos  their  foir  leaves  spread, 

But  as  the  marigold  at  the  sun's  eye. 
And  in  themselves  their  pride  lies  burled. 

For  at  a  frown  they  in  their  giorv  die. 
The  painftU  warrior  bmousod  for  fight. 

Alter  a  thouaand  victories  once  foil'd. 
Is  from  the  book  of  honour  razed  quite, 

And  sll  the  rest  forgot  for  which  he  toU'd : 
Then  happy  I,  that  love  and  am  beloved. 
Where  I  may  not  remove,  nor  be  ismovM. 


Lord  of  my  lore,  to  whom  In  rm 

Thy  merit  hath  my  duty  strongly  knit. 
To  thee  I  send  this  written  embassage, 

To  witness  duty,  not  to  show  my  wit. 
Duty  so  great,  which  wit  so  poor  as  mine 

May  make  seem  bare,  in  wanting  words  to  show 
But  that  I  hope  some  good  conceit  of  thins  [it ; 

In  thy  soul's  thought,  all  naked,  will  bestow  it : 
Till  whatsoever  star  that  guides  my  moving. 

Points  on  me  cracioualy  with  foir  aspect. 
And  puts  apparel  on  my  tattered  loving. 

To  ahow  me  worthy  of  thy  sweet  respect : 
Then  may  I  dare  to  boast  how  I  do  love  thee,     [ms. 
Till  then,  not  show  my  head  where  thou  may'st  prove 


Weary  with  toU,  I  haste  mo  to  my  bed. 

The  dear  repose  for  limbs  with  travel  tired; 
But  then  begins  a  Journey  in  my  head. 

To  work  my  mind,  when  body'a  work's  expired : 
For  then  my  thoughts  (from  for  where  I  abide) 

Intend  a  zealous  pilgrimage  to  thee. 
And  keep  my  drooping  eye-lids  open  wide. 

Looking  on  darkness  which  the  blind  do  aes. 
Save  that  my  soul's  imaginary  sight 

Presents  thy  shadow  to  my  sightles  view, 
Wliich,  like  a  Jewel  hung  in  ghastly  night. 

Makes  black  night  beauteoua,  and  her  oldfluse  new. 
I  Lo,  thus  by  day  my  limbs,  by  night  my  mind, 
I  For  thee,  and  for  myself  no  quiet  find. 


Mine  eve  hath  play'd  the  painter,  and  hath  atei'd 

Thy  beauty's  form  in  table  of  my  heart ; 
My  body  is  the  frame  wherein  'tis  held. 

And  perspective  it  ia  beat  painter's  art. 
For  through  the  painter  must  you  see  hla  skill, 

To  find  where  your  true  image  pictured  lies, 
Which  in  my  boaom's  abop  ia  hanging  atill, 

That  hath  hla  windowa  glazed  with  thine  eyes. 
Now  see  what  good  turns  eyea  for  eyea  have  done ; 

Mine  eyea  have  drawn  thy  shape,  and  thine  Ibr  roe 
Are  windowa  to  my  breaat,  where-through  the  sun 

Delights  to  peep,  to  gaze  therein  on  thee  ; 
Tet  eyes  this  cunning  want  to  grace  their  art. 
They  draw  but  what  they  see,  know  not  the  heart. 


How  can  I  then  return  In  happy  pli^it. 

That  am  debarr'd  the  benefit  of  rest? 
Wlien  day's  oppression  is  not  eased  by  night. 

But  day  by  night  and  night  by  day  oppreos'd  f 
And  each,  though  enemies  to  eitlier's  reign. 

Do  in  consent  ahake  hands  to  torture  me. 
The  one  by  toil,  the  other  to  complain 

How  far  I  toil,  still  further  ofl"  frt>m  thee. 
1  tell  the  day,  to  please  him,  thou  art  bright. 

And  doet  him  grace  when  clouds  do  blot  the  heavftn: 
So  flatter  I  the  awart-complexion'd  night ; 

When  aparkllng  atara  twlre  not,  thou  gUd'st  the 

But  day  doth  daily  draw  my  sorrows  longer,    [even. 

And  night  doth  nightly  make  griers  Isngth  i 

stronger. 


When  in  disgrace  with  fortune  and  men's  eyes, 

I  all  aliine  beweep  my  out-cast  state, 
And  trouble  deaf  heaven  with  my  bootless  cries. 

And  look  upon  myself,  and  curse  my  fhte, 
Wiahiog  me  like  to  one  more  rich  in  hope, 

Featured  like  him,  like  him  with  friends  possess'd, 
DeNiring  this  man'a  art,  and  that  man 'a  arope. 

With  what  I  moat  enjoy,  rontente<i  least ; 
Yet  in  these  thoughta  myaelf  almoat  despising. 

Haply  1  think  on  thee,— and  then  my  atate 
(Like  to  the  lark  at  brenk  of  day  ariamg 

From  aullen  earth)  alnga  hyrana  at  heaven'a  gate ; 
For  thy  aweet  love  remembcr'd  auch  wealth  brings. 
That  then  I  acorn  to  change  my  state  with  kings. 
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Wben  to  the  sessions  of  sinreet  silent  thought 

1  summon  up  remembrance  of  things  past, 
1  sigh  the  lack  of  m«ny  a  thing  I  sought, 

And  with  old  woes  new  wail  my  dear  time's  waste : 
Then  can  1  drown  an  eye,  unused  to  flow, 

For  precious  friends  hid  in  death's  dateless  night, 
And  weep  afresh  love's  long-nince  cancelPd  woe, 

And  moan  the  expense  of  many  a  vanish'd  sight. 
Then  can  I  grieve  at  grievances  fore-gone, 

And  heavily  from  woe  to  wo^  tell  o'er 
The  sad  account  of  fore-bemoaned  moan. 

Which  I  new  pay  as  if  not  pay*d  before. 
But  if  the  while  1  think  on  thee,  dear  (hend, 
All  losses  are  restored,  and  sorrows  end. 


Thy  bosom  is  endeared  with  all  hearts. 

Which  I  by  lacking  have  supposed  dead ; 
And  there  reigns  love  and  all  love's  loving  parts, 

And  all  those  (Iriends  which  I  thought  burled. 
How  many  a  holy  and  obsequious  tear 

Hath  dear  religious  love  stolen  fh)m  mine  eye, 
Ai  interest  of  the  dead,  which  now  appear 

But  things  removed,  that  hidden  in  thee  lie! 
Thou  art  the  grave  where  buried  love  doth  live, 

Hung  with  the  trophies  of  my  lovers  gone, 
Who  all  their  parts  of  me  to  thee  did  give ; 

That  due  of  many  now  is  thine  alone  : 
Their  images  I  loved  1  view  in  thee, 
And  thou  (all  they)  hast  all  the  all  of  me. 


If  thou  survive  my  well-contented  day. 

When  that  churl  Death  my  bones  with  dust  shall 
And  Shalt  by  fortune  once  more  re-survey      [cover, 

These  poor  rude  lines  of  thy  deceased  lover, 
Compare  them  with  the  bettering  of  the  time  ; 

And  though  they  be  out-stnpp'd  by  every  pen, 
Reserve  them  for  my  love,  not  for  their  rhyme, 

Exceeded  by  the  height  of  happier  men. 
O  then  vouchsafe  me  but  thiw  loving  thought! 

Had  my  friend^ a  muse  grotcn  with  this  growing 
A  dearer  birth  than  this  his  love  had  brought,    iagt^ 

To  march  in  ranks  of  better  equipage  : 
But  since  he  died^  and  poets  better  prove^ 
Theirs  for  their  style  Vll  read,  his  for  his  love. 


Full  many  a  glorious  morning  have  I  seen 

Flatter  the  mountain  tops  with  sovereign  eye. 
Kissing  with  golden  Oice  the  meadows  green, 

Gilding  pale  streams  with  heavenly  alchymy; 
Anon  ]>ermit  the  basest  clouds  to  ride 

With  ugly  rark  on  hia  celestial  fiic«, 
And  firom  the  forlorn  world  his  visage  hide. 

Stealing  unseen  to  west  with  this  disgrace : 
Even  so  my  sun  one  early  mom  did  shine. 

With  all  triumphant  splendour  on  my  brow; 
But  out !  alack !  he  was  but  one  hour  mine, 

The  region  cloud  hath  mask'd  him  flrom  me  now. 
Yet  him  for  this  my  love  no  whit  diedaineth; 
Sons  of  the  world  may  stain,  when  heaven's  sun 
staineth. 


Why  did'st  thou  promise  such  a  beauteous  day. 

And  make  m-  travel  forth  without  my  cloak, 
To  le'  h.jse  clouds  o'crtake  me  in  my  way, 

Hiding  thy  bravery  in  their  rotten  smoke  ? 
Tie  not  enough  that  through  the  cloud  thou  break. 

To  dry  the  r:nn  on  my  storm-beaten  face, 
For  no  man  well  of  such  a  salve  can  speak, 

Th  It  hetila  the  wound,  and  cures  not  the  diBgrace : 
Nor  can  Ihy  shame  xivo  physic  to  my  grief; 

Though  thou  repent,  yet  1  have  still  the  loss  : 
The  offender's  sorrow  lends  but  weak  relief 

To  him  thnt  bears  the  strong  offence's  cross 
Ah  1  but  those  tears  are  pearl  which  thy  love  sheds, 
And  they  are  rich,  and  ransom  all  ill  deeds. 


No  more  be  grieved  at  that  which  thou  hast  done: 

Roses  have  thorns,  and  silver  fountains  mod ; 
Clouds  and  eclipses  stain  both  moon  and  sun. 

And  loathsome  canker  lives  in  sweetest  bud. 
All  men  make  faults,  and  even  I  in  this. 

Authorizing  thy  trespass  with  compare, 
Myself  corrupting,  salving  thy  amiss. 

Excusing  thy  sins  more  than  thy  sina  are : 
For  to  thy  sensual  fault  I  bring  in  sense, 

(Thy  adverse  party  is  thy  advocate.) 
And  'gainst  myself  a  lawHil  plea  commenee ; 

Such  civil  war  is  in  my  love  and  bate, 
That  I  an  accessary  needs  must  be 
To  that  sweet  thief,  which  sourly  robs  fh>m  me. 


Let  me  conftss  that  we  two  must  be  twain, 

Although  our  undivided  loves  are  one : 
So  shall  those  blots  that  do  with  me  remain. 

Without  thy  help,  by  me  be  borne  alone. 
In  our  two  loves  there  is  but  one  respect, 

Though  in  our  lives  a  separable  spite. 
Which  though  it  alter  not  love's  sole  elTect, 

Yet  doth  it  steal  sweet  hoars  IVom  love's  delight 
I  may  not  evermore  acknowledge  thee, 

Lest  my  bewailed  guilt  should  do  thee  shame  ; 
Nor  thou  with  public  kindness  honour  me. 

Unless  thou  take  that  honoir  IVom  thy  name : 
But  do  not  so ;  I  love  thee  in  such  sort. 
As  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  report. 


As  a  decrepit  (hther  takes  delight 

To  see  his  active  child  do  deeds  of  youth. 
So  I.  made  lame  by  fortune's  dearest  spite. 

Take  all  my  comfort  of  thy  worth  and  truth  ; 
For  whether  beauty,  birth,  or  wealth,  or  wit. 

Or  any  of  these  all,  or  all,  or  more. 
Entitled  in  thy  parts  do  crowned  sit, 

I  make  my  love  engrafted  to  this  store : 
So  then  I  am  not  lame,  poor,  nor  despised, 

Whilst  that  this  shadow  doth  such  substance  give. 
That  I  in  thy  abundance  am  snfllced. 

And  by  a  part  of  all  thy  glory  live. 
Look  wh»t  is  best,  that  best  I  wish  in  thee  ; 
This  wish  I  have  ;  then  ten  times  happy  me  ! 


How  can  my  muse  want  subject  to  invent. 

While  thou  dost  breath»j,  that  pour'st  into  my 
Thin^  own  sw«et  argument,  too  excellent 

For  every  vulgar  paper  to  rehearse  ? 
O  give  thyself  the  thanks,  if  aught  in  me 

Worthy  perusal  stand  against  thy  sight. 
For  who's  so  dumb  that  cannot  write  to  thee. 

When  thou  thyself  dost  give  invention  light  T 
Be  thou  the  tenth  muse,  ten  times  more  in  worth 

Than  those  old  nine,  which  rhymers  invocale ; 
And  he  that  calls  on  thee,  let  him  bring  forth 

Eternal  numbers  to  out-live  long  date. 
If  my  slight  muse  do  please  these  curious  days. 
The  pain  b<^  mine,  but  thine  shall  be  the  praUe. 


O  how  thy  worth  with  manners  may  I  sing. 

When  thou  art  all  the  better  part  of  me  ! 
What  can  mine  own  praise  to  mine  own  self  bring! 

And  what  is't  but  mine  own,  when  I  praise  thee! 
Even  for  this  let  us  divided  live, 

And  our  dear  love  lose  name  of  single  one. 
That  by  this  separation  I  may  give 

That  due  to  thee,  which  thou  deserv'st  alone. 
O  absence,  what  a  torment  would'st  thou  prove. 

Were  it  not  thy  sour  leisure  gave  sweet  leave 
To  entertain  the  time  with  thoughts  of  love. 

(Which  time  and  tho'ts  so  sweetly  doth  deceive,) 
And  thnt  thou  teachest  how  to  mrtke  one  twain, 
jj  By  praising  him  here,  who  doth  hence  remain. 
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Teke  all  mj  Iotm,  my  love,  yea,  take  thorn  all ; 

Wbat  ha«t  thou  then  more  than  thou  had«t  before  T 
No  love,  my  lore,  that  thou  may'st  true  love  call ; 

All  mine  was  thine,  before  thou  had'at  this  more. 
Then  if  for  my  love  thou  my  love  reeeiveet, 

I  cannot  blame  thee,  for  my  love  thou  oaeat ; 
But  yet  be  blamed,  if  thou  thyself  deceiveat 

By  wilfhl  taste  of  what  thyself  refhsest. 
I  do  forf  ive  thy  robbory,  gentle  thief, 

Although  thou  steal  thee  ail  my  property; 
And  yet  love  knows,  it  is  a  greater  grief 

To  bear  love's  wrong,  than  hate's  known  ii^jury. 
Lascivious  grace,  in  whom  all  ill  well  shows, 
Kill  me  with  spites ;  yet  we  must  not  be  foes. 


Those  petty  wrongs  that  liberty  commits, 

When  I  am  aometime  absent  from  thy  heart, 
Tlw  beauty  and  thy  yeara  Hill  well  beflu, 

For  still  temptation  follows  where  thou  art. 
Gentle  thou  art,  and  therefore  to  be  won. 

Beauteous  thou  art,  therefore  to  be  aasaU'd ; 
And  when  a  woman  wooes,  what  woman's  son 

Will  sourly  leave  her  till  she  have  prevall'd  ? 
Ah  roe !  but  yet  thou  might 'at,  my  sweet,  forbear. 

And  chide  thy  beauty  and  thy  straying  youth. 
Who  lead  thee  m  their  riot  even  there 

Where  thou  art  forced  to  break  a  two-(bld  truth ; 
Her's,  by  thy  beauty  tempting  her  to  thee, 
Thine,  by  thy  beauty  being  (Use  to  me. 

XLII. 

That  thou  hast  her,  it  is  not  all  my  grief. 

And  yet  it  may  be  said  I  loved  her  deariy ; 
That  she  hath  thee,  Is  of  my  wailing  chief, 

A  lues  in  love  that  touches  me  more  nearly. 
Loving  offenders,  thus  I  will  excuse  ye  :— 

Thou  dost  love  her,  because  thou  know'st  I  love 
And  for  my  sake  even  so  doth  she  abuse  me,    [her ; 

Suflbring  my  flriond  for  my  sake  to  approve  her. 
If  1  lose  thee,  my  loss  is  my  love's  gain, 

And  losing  her,  my  friend  hath  found  that  loss ; 
Both  find  each  other,  and  1  lose  both  twain, 

And  both  for  my  sake  lay  on  me  this  cross : 
But  here's  the  joy ;  my  friend  and  I  are  one ; 
Sweet  flattery !— then  she  loves  bat  me  alone 


XLIXI. 

When  most  I  wink,  then  do  mine  eyes  best  see, 

For  all  the  day  they  view  things  unrespected ; 
But  when  I  sleep,  in  dreams  they  look  on  thee. 

And  darkly  bright,  are  bright  in  dark  directed ; 
Then  thou  whoee  shndow  shadows  doth  make  bright. 

How  would  thy  shadow's  fbrm  form  happy  ahow 
To  the  clear  day  with  thy  much  clearer  light. 

When  to  unseeing  eyes  thy  shade  shines  so  ? 
How  would  (I  say)  mine  eyes  be  blessed  made 

By  looking  on  thee  In  the  living  day. 
When  in  dead  night  thy  fair  Imperfbct  shade 

Through  heavy  sleep  on  sishtless  eyes  doth  stay  1 
All  days  are  nlghu  to  see,  till  I  see  thee,  [me. 

And  nights  bright  days,  when  dreams  do  show  thee 


If  the  duU  substance  of  my  fleeh  were  thought, 

Injurious  distance  should  not  stop  rov  way ; 
For  then,  despite  of  space,  I  would  be  brought 

From  limits  for  remote,  where  ihon  dost  stay. 
Ko  matter  then  although  my  fbot  did  stand 

Upon  the  fkithest  earth  removed  fh>m  thee. 
For  nimble  thought  can  jump  both  sea  and  land, 

As  soon  as  thmk  the  place  where  he  would  be. 
But  ah  !  thought  kills  me,  that  I  am  not  thought. 

To  leap  large  lengths  of  miles  when  thou  art  gone. 
But  that  so  much  of  earth  and  water  wrought, 

I  must  attend  time's  leisure  with  my  moan , 
Receiving  nought  by  elements  so  slow 
But  heavy  tears,  badges  of  elther's  woe 


The  other  two,  slight  air  and  purging  fire. 

Are  both  with  thee  wherever  I  abide  ; 
The  first  my  ih'>ught,  the  other  my  desire. 

These  present-absent  with  swift  motion  slide. 
For  when  these  quicker  elements  are  gone 

In  tender  embassy  of  love  to  thee, 
My  lifb  being  made  of  Arar,  with  two  alone, 

Sinks  down  to  death,  oppress'd  with  melancholy : 
Until  life's  composition  be  recared 

By  those  swift  messengers  retum'd  fh>m  thee, 
Who  even  but  now  come  back  again,  aasured 

Of  thy  fkir  health,  recounting  it  to  me : 
This  told,  I  joy :  but  then  no  longer  glad, 
I  send  them  boek  again,  and  straight  grow  sod. 

ZLVI. 

Mine  eye  and  heart  are  at  a  mortal  war, 

How  to  divide  the  conquest  of  thy  sight  ; 
Mine  eye  my  heart  thy  picture's  sight  would  bar, 

My  heart  mine  eye  the  freedom  of  that  right. 
My  heart  doth  plead,  that  thou  in  him  dost  lie, 

(A  closet  never  pierced  with  crystal  eyes,) 
Biu  the  delhndant  doth  that  plea  deny. 

And  sa^-s  in  him  thy  fair  appearance  lies. 
To  'eide  this  title  is  empannelled 

A  quest  of  thoughu,  all  tenants  to  the  heart ; 
And  by  their  verdict  is  determined 

The  clear  eye's  moiety,  and  the  dear  heart's  port, 
As  thus ;  mine  eye's  due  ie  thy  outward  part. 
And  my  heart's  right  thy  inward  love  of  heart. 


Betwixt  mine  eye  and  heart  a  league  is  took. 

And  each  doth  good  turos  now  unto  the  other : 
When  that  mine  eye  ie  fkmish'd  fhr  a  look, 

Or  heart  in  love  with  sighs  himself  doth  smother, 
With  my  love's  picture  then  my  eye  doth  f^ast« 

And  to  the  painted  banquet  bids  my  heart : 
Another  time  mine  eye  is  my  heart's  guest. 

And  in  his  thoughts  of  love  doih  ehare  a  part : 
So,  either  by  thy  picture  or  my  love, 

Thyself  away  an  present  sttU  with  roe ; 
For  thou  not  fkrther  than  my  thoughts  canst  move, 

And  I  am  still  with  them,  and  they  with  thee ; 
Or  if  they  sleep,  thy  picture  in  my  sight 
Awakes  my  heart  to  neavt's  and  eye's  delight. 

XLTXIX. 

How  earefVil  was  I  when  I  took  my  way. 

Each  trifle  under  truest  bars  to  thrust. 
That,  to  my  use,  it  might  unused  sUy 

From  hands  of  fhlsehood,  in  sure  wards  of  tntst ! 
But  thou,  to  whom  my  jewels  trifles  are, 

Most  wonhy  comfori  now  my  greatest  grief. 
Thou,  best  of  deareet,  and  mine  only  care, 

Are  left  the  prey  of  every  vulgar  thief. 
Thee  have  I  not  lock'd  up  in  any  chest. 

Save  where  thou  art  not,  though  I  feel  thou  ait. 
Within  the  gentle  closure  of  my  breast, 

From  whence  at  pleasure  thou  may'st  come  and 
And  even  thence  thou  wilt  be  stolen,  I  fear,  [part : 
For  truth  proves  thievish  Ibr  a  prise  so  dear 


Against  that  time.  If  ever  that  time  come, 

AVhen  I  shall  see  thee  fVown  on  my  defects, 
When  as  thy  love  hath  cast  its  utmost  sum, 

Call'd  to  that  audit  by  advised  respects. 
Against  that  time,  when  thou  shall  strangely  pass. 

And  scarcely  greet  me  with  that  sun,  thine  eye. 
When  love,  convened  fVom  the  thfhg  it  was, 

Shall  reasons  And  of  settled  gravity, 
Against  that  time  do  I  ensconce  me  here 

\Vithin  the  knowledge  of  mine  own  desen, 
And  this  my  hand  against  myself  uprear, 

To  guard  the  lawful  reasons  on  thy  pan : 
To  leave  poor  me  thou  hast  the  strength  of  laws, 
Sines,  why  to  love,  I  can  allege  no  eauss. 
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POEMS  OF  SHAKSPEARE. 


Ifnw  heayy  do  I  Jomney  oa  tbe  wiy, 

'i\^htn  wbat  t  meekt—my  wvary  traTol's  end, — 
Dot  ii  teach  thai  ease  and  that  repoaa  to  aay, 

* '  Thus  Cu  the  milea  are  ineasarM  flrom  thy  (Hood !" 
The  beast  that  beam  me,  tired  with  my  woe, 

Plods  dolly  on,  to  bear  that  weight  in  me. 
As  if  by  some  instliyt  the  wretch  did  know 

His  rider  lored  not  speed,  being  made  from  tbee: 
The  bloody  spur  cannot  provoke  him  on 

That  sometimes  anger  thmsts  into  his  hide, 
'Which  heavily  he  anawers  with  a  groan, 

More  sharp  to  me  than  spnrring  to  his  side ; 
For  that  same  groan  doth  pot  this  in  my  mind, 
My  grief  lies  onward  and  my  joy  behind. 

LI. 

Thos  can  my  love  exenao  Uie  tf  ow  offimee 

Of  my  doll  bearer,  when  from  thee  I  speed : 
From  where  thoo  art  why  shoold  I  haste  me  thence  ? 

Till  I  return,  of  posting  is  no  need. 
O,  what  excuse  will  my  poor  beast  then  find, 

When  swiA  extremity  can  seem  but  slow  f 
Then  should  I  spur,  though  mounted  on  the  wind ; 

In  winged  speed  no  motion  shall  I  know : 
Then  can  no  horse  with  my  desire  keep  pace ; 

Therefore  desire,  of  perfect  love  being  made, 
Shall  neigh  (no  dull  flesh)  in  his  fiery  race ; 

But  love,  for  love,  thus  shall  excuse  my  jado ; 
Since  from  thee  going  he  went  wilftU  slow. 
Towards  thee  I'U  run,  and  give  him  leave  to  go. 


So  am  I  as  the  rich,  whose  blessed  key 

Can  bring  him  to  hto  sweet  up-locked  treasure, 
The  which  he  will  not  every  hour  survey. 

For  blunting  the  fine  point  of  seldom  pleasure. 
Therefore  are  feasts  so  solemn  and  so  rare, 

Since  seldom  coming,  in  the  long  year  set. 
Like  stones  of  worth  they  thinly  placed  are. 

Or  captain  Jewels  in  tbe  carcanet. 
So  is  the  time  that  keeps  you,  as  my  chest, 

Or  as  the  wardrobe  which  the  robe  doth  hide, 
Tbmake  some  special  instant  special-blest. 

By  new  unfolding  his  imprisoned  pride. 
Blessed  are  you  whose  worthiness  gives  scope. 
Being  had,  to  triumph,  being  lack'd  to  hope. 

Lni. 
What  is  your  substance,  whereof  are  yon  made, 

That  millions  of  strange  shadows  on  you  tend  1 
Since  every  one  hath,  every  one,  one  shade, 

And  you,  but  one,  can  every  shadow  lend. 
Describe  Adonis,  and  the  counterfeit 

Is  poorly  imitated  after  you ; 
On  Helenas  cheek  all  art  of  beauty  set. 

And  you  in  Grecian  tires  are  painted  new  : 
Speak  of  the  spring  and  foicon  of  the  year : 

Tbe  one  doth  shadow  of  your  beauty  show, 
Tbe  other  as  your  bounty  doth  appear. 

And  you  in  every  blessed  shape  «ve  know. 
In  all  external  grace  you  have  some  part, 
But  yon  like  none,  none  you,  for  constant  heart. 


O  how  much  more  doth  beauty  beauteous  seem, 

By  that  sweet  ornament  which  truth  doth  give  * 
The  rose  looks  fkir,  bnt  fkirer  we  it  deem 

For  that  sweet  odour  which  doth  in  it  live. 
The  canker-blooms  have  ftdl  as  deep  a  dye, 

A«i  tbe  perfhmed  tincture  of  the  roses, 
Hanft  on  such  thorns,  and  play  as  wantonly 

When  summer's  breath  their  masked  budn  dis- 
But  for  their  virtue  only  is  their  show,         [closes. 

They  live  unwoo'd,  and  unrespected  fhde; 
Die  to  themselves.    Sweet  roses  do  not  so; 

Of  their  sweet  deaths  are  sweetest  odours  made  : 
And  so  of  you,  beauteous  and  lovely  youth, 
When  that  shall  Aide,  my  verse  distils  your  truth. 


Not  marMe,  nor  the  glided  monuments 

Of  princes  shall  outlive  this  powetfVil  rhyme ; 
Bnt  you  shall  shine  more  bright  in  these  contents 

Than  unswept  stone,  basmear'd  with   slnttlrii 
Wlum  wasteflil  war  shall  statues  overturn,     [ttme. 

And  broils  root  out  the  work  of  masom 
Nor  Marsia*  sword,  nor  war's  quick  fire  i 

The  living  record  of  your  memory. 
'Gainst  Death  and  all  oblivious  Enmity 

Shall  you  pace  forth ;  your  praise  shall  still  find 
Even  in  the  eyes  of  all  posterity  [room. 

That  wear  this  world  out  to  the  ending  doom. 
So  till  the  judgment  that  yourself  arise. 
Ton  live  in  this,  and  dwell  in  lovers'  eyen. 


Sweet  love,  renew  thy  force;  be  it  not  said 

Thy  edge  should  bltmter  be  than  qipetite. 
Which  but  to-day  by  feeding  is  allay'd. 

To-morrow  shaipen'd  in  his  former  might : 
So,  love,  be  thou ;  although  to-day  thou  fill 

Thy  hungry  eyes,  even  till  they  wink  with  Ur 
To-morrow  see  again,  and  do  not  kill  [neos. 

The  spirit  of  love  with  a  perpetual  dninesa. 
Let  this  sad  interim  like  the  ocean  be 

Which  parts  the  shore  where  two  oontracted-nsw 
Come  daily  to  the  banka,  that,  when  they  see 

Return  of  love,  more  blest  may  be  the  view : 
Or  call  it  winter,  which  being  ftill  of  care,       [rare. 
Makes  summer's  welcome  thriee  more  wiah'd,  mors 

Lvn. 
Being  your  slave,  what  should  I  do  but  tend 

Upon  the  hours  and  times  of  your  desire  T 
I  have  no  precious  time  at  all  to  spend. 

Nor  services  to  do,  till  you  require. 
Nor  dare  I  chide  the  world-without-end  houi. 

Whilst  1,  my  sovereign,  watch  the  clock  for  you. 
Nor  think  the  bitterness  of  absence  sour. 

When  you  have  bid  your  servant  once  adieu ; 
Nor  dare  I  question  with  uiy  jealous  thought. 

Where  you  may  be,  or  your  affliirs  suppose. 
But  like  a  sad  slave,  stay  and  think  of  nought. 

Save,  where  you  are  how  happy  you  make  those : 
So  true  a  fool  is  love,  that  in  your  will 
(Though  you  do  any  thing)  he  thinks  no  ill. 

Lvin. 
That  God  forbid,  that  made  me  first  your  alave, 

I  should  in  thought  control  your  times  of  pleasure, 
Or  at  your  hand  the  account  of  hours  to  crave, 

Be'ng  your  vassal,  bound  to  stay  your  leisure! 
Oh  let  roe  suffer,  (being  at  your  beck) 

The  imprison'd  absence  of  your  liberty, 
And  patience,  tame  to  sufferance,  bide  each  check 

Without  accusing  you  of  injury. 
Be  where  you  list ;  your  charter  is  so  strong. 

That  you  yourself  may  privilege  your  time : 
Do  what  yon  will,  to  yon  it  doth  belong 

Yourself  to  pardon  of  self-doing  crime. 
I  am  to  wait,  though  waiting  so  be  hell ; 
Not  blame  your  pleasure,  be  it  Ul  ot  well. 


If  there  be  nothing  new.  but  that,  which  is. 

Hath  been  before,  how  are  our  brains  beguiled, 
Wliich  labouring  for  invention  bear  amiss 

Tile  second  burthen  of  a  former  child  ? 
O  that  record  could  with  a  backwark  look. 

Even  of  five  hundred  courses  of  the  sun, 
Show  me  your  image  in  some  antique  book. 

Since  mind  at  first  in  character  was  done! 
That  I  might  see  what  the  old  world  could  say 

To  this  composed  wonder  of  your  frame ; 
Whether  we  are  mended,  or  whe'r  better  they, 

Or  wliether  revolution  be  the  same. 
I  O  :  sure  I  am,  the  wits  of  former  daya 
I  To  subjects  worse  have  given  admiring  praise. 
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Like  u  tbfl  wares  make  towards  the  pebbled  shore, 

So  do  oar  minutes  hasten  to  their  end ; 
Each  changing  place  with  that  which  goes  before, 

In  sequent  toil  all  forwards  do  contend. 
NatiTity  once  in  the  main  of  light. 

Crawls  to  maturity,  wherewith  being  crown'd, 
Crooked  eclipses  'gainst  his  glory  fight, 

And  time  that  gare,  doth  now  his  gift  confound. 
Time  doth  transfix  the  fioorish  set  on  youth, 

And  delTes  the  parallels  in  beauty's  brow ; 
Feeds  on  the  rarities  of  Nature's  truth, 

And  nothing  stands  but  for  his  scythe  to  mow. 
And  yet,  to  times  in  hope,  my  verse  shall  stand. 
Praising  thy  worth,  despite  his  cruel  hand. 


Is  it  thy  will  thy  image  should  keep  open 

My  heary  eyelids  to  the  weary  night  1 
Dost  thou  desire  my  slumbers  should  be  broken, 

While  shadows,  like  to  thee,  do  mock  my  sight? 
Is  It  thy  spirit  that  thou  send'st  finom  thee 

So  fkr  flrom  home,  into  my  deeds  to  pry ; 
To  find  out  shames  and  idls  hours  in  me, 

The  scope  and  tenor  of  thv  Jealousy! 
O  no !  thy  love,  though  much,  is  not  so  great; 

It  is  my  love  that  keeps  mine  eye  awake ; 
Mine  own  true  love  that  doth  my  rest  defeat. 

To  play  the  watchman  ever  for  thy  sake : 
For  thee  watch  I,  whilst  thou  dost  wake  elsewhere. 
From  me  fkr  cO;  with  others  all-to-near 


Sin  of  selM<ive  possesssth  all  mine  eye 

And  all  my  so«l,  and  all  my  every  part ; 
And  for  this  sin  there  is  no  remedy. 

It  is  so  grounded  inward  in  my  heart. 
Methinks  no  fhoe  lo  gracious  is  as  mine, 

No  shape  so  true,  no  truth  of  such  account, 
And  for  myself  mine  own  worth  do  define. 

As  I  all  other  in  all  worths  surmount. 
But  when  my  glass  shows  me  myself  indeed, 

'Bated  and  chopp'd  with  tann'd  antiquity. 
Mine  own  self-love  quite  contrary  I  read. 

Self  so  self-loving  were  iniquity. 
Tis  thee  (myself)  that  for  myself  I  praise. 
Painting  my  age  with  beauty  of  thy  daya. 


Against  my  love  shall  be,  as  I  am  now, 

with  Time's  iigurious  hand  crush'd  and  o'erwom; 
When  hoars  have  drain'd  his  blood  and  fiU'd  his  brow 

With  lines  and  wrinkles ;  when  his  youthful  mom 
Hath  travell'd  on  to  age's  steepy  night ; 

And  all  those  beauties,  whereof  now  he's  king. 
Are  vanishing  or  vanish'd  out  of  sight. 

Stealing  away  the  treasure  of  his  spring ; 
Fur  such  a  time  do  I  now  fortify 

Against  confounding  age's  cruel  knift. 
That  he  ahall  never  cut  flrom  meiijory 

My  sweet  love's  beauty,  though  my  lover's  lifo. 
His  beauty  shall  in  these  black  lines  be  seen. 
And  thsy  shall  live,  and  he  in  them  stilT  green. 


When  I  have  seen  by  Time's  foil  hand  defoeed 

The  rich  proud  cost  of  out-worn  bury'd  age ; 
When  sometime  lofty  towers  I  see  down-raxed. 

And  brass  eternal  slave  to  mortal  rage ; 
When  1  have  seen  the  hungry  ocean  gain 

Advantage  on  the  kingdom  of  the  ahore, 
And  the  firm  soil  win  or  the  wat*ry  main. 

Increasing  store  with  loss,  snd  loss  with  stors : 
When  I  have  seen  such  interchsnge  of  state. 

Or  state  itself  confounded  to  decay ; 
Ruin  hath  taught  me  thus  to  raminate— 

That  Time  will  come  and  take  my  love  avray. 
This  thought  is  as  a  death  which  cannot  choose 
But  weep  to  have  that  which  U  foars  to  loss. 
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Since  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  esrth,  nor  boundless  sea, 

But  sad  mortality  o'er-sways  their  power, 
How  with  his  rage  shall  beauty  hold  a  plea. 

Whose  action  is  no  stronger  than  a  flower  f 
O  how  shaU  summer's  honey  bresth  hold  out 

Against  the  wreckftil  siege  of  battering  days. 
When  rocks  impregimble  are  not  so  stout. 

Nor  gates  of  steel  so  strong,  but  time  decays  ? 
O,  fesrful  meditation !  where,  alack ! 

Shall  time's  best  Jewel  from  time's  chest  He  hid  ? 
Or  what  strong  hand  can  hold  his  swift  foot  bsck  T 

Or  who  his  spoil  of  beauty  can  forbid? 
O  none,  unless  this  miracle  have  might. 
That  in  black  ink  my  love  may  still  shine  bright. 


Tiled  with  aU  these,  for  restftil  dsath  I  cry.— 

Aa,  to  behold  desert  a  beggar  bom. 
And  needy  nothing  trimm'd  in  Jollity, 

And  purest  fkith  unhappily  forsworn, 
And  gilded  honour  shameftilly  mlsplsced, 

And  maiden  virtue  radely  stmmpeted, 
And  right  perfoetion  wrongftilly  disgrsced. 

And  strength  by  limping  sway  disabled. 
And  art  matte  tongne-ty'd  by  authority, 

And  ft>lly  (doctor-like)  controlling  aklU, 
And  simple  troth  miscall'd  simplicity, 

And  esptive  Good  attending  captain  Dl: 
Tired  with  all  these,  from  these  would  I  be  gone. 
Save  that,  to  die,  I  leave  my  love  alone. 


Ah !  wherefore  with  Infoetion  should  he  ttvs. 

And  with  his  presence  grace  Impietv, 
That  sin  by  him  advantagJB  should  achieve. 

And  lace  itself  with  his  society? 
Why  should  fhlse  painting  Imitate  his  cheek, 

And  steal  dead  seeing  of  his  livhig  hue? 
Why  should  pura  besuty  indirectly  seek 

Roses  of  snadow,  since  his  rose  is  tiw  f 
Why  should  be  live,  now  Nature  bankrupt  is, 

Beggar'd  of  blood,  to  blush  through  livsly  veins  ^ 
For  she  hath  no  exchequer  now  but  his, 

And  proud  of  many,  lives  upon  his  gains. 
O,  him  she  stores,  to  show  whst  wealth  she  had. 
In  days  long  since,  befors  these  last  so  bad. 

LXTxn. 
Thus  is  his  cheek  the  map  of  days  oot-wora, 

When  beauty  lived  and  died  as  flowers  do  now» 
Before  these  bastard  signs  of  fUr  wore  borne, 

Or  durst  inhabit  on  a  living  brow ; 
Befisre  the  golden  tresses  of  the  dead 

The  right  of  sepulchres  was  shorn  away, 
To  live  a  second  lift  on  second  head. 

Ere  beauty's  dead  fleece  made  another  gay : 
In  him  those  holy  antique  hours  are  seen, 

Without  all  ornament,  Iteelf,  and  troe, 
Making  no  summer  of  another's  green, 

Robbing  no  old  to  make  hia  beauty  new ; 
And  him  as  for  a  map  doth  nature  store. 
To  show  false  art  wnat  beauty  was  of  yore. 


Thois  parts  of  thee  that  the  worid's  eye  doCh  view. 

Want  nothing  that  the  thongbt  of  hearts  can  m^nd : 
All  tongues  (the  voice  of  souls)  give  thee  that  due. 

Uttering  bare  troth,  even  so  as  foes  commend. 
Thv  outwsrd  thus  with  outward  praise  Is  crown'd  ; 

But  those  same  tongues  that  give  thee  so  thine 
In  other  accents  do  this  praise  confound,         (own. 

By  seeing  fluther  than  the  eye  hath  ahown. 
They  look  Into  the  beauty  of  thy  mind. 

And  that,  in  guess,  they  measure  by  thy  deeds  ; 
Then  (charts)  their  thots,  altho'  their  eyes  were  kind. 

To  thy  folr  flower  add  the  rank  smell  of  weeds : 
But  why  thy  odour  matcheth  not  thy  show, 
To  solve  is  this,-^that  thou  dost  common  grow. 
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That  thoa  an  blaoMd  ihaU  mc  be  tiiv  Aefeet, 
Tvt  idftDdtT'i  M&rt  nu «i«r  iff  {Jh ^ 

TlAtanauiwcit  of  tf<iiit>  N  >Q*pettf 
A  WW  U4t  [b^4  111  hr«?CEi^a  *ite 


tm.  bv  cood,  »|jm^irr  4cKb  but  ftpp>ro«« 

t&kWT3 

As4  tbiMI  pi— Bit  i  pOrv  URAaiiied  pniH 
Thn  hut  pMt'4  W  ifar      ^  '  - 


L-U-lt  dotil  loT*, 


■ft**,  ar  Tiftijr  ^^jau  dwctd:; 

Tec  Uiie  t^  pnl**  miiKM  b«  *o  t^^  ^^h, 

To  tie  up  ftiTf,  t^truum  wHat^: 
U  UHoe  JiUii^frct  o/  Lij  iELuk'4  net  i^  ^wv, 
Tbaa  ttoon  ojow  LU]|doAu  M^vu  eboald*!!!  owie. 


No  loBger  mooni  for  me  when  I  am  dead. 
Than  yoa  ahaU  hear  the  eallen  beU 

GiTe  1  am  fled 

Pre  '  uof!'!.  ^Aiffi  wj4:*ti4orTnatodwaa  : 

Nay,  If  you      vi  i1li>  Iidc.  ncnciDticr  dm 

The  hand    :  ji  wim  a  :  tor    Iots  jon  m^ 
Tbti  I  th  your  twee^  thoOf  tau  wouM  b«  furfotf 

h  tbinkinE  oo  mt  tl»ii  «li«iulil  make  ;fi«  moe. 
OUiltmji  jwi  look  MpttD  ihifl  WM« 

Wh«  f  parthapa  eonipeDulad  an  «iihilay. 
Pa  aa*  aa  Bwch  aa  my  paec  aaaa  whaiffn 

Bbi  lai  fttur  lefltm  rtm  wMU  my  HH  4ee«y 
Levi  ih*  viae  nwid  ahoiild  look  Urlo  roar  moaa. 
And  moek  700  with  me  aAer  I  am  fobs. 

LXXII. 

O,  k^  ihe  world  ahoald  u  V  yen  to  twite 

WbU  ikmUfk  ii«v«i  111  lifc  Uidt  T^^V  tllKTlUd  lOVa 

Alter  mf4fmM^4mulo-'t.  lariet  im.-  r|ujre, 

rnr  Tva  M  aa  on  Doilu  njr  >^  oriJiiy  prpve 
Unleea  tw  wo#f!  dcme  *Qcr»e  rinu'ouf  lie, 

T»  ilo  men  fpt  nir  ilijui  irune  om-n  desert^ 
Abd  tlftiif  iK^n  prajH  upon  d««aL9<«d  1, 

Tbu)  HEffmrJ  tmUi  noiiJd  wiJitin^ly  tmpart; 
O,  IvH  yottf  truT  ^o^«  iiia>  Moem  f&lae  m  tMi, 

Thai  )«i  for  io¥*  «jnr»i  weU  of  me  uatnie, 
Jdr  lume  be  buned  wbert  Diy  body  », 

JUid  UVfl  bongre  to  «tittof  nor  int  pot  Ton. 
Jor  I  UB  aharaad  hf  ilk»i  whirh  I  biin*  fonii. 
And  ao  ahoold  you,  ia  lore  thinfa  noChiBg  worth. 


That  lime  of  year  thoa  may'at  in  me  behold 

Wb^n  yi*lli>w  Iravx'*^  lir  nunc^  qt  feia^  do  bonf 
rpon  Kham:  UiukSlh  wbich  ■bakt'  urmimt  tlw  col-l. 

B&ne  nii^n'd  rtioirv,  i^heit  laie  the  s%«i  Mrda 
In  me  tluQ  nc^Ht  th«  twibf ht  of  math^y.       Caanf . 

Wbich  by  *rtrt  r  y  t-lack  at£tit  duUi  i*ke  ain-ay, 
DenLh'i  second  vl(.  tbmi  jih!s  up  aU  ui  rc«t- 

ki  nie  ilmu  Mfcat  liiv  ,^lQwm;  of  aucli  life, 
ThM  on  tbe  ajibea  of  b^ji  )ioiutL  dofh  iir, 

A*  the  <3t4ili  hftd  mberMti  ti  must  eipjjv, 
CoiiHttined  wkib  itUL  whitli  ii  m^M  iioCiTu]|]''d  by. 

Thi*  ttton  percetT'p{,  wtuda  makos  thy  tove  more 

To  Uttii  tbAt  weU  wuch  thou  muM  l^te       latroog, 
ere  lonf . 

LXZIV. 

But  be  contented :  when  that  fell  arreat 

Without  aJJ  bail  shall  carry  me  away, 
My  lift  baib  in  tin*  tine  *flfw  intereat. 

Which  fvf  tnetjiKtti^  isun  vtiiii  thee  afaall  atay. 
Wbfo  thoti  feTicwcst  thm,  ib^iu  doat  reriew 

Ttie  Ti^r)-  ^urt  W4*  cotijief  niti^  to  thee. 
The  cftrtii  k^JiJl  btvf  bmi  tftrtb,  wlu. :,    ^      .  due ; 

My  sptriL  J£  ibne,  ilir  titiief  part  of  fni- : 
Sv  tben  thoq.  hivt  but  ioct  tlw  dnifv  of  Jife^, 

Tb#  prey  of  irorm*,  my  biyrv  b^ my  drjjd  ; 
The  cownni  rrnuju,^  *jf  a  v^ :  -^       -     ;    1,, 

Too  bu^  tif  ibee  to  be  n n , 
The  ironh  of  ill  at,  j^  ibat  which  it  contaira. 
And  that  ia  thia,  and  thia  with  thee  remaina. 


thoa|hia«  aa  faod 


So  arc  tioQ  to  my 
Or  mi  «w««-^ 
Aad  for  ihe  pava  ar  ;«« I  kaU 

Aa  ^wijti  m  ^MT  ni  ita  m 
>ow  prvnd  mm  ma  «9j«fw^  tgti  ^^am 

DoQbtjBf  the  Oirtunp  app  vflJ  aftMd 
^ow  roQni  hnf  brut  to  tn  wHfe  yoa  ak 

Tl»a  bcti^'d  thai  the  wvM  tnf  an 
^ofEiKsme,  ti]  ftell  Kith  ^Mtatt  on  « 

.*j»d  by  uid  bi  dran  •iarT«d^  »' 
i^iiaifinu  Of  par«iiin|r  iiodrtichL, 

Sa^e  wtiMt  ta  b«d  or  mast  Cham  «mi  he  U 
Ttiua  do  ]  pine  uid  surfeH  day  by'day. 
Or  fltataciuif  on  ail*  or  all  awij'. 

Lzzn. 

Why  ia  my  wvm  ao  barren  of  new  pndte? 

!i^  far  rrwn  i^natiuf)  W  ^^uhcfc  rbanf*^^ 
WbT,  wnb  tti«  tiioe,  do  i  00*  [!»□«  --^ 

!|       TOHW-ftAftdviitfHrfaBBduoqn 

Why  wnto  I  aUU  aO  aaa,  «wit  ite  m„ 

A.Dd  keep IsmtiSm  Itta natAd  wnHL, 
Thai  fTfify  word  dofli  alimM  i«fl  mr  rujisf, 

Sbowmf  ihtit  birth,  en^  yrbrre  tbi^  did  j, 
C»li  ktioiA.  Fw«-i  loT«,  1  ■Jwiya  wTi»c  V  jott. 

And  yon  and  krv?  sj^c^  #til]  iny  at^miaeas 
So  all  my  he*t  l#  drcMTiif  ol*1  ivorda  a*w^ 

Spendinn  a^m  wlimt  ^  already  oaiit : 
For  H  Ihe  «in  la  d«U>  nrw  aad  oM, 
So  is  my  Jom  euii  KstUnf  what  i*  caU. 


!  I  LZXTTI. 

j!  Tfay  (lav  win  ahow  thee  how  thy  becotiea  wea 
';      Tby  dml  bowr  t^jy  iirr^nou*  mjEior+s  wt^^  ■ 
j.  Tlv-  wtemni  learrt  itiy  mjnd'»  impnitt  will  tm^w, 
;|      A nO  of  thia  book  ihta  leartiln|:  ma;  m  thott  lA 
Thff  wrtnlJea  whieh  my  giw  will  tmt*  show. 

Of  naiahai  gtm^m  will  fire  ih«t  nw^mnnr ; 
Tb««i  b7i]ky4Ml^ahadyaieaiHta  hlit  «c  know 

Time's  tbivHafa  jirocrca*  to  eiernHv. 
Look,  WbU  tby  nm-nioo  finnot  (^ntaiEi, 

teaninit  10  ttmw  ^mmf  tiiufik*,  and  ibW  ^alt 
Tbi:»r  rbJdnn  onrtiHl.  tlrliirtrd  from  thy  hrmia. 

To  takr  a  tie*  arquaiDiuioe  of  iliy  tmnA. 
Theae  offlce*.  ao  oA  at  ihott  wih  look. 
Shall  pnm  thee,  and  moch  enrich  thy  book. 

Lxxnii. 
So  oft  hare  I  inroked  thee  for  my  nraae. 

And  foond  ^uf  h  fair  auisteacr  m  my  ▼»«§. 
Aa       r }  n.,^n  7*Tt  haih  fat  my  oae^ 

i     '  jnder  rbcv  ih^  VO^T  wbene 
Thine  ^  yrji.  ibai  tvi|ti  «ha  iamb  on  high  to  aiM, 

And  lieaTy  iRii'ifatic^  afoft  to  tf», 
EJive  ad<M  feaib«r«  to  ihc  WmfneA*m  % 

ATid  f»T*n  (rMf*  t^  iloDble  majiovty. 
Yet  b*  mo«  pi^ad  irt  tr^at  wbich  T'eoni|5f1e, 

Wboae  inilutnr#  iJi  ibjiK*,  aud  born  of  tbeo. 
In  Dibvn'  work*  tbiiij  -ioft  t>ijt  mend  the  myit. 

And  arta  witb  t^y  F*Mt  fncM  |rfa«d  brj 
But  thou  art  aU  fhy  an,  utd  doel  adTaaea 
Aa  high  aa  tmrmng  my  nide  ifiioraiics. 

Lxxn. 
Whilat  1  alone  did  eati  upon  tby  aid^ 

Wjf  Tvtw  a)i?^e  had  all  thv  rrnUo  crmeo; 
But  now  my  iffatioo*  nntn^xa  are  dcc«y'd« 

And  mj  aid  nioae  doth  itTf  anocher  |dae^ 
1  rram,  sweet  3ufe.  tby  JovcJy  artnitirtic 

Di-«er?e«  ihe  traT«iE  of  a  wonhier  pen; 
'  V**  wbat  of  thee  (hi  poet  iMh  innat. 

Ele  robfl  tbee  of^  and  psyt  it  tboa  agalta. 
He  knds  tb«e  inrtue,  and  be  ctctk  th«|  mi4 

Prom  thy  twhatioar  ;  beauty  doih  he  0m^ 
Anrl  focind  11  in  thy  dttrti  ;  be  «n  aJ^ml 

No  pnise  10  tbee  bui  what  m  ibee  ^*ib  Un. 

Then  thank  bim  not  foribat  wbu'b  h,-  ■{"4h  ■•*; 

j  Since  what  ha  owea  thee  tboa  thyaelf  doat  pay. 
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O  bow  I  faint  when  I  of  yon  do  write, 

Knowing  a  better  spirit  dotb  nee  yoor  name. 
And  in  the  praise  thereof  spends  all  his  might, 

To  make  me  tongue-tied,  speaking  of  your  fkme  ! 
Bnt  since  your  worth  (wide,  as  the  ocean  is,) 

The  humble  as  the  proudest  sail  doth  bear, 
My  saucy  bark,  inferior  fhr  to  his, 

On  your  broad  main  doth  wilfully  appear, 
Your  shallowest  help  will  hold  me  up  afloat, 

Whilst  he  upon  your  soundless  deep  doth  ride ; 
Or,  being  wreck'd,  I  am  a  worthless  boat, 

He  of  tall  building,  and  of  goodly  pride : 
Then  if  he  thrive,  and  I  be  east  away. 
The  worst  was  this  ;->my  love  was  my  decay. 


Or  I  shall  Uto  your  cpitmh  to  make, 

Or  you  surrive  when  fin  earth  am  rotten ; 
From  hence  your  memory  death  cannot  take, 

Although  in  me  each  part  will  be  forgotten. 
Your  name  flrom  hence  immortal  lift  sball  have, 

Though  I,  once  gone,  to  all  the  world  must  die. 
The  earth  can  yield  me  but  a  common  grave, 

When  you  entombed  in  men's  eyes  shall  lie. 
Your  monument  shall  be  my  gentle  verse. 

Which  eyes  not  yet  created  shall  o'er-read ; 
And  tongues  to  be,  your  being  shall  rehearse, 

When  all  the  breathers  of  this  world  are  dead ; 
You  still  shall  live  (such  virtue  hath  my  pen,) 
Where  breath  moat  breathes,— even  in  the  moutha  of 


I  grant  thou  wert  not  married  to  my  mnae, 

And  therefore  may'st  without  atulnt  o'etiock 
The  dedicated  words  which  writers  use 

Of  their  fair  subject,  blessing  every  book. 
Thou  art  as  fair  in  knowledge  as  in  hue, 

Finding  thy  worth  a  limit  past  my  praiae ; 
And  therefore  art  enforced  to  seek  anew 

Some  flreeher  stamp  of  the  time-bettering  daya. 
And  do  so,  love ;  yet  when  they  have  devised 

What  strained  touches  rhetoric  can  lend. 
Thou  truly  foir  wert  truly  sympathixed 

In  true  plain  words,  by  the  true-telling  fliend ; 
And  their  gross  painting  might  be  better  used 
Where  eheeka  need  blood ;  in  thee  it  is  abuaed. 

Lxzxin. 
I  never  saw  that  yon  did  painting  need. 

And  therefore  to  your  fair  no  painting  set 
I  found,  or  thought  1  found,  you  did  exceed 

The  barren  tender  of  a  poet's  debt : 
And  therefore  have  I  slept  in  your  report, 

That  you  yourself,  being  extant,  well  might  show 
How  far  a  modern  ouill  doth  come  too  short. 

Speaking  of  worth,  what  worth  in  yon  doth  grow. 
This  silence  for  my  sin  you  did  impute. 

Which  shall  be  most  my  glory,  being  dumb ; 
For  I  impair  not  beauty  being  mute. 

When  others  would  give  life  and  bring  a  tomb. 
There  Uvea  more  life  in  one  of  your  fUr  eyea. 
Than  both  your  poeta  ean  in  praise  devlae. 


Who  la  it  that  says  moat  ?  which  ean  say  mora. 

Than  this  rich  praise,— that  vou  alone  are  yon  ? 
In  whoae  confine  immored  in  the  store 

Which  should  example  where  vour  equal  grew. 
Lean  penury  within  that  pen  doth  dwell, 

That  to  his  subject  lenda  not  some  small  glory ; 
But  he  that  writes  of  yon,  if  he  can  tell 

That  you  are  you,  so  dignifies  his  story, 
Let  him  but  copy  what  in  yon  is  writ, 

Not  making  worae  what  nature  made  so  elear, 
And  such  a  oounter-part  shall  fome  his  wit, 

Making  his  style  admired  every  where. 
Yon  to  yonr  beauteous  blessings  add  a  curse,  [worse. 
Being  fond  on  praiae,  whieh  makes  your  pralaea 


My  tongue-tied  muse  in  manners  holds  ner  still. 

While  comments  of  your  praise,  richly  compiled, 
Reserve  their  character  with  golden  quill. 

And  precioua  phrase  by  all  the  muses  lllled. 
I  think  good  thoughts,  while  others  write  good  words, 

And,  like  unletter'd  clerk,  still  cry  Amen 
To  every  hymn  that  able  spirit  affords. 

In  polish'd  form  of  well-refined  pen. 
Hearing  you  praised,  I  say,  *Tu  «q,  7m  trutf 

And  to' the  most  of  praise  add  something  more ; 
But  tliat  is  ip  my  tbought,  whose  love  to  you, 

Though  words  come  hind-most,  holds  his  rank  be- 
Then  others  for  the  breath  of  words  respect,  [fore. 
Me  for  my  dumb  thoughts,  speaking  in  effect. 


Was  it  the  proud  fhll  sail  of  his  great  verse. 

Bound  for  the  prise  of  all-too-precioua  you, 
That  bid  my  ripe  thoughts  in  my  brain  inhearse, 

Making  their  tomb  the  womb  wherein  they  grew  ? 
Was  it  his  spirit,  by  spirits  uught  to  write 

Above  a  mortal  pitch,  that  struck  me  dead? 
No.  neither  he,  nor  his  compeers  by  night 

Giving  him  aid,  my  verse  astonished. 
He,  nor  that  aflhble  fkmiliar  ghoet 

Whieh  nighUy  gulls  him  with  InteiUgcnoe, 
As  victors,  of  my  silence  cannot  boast ; 

I  was  not  sick  of  any  fear  from  thence.? 
But  when  your  countenance  fillM  up  his  line, 
Then  lackM  I  matter ;  that  enfeebled  mine. 


Farewell !  thon  art  too  dear  for  my  possessing. 

And  like  enough  thou  know'st  thy  estimate : 
The  charter  of  thy  worth  fives  thee  releasing ; 

My  bonds  in  thee  are  all  determinate. 
For  how  do  I  hold  thee  but  by  thy  granting? 

And  for  that  riches  where  is  my  deserving  ? 
The  cause  of  this  fkir  gift  in  me  is  wanting, 

And  so  my  patent  back  again  is  swerving,      [ing, 
Thyself  thou  gav'st,  thy  own  worth  then  not  know- 

Or  me,  to  whom  thou  gav'st  it,  else  mistaking ; 
So  tby  great  gift,  upon  misprision  growing, 

Camw  home  again,  on  better  judgment  making. 
Thus  have  I  had  thee,  as  a  dream  doth  flatter, 
In  sleep  a  king,  but  waking,  no  such  matter. 


When  thou  shalt  be  disposed  to  set  me  light, 

And  place  my  merit  in  the  eye  of  Scorn, 
Upon  toy  side  against  myself  111  fight, 

And  prove  thee  viituons,  though  thou  art  forsworn 
With  mine  own  weakness  being  best  acquainted. 

Upon  thy  part  I  can  set  down  a  story 
Of  fatUts  conceal'd,  wherein  I  am  attainted ; 

That  thou,  in  losing  me,  shalt  win  much  glory: 
And  I  by  this  will  be  a  gainer  too ; 

For  bending  all  my  loving  thoughts  on  thee, 
The  Injuries  that  to  myself  (  do. 

Doing  thee  vantage,  double-vantage  me. 
Such  Lb  my  love,  to  thee  I  so  belong. 
That  for  thy  right  myself  will  bear  aU  wrong 


Say  that  thou  didst  forsake  me  for  some  foult, 

And  I  will  comment  upon  that  ofll^nee : 
Speak  of  my  lamenees,  and  I  straight  will  halt ; 

Againat  thy  reasons  making  no  defonce. 
Thou  canst  not,  love,  disgrace  me  half  so  ill, 

To  set  a  form  upon  desired  change. 
As  ru  myself  disgrace:  knowing  thy  will, 

I  will  acquaintanoe  strangle,  and  look  strange ; 
Be  absent  (Vom  thy  walka ;  and  in  my  tongue 

Thy  sweet,  beloved  name  no  more  shall  dwell ; 
Leat  I  (too  much  profono)  should  do  it  wrong, 

And  haply  of  our  old  acquaintance  tetl. 
For  thee,  against  myself  111  vow  debate. 
For  I  must  ne'er  love  him  whom  thou  dost  hate. 
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POEMS  OF  SHAK8PEARE. 


TImb  bate  me  wlMD  tlMm  wilt ;  if  ever,  now: 

Now  while  the  worid  le  bent  my  deed*  to  erow, 
Join  with  the  apite  of  Fortime,  make  me  bow, 

And  do  not  drop  in  for  an  after-loM : 
Ah !  do  not,  when  my  heart  hath  aeaped  tbia  aorrow, 

Come  in  the  rearward  of  a  eoDqner'd  woe ; 
Give  not  a  windy  night  a  rainy  morrow, 

To  linger  oat  a  pnrpooed  orerthrow. 
If  tbon  wilt  leave  me,  do  not  leave  me  laat, 

When  other  petty  grieft  have  done  their  apHe, 
Bot  in  the  onaet  come ;  ao  ahaU  I  taate 

At  flrat  the  very  worst  of  Foitnne'a  might  ; 
And  other  atralna  of  woe,  which  now  seem  woe. 
Compared  with  looa  of  thee,  will  not  aeem  ao. 


xci. 
B  glory  in  their  With,  aome  in  their  akill. 

Some  in  their  wealth,  aome  in  their  body*a  fbree ; 
Some  in  their  garmenu,  though  new-fhngled  ill. 

Some  in  their  hawka  and  bounds,  aome  io  their 
And  every  humour  hath  iu  adjunct  pleasure,  [horse ; 

Wherein  it  finds  a  Joy  above  the  rest ; 
But  these  particulars  are  not  my  measure. 

All  these  I  better  in  one  general  best. 
Thv  love  Is  better  than  high  birth  to  me, 

Richer  than  wealth,  prouder  than  garmenta'  cost, 
Of  more  delight  than  hawlts  or  horses  be ; 

And  having  thee,  of  all  men*s  pride  I  boast. 


Wretched  in  this  alone,  that  thou  mav' 
All  this  away,  and  me  most  wretched 


Bat  do  thy  worrt  to  steal  thyself  away. 

For  term  of  life  thou  art  aasured  mine ; 
And  lift  no  longer  than  thy  love  will  stay. 

For  it  depends  upon  that  love  of  thine. 
Then  need  I  not  to  fear  the  worat  of  wronga. 

When  in  the  leaat  of  them  my  life  hath  end. 
I  aee  a  better  state  to  me  belongs 

Than  that  which  on  thy  humour  doth  depend. 
Thou  canst  not  vex  me  with  inconstant  mind, 

Since  that  my  lift  on  thy  revolt  doth  Ue. 
O  what  a  happy  title  do  1  find, 

Happy  to  have  thy  love,  happy  to  die ! 
But  what's  so  blessod-ftir  that  fears  no  blot?— 
Thoa  may'st  be  (hlse,  and  yet  I  know  it  not : 


So  ahan  I  live,  supposing  thoa  art  trae. 

Like  a  deceived  husband ;  so  love's  ftoe 
May  still  seem  love  to  roe,  though  alter'd-new ; 

Thv  looks  with  me,  thy  heart  in  other  place : 
For  there  can  live  no  hatred  in  thine  eye, 

Therefore  in  that  I  cannot  know  thy  change. 
In  many  looks  the  ftlse  heart's  history 

Is  writ,  in  moods  and  fh>wns  and  wrinkles  strange, 
But  heaven  in  thy  creation  did  decree, 

Tliat  in  thy  face  sweet  love  should  ever  dwell ; 
Whate'er  thy  thoughts  or  thy  heart's  workings  be. 

Thy  looks  should  nothing  thence  but  sweetness 
How  like  Eve's  apple  doth  thy  beauty  grow,  [toil. 
If  thy  sweet  virtue  anawer  not  the  show ! 


Thflv  that  have  power  to  hnrt,  and  will  do  none, 

Tnat  do  not  do  the  thing  they  most  do  show, 
Who,  moving  others,  are  themsdves  as  stone, 

Hnrooved,  cold,  and  to  temptation  slow ; 
They  rightly  do  inherit  heaven's  graces. 

And  husband  nature's  riches  flfom  expense ; 
They  are  the  lords  and  owners  of  their  ftces, 

Others  but  stewards  of  their  excellence. 
The  summer's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet. 

Though  to  itself  it  only  live  and  die ; 
Bat  if  that  flower  with  base  inftction  meet, 

The  basest  weed  out-braves  his  dignity : 
For  sweetest  things  turn  sourest  by  their  deeds ; 
Lilies  thai  fester,  smell  ftr  worse  than  weeda. 


How  sweet  and  lovely  dool  thoa  make  the 
Which,  like  a  canker  in  the  fragrant  rose, 

Doth  apot  the  beauty  of  thy  budding  name  T 
O,  in  what  sweets  dost  thou  thy  sins  encfa 

That  tongue  that  uUa  the  story  of  thy  days. 
Making  lascivious  comments  on  thy  sport. 

Cannot  disprsise  but  in  a  kind  of  praise ; 


Naming  thy  name  blesses  an  ill  report. 
O  what  a  mansion  have  thoee  vices  got. 

Which  for  their  habitation  chose  ont  thee  * 
What  beauty's  veil  doth  cover  every  blot. 

And  all  things  turn  to  iUr,  that  eyes  can  see ! 
Take  heed,  dear  heart,  of  this  Isrge  privilege ; 
The  hardest  knlft  Ul-ossd  doth  lose  his  edge. 


Some  say  thy  flmlt  Is  yoath,  f 

Some  say  thy  grace  la  yoath  and  gentle  sport; 
Both  grace  and  fknlts  are  loved  of  more  ana  less ; 

Thou  mak'st  fknlts  graces  thst  to  thee  resort. 
As  on  the  finger  of  a  uroned  queen 
I     The  basest  Jewel  will  be  well  esteem'd ; 
I  So  are  those  errors  that  in  thee  are  seen. 

To  truths  translated,  and  fbr  true  things  deem'd. 
'  How  many  lambs  might  the  stem  wolf  betray. 
>     If  like  a  lamb  he  could  his  looks  translate ! 
I  How  many  gaiers  might'st  thou  lead  away, 

If  thou  would'st  use  the  strength  of  all  thy  state ! 
But  do  not  so ;  I  love  thee  in  such  sort, 
I  As  thoa  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  lepoft. 


How  like  a  winter  hath  my  i 

From  thee,  the  pleasure  of  the  fleeting  year ! 
What  (keesings  have  I  fett,  what  dark  days  seen  t 

What  old  Deeember'a  bareneaa  every  where ! 
i  An  d  yet  this  time  removed  was  summer's  time ; 

The  teeming  autumn,  big  vrith  rich  increase. 
Bearing  the  wanton  burthen  of  the  prime. 

Like  widow'd  wombs  after  their  lords  decease : 
Yet  this  abundant  issue  seem'd  to  me 

But  hope  of  orphans,  and  unfhther'd  fVnlt ; 
For  summer  and  hia  pleasures  wait  on  thes. 

And  thou  away,  the  very  birds  are  mate ; 
Or,  if  they  sing,  tis  with  so  dull  a  cheer, 
That  leaves  look  pale,  dreading  the  wtotflr*a  near. 


From  yoa  have  I  been  absent  la  the  spring, 

When  proud-pled  April,  dress'd  in  sll  fals  trim. 
Hath  pat  a  spirit  of  youth  in  every  thing ; 

That  heavy  Satnm  laugh'd  and  leap'd  with  him. 
Yet  nor  the  lays  of  birds,  nor  the  sweet  smell 

Of  different  flowers  in  odour  and  in  hue. 
Could  make  me  any  summer's  storv  tell, 

Or  fh>m  their  proud  lap  pluck  them  where  they 
Nor  did  I  wonder  at  the  lilies  white,  (grew: 

Nor  praise  the  deep  vermilion  in  the  rose ; 
They  were  but  sweet,  but  figures  of  delight. 

Drawn  after  you,  yoa  pattern  of  all  those. 
Yet  iieem'd  it  winter  still,  and  you  away. 
As  with  your  shadow  I  with  these  did  play : 

soiz. 
Th''  forward  vicdet  thus  did  I  chide :—         [sraeHs, 

Sweet  thief,  whence  didst  thou  steal  thy  sweet  thai 
If  not  fVom  my  love's  breath  T    The  purple  pride 

Which  on  thy  soft  cheek  for  complexion  owelle. 
In  my  love's  veins  thou  hast  too  grossly  dy'd. 

The  lily  I  condemned  for  thy  hand, 
And  buds  of  marjoram  had  stolen  thy  hair : 

The  roses  fearfUly  on  thorns  did  stand. 
One  bluRhing  shame,  another  white  despair ; 

A  third,  nor  red  nor  white,  had  stolen  of  both, 
And  to  his  robbery  bad  annex'd  thy  breath ; 

But  for  his  theft,  in  pride  of  all  his  growth, 
A  vengeAil  canker  eat  him  up  to  death. 

More  flowers  I  noted,  yet  I  none  could  see. 

But  sweet  or  eolour  It  hsd  stolen  fVom  thee. 
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Where  tut  thou.  Muse,  that  thoa  forfat^at  to  long 

Toapeftk  ofihat  which  jeItm  thee  all  thy  might! 
Spend'st  thou  thy  Airy  on  some  worthleta  eonfc, 

Darkening  ihy  power,  to  lend  ba«ie  eubjecta  light  1 
Retam,  forgtstrul  Mum,  and  straight  redeem 

In  gentle  numbers  time  so  idly  spent ; 
Sing  to  the  ear  that  doth  thy  lays  esteem, 

And  gives  thv  pen  both  skill  and  argument. 
Rise,  restiye  Muse,  my  lore's  sweet  fhoe  surrey, 

If  Time  hare  any  wrinkle  graTon  there ; 
If  any,  be  a  satire  to  decay. 

And  make  Time's  spoils  despised  erery  where. 
Gire  my  lore  fame  Aster  than  time  wastes  life ; 
So  thou  prsTent'st  his  scythe,  and  crooked  knlft. 


O,  truant  Muse !  what  shall  be  thy  amends, 

For  thy  neglect  of  truth  in  beaut v  dy'd  T 
Both  truth  and  beauty  on  my  lore  depends  : 

So  dost  thou  too,  and  therein  dignified. 
Make  ans#er,  Muse :  wilt  thou  not  haply  say. 

Truth  need»  no  colour  ^  toUh  ku  colour  fixed. 
Beauty  no  pencil  beauty's  truth  to  lay : 

But  beet  i»  bett^  if  never  intermixed  f — 
Because  he  needs  no  praise,  wilt  thou  be  dumb  ? 

Excuse  not  silence  so ;  for  it  lies  in  thee 
To  make  him  much  out-live  a  gilded  tomb, 

And  to  be  praiesd  of  ages  yet  to  be. 
Then  do  thy  office.  Muse :  I  teach  thee  how 
To  make  him  seem  long  henoe  as  he  shows  now. 


Mt  lore  is  strengthenM,  tho*  more  weak  in  seeming ; 

I  lore  not  less,  though  less  the  show  appear : 
That  love  is  merchandized  whose  rich  esteeming 

The  owner's  tongue  doth  publish  every  where, 
Our  love  was  new,  and  then  but  in  the  spring. 

When  I  was  wont  to  greet  it  with  my  lays ; 
As  Philomel  in  summer's  (Vont  doth  sing. 

And  stops  his  pipe  in  growth  of  riper  days: 
Not  that  tne  summer  is  less  pleasant  now 

Than  when  her  mournnu  hymns  did  hush  the  night, 
But  that  wild  music  burthens  every  bough. 

And  sweets  grown  common  lose  their  dear  delight. 
Therefore,  like  her,  I  sometime  hold  my  tongue. 
Because  I  would  not  dull  you  with  my  song. 


Alack !  what  poverty  my  muse  brings  forth. 

That  having  such  a  scope  to  show  her  pride, 
The  argument,  all  bare,  is  of  more  worth, 

Than  when  it  hath  my  added  praise  beside. 
O  Uame  me  not  if  I  no  more  can  write ! 

Look  in  your  glass,  and  there  appears  a  flice 
That  over-goes  my  blunt  invention  quite, 

Dullmg  my  lines,  and  doing  me  disgrace. 
Were  it  not  sinftil  then,  striving  to  mend. 

To  mar  the  subject  that  before  was  well  ? 
For  to  no  other  pass  my  verses  tend. 

Than  of  your  graces  and  your  gifts  to  tell ; 
And  more,  much  more,  than  in  my  verse  can  sit, 
Your  own  glass  shows  yon,  when  you  look  in  it. 

CIT. 

To  me,  (hir  Mend,  yon  never  can  be  old. 

For  as  you  were,  when  first  your  eye  I  ey'd. 
Such  seems  your  beauty  still.    Three  winten'  cold 

Hare  fh>m  the  forests  shook  three  sumraera'  pride ; 
Three  beauteous  springs  to  ycUow  autumn  tum'd. 

In  process  of  the  seasons  have  I  seen, 
Three  April  perAimes  in  three  hoc  Junes  buru'd. 

Since  flrat  I  saw  you  fresh  which  yet  are  green. 
Ah  !  yet  doth  beauty,  like  a  dial  hand. 

Steal  flrom  his  figure,  and  no  pace  peroolved. 
So  your  sweet  hue,  which  methinks  still  doth  stand. 

Hath  motion,  and  mine  eye  may  be  deceived. 
For  foar  of  which,  bear  this,  thou  age  unbred. 
Bra  you  wera  bora  was  beauty's  summer  deu. 


Let  not  my  love  be  eall'd  idolatry. 

Nor  my  beloved  as  an  idle  show. 
Since  all  alike  my  songs  and  praises  be. 

To  one,  of  one,  still  such,  and  even  so. 
Kind  is  my  love  to-day,  to-morrow  kind, 

Still  constant  in  a  wondrous  excellence 
Therefore  my  verse  to  constancy  confined. 

One  thing  expressing,  leaves  out  difference. 
Fair,  kind,  and  true  is  all  my  argument, 

Fair,  kind,  and  true,  varying  to  other  words ; 
And  in  this  change  is  my  invention  spent. 

Three  themes  in  one,  which  wond'rous  «eope  af- 
Fair,  kind,  and  true,  have  often  lived  alone,  fords. 
Which  three,  till  now,  never  kept  seat  in  one. 


When  in  the  ehronlde  of  wasted  time 

I  see  descripUons  of  the  foirest  wighu, 
And  beauty  making  beautlfhl  old  rtiyme 

In  praise  of  ladies  dead,  and  lovely  knights, 
Then  in  the  Mazon  of  sweet  beauty's  beat. 

Of  hand,  of  foot,  of  lip,  of  eye,  of  brow, 
I  see  their  antique  pen  wotUd  have  express'd 

Even  such  a  beauty  as  you  master  now. 
So  all  their  praises  are  but  prophecies 

Of  this  our  time,  all  you  prefiguring ; 
And,  for  they  look'd  but  with  divining  eyes, 

They  had  not  skill  enough  your  worth  to  sing: 
For  we,  which  now  behold  these  present  days. 
Have  eyea  to  wonder,  but  lack  tongue*  to  praisb. 


Not  mine  own  foara.  nor  the  prophetic  soul 

Of  the  wide  world  dreaming  on  things  to  come. 
Can  yet  the  lease  of  my  true  love  control. 

Supposed  as  forfoit  to  a  confined  doom. 
The  mortal  moon  hath  her  eclipse  endured. 

And  the  sad  augure  mock  their  own  presage ; 
Ineertainties  now  crown  themselves  assured. 

And  peace  proclaims  olives  of  endless  age. 
Now  with  the  drops  of  thih  most  balmy  time 

My  love  looks  ftesh,  and  Death  to  me  subscribes, 
Since  spite  of  him  I'll  live  in  this  poor  rhyme, 
I     While  he  insults  o'er  dull  and  speechless  tribes. 
And  thou  in  this  shalt  find  thy  monument. 
When  tyrant's  crests  and  tombs  of  brass  are  spent. 


What's  in  the  brain  that  ink  may  character. 

Which  hath  not  figured  to  thee  my  true  spirit  T 
What's  new  to  speak,  what  new  to  register. 

That  may  express  my  love,  or  thy  drar  merit  ? 
,  Nothing,  sweet  boy ;  but  yet,  like  prayere  divine, 

I  must  each  day  say  o'er  the  very  same ; 
Counting  no  old  thing  old,  thou  mine,  I  thine. 

Even  as  when  firat  I  hallowed  thy  fhir  name. 
I  So  that  eternal  love  in  love's  (besh  case 

Weighs  not  the  duat  and  injury  of  age. 
Nor  gives  to  necessary  wrinkles  place, 

But  makes  antiquity  for  aye  his  page ; 
Finding  the  first  conceit  of  love  there  bred. 
Where  time  and  outward  form  would  i' 


O  never  say  that  I  was  false  of  heart, 

Though  absence  seem'd  my  fiame  to  qualify, 
As  easy  might  I  from  myself  depart. 

As  fh>m  my  soul  which  in  thy  breast  doth  lie: 
That  is  my  home  of  love :  if  I  have  ranged. 

Like  him  that  travels,  I  retnra  again ; 
Just  to  the  time,  not  with  the  time  exchanged,— 

So  that  myself  bring  water  for  my  ataln. 
Never  believe,  though  in  my  nature  retgn'd 

AU  fMlties  that  besiege  all  kinds  of  blood, 
Thst  It  could  so  preposterously  be  stain'd 

To  leave  fbr  nothing  all  thy  sum  of  good ; 
For  nothing  this  wide  universe  I  call. 
Save  thou,  my  rose ;  in  It  thou  nrt  my  all. 
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AIm  !  'tis  true,  I  have  gone  here  and  thwe, 

And  made  myself  a  moUey  to  the  view. 
Gored  mine  own  thoof  hte,  sold  cheap  what  ia  moet 

Made  old  offences  of  affections  new.  [dear, 

Host  true  it  is,  that  I  have  look'd  on  tmth 

Askance  and  atrangely ;  bat,  by  all  above. 
These  blenches  gave  my  heart  another  youth, 

And  worse  essays  proved  thee  my  best  of  love. 
Now  all  is  done,  save  what  shall  have  no  end : 

Mine  appetite  I  never  more  will  grind 
On  newer  proof,  to  trv  an  older  (hend, 

A  god  in  love,  to  whom  I  am  confined. 
Then  give  me  welcome,  next  my  heaven  the  beat, 
Even  to  thy  pure  and  most  most  loving  breast 


O  Ihr  my  sake  do  you  with  fortune  chide, 

The  guilty  goddess  of  my  harmAil  deeds, 
That  did  not  better  for  my  life  provide. 

Than  public  means,  which  public  manners  breeds. 
Thenoe  comes  it  that  my  name  receives  a  brand, 

And  almost  thence  my  nature  Is  subdued 
To  what  it  works  in,  like  the  dyer's  hand. 

Pity  me  then,  and  wish  I  were  renew'd ; 
Whilst,  like  a  willing  patient,  I  will  drink 

Potions  of  eysell,  'gainst  my  strong  infection ; 
No  biuemess  that  I  wiU  bitter  think. 

Nor  doable  penance  to  correct  correction. 
Pity  me  then,  dear  fViend,  and  I  assure  yo, 
Bven  that  your  pity  is  enough  to  cure  me. 


Tour  love  and  pity  doth  the  impression  fill 

Which  vulgar  seandnl  stamped  upon  my  brow ; 
For  what  care  I  who  calls  me  well  or  ill. 

So  you  o'er-grecn  my  bad,  my  good  allow  ? 
Tou  are  my  alMhe-world,  and  I  must  strive 

To  know  my  shames  and  praises  (torn  your  tongue; 
None  else  to  me,  nor  I  to  none  alive. 

That  my  steel'd  sense  or  changes,  right  or  wrong. 
In  so  profound  abysm  1  throw  all  care 

Of  others'  voices,  that  my  adder's  sense 
To  critic  and  to  flatterer  stopped  are. 

Mark  how  with  my  neglect  I  do  dispense :— 
7ou  are  so  strongly  in  my  purpose  bred. 
That  all  the  world  beaides  methinks  are  dead. 


CXIIL 

Since  I  left  you,  mine  eye  Is  in  my  mind. 

And  that  which  governs  me  to  go  about. 
Doth  part  his  Ainction,  and  Is  partly  blind. 

Seems  seeing,  but  eflectuallv  is  out ; 
For  it  no  form  delivers  to  the  heart 

Of  bird,  of  flower,  or  shape,  which  it  doth  lack; 
Of  his  quick  objects  hath  the  mind  no  part. 

For  his  own  vision  holds  what  it  doth  catch ; 
For  if  it  see  the  rud'st  or  gentlest  sight. 

The  most  sweet  (kvour,  or  deforaied'st  creature, 
The  mountain  or  the  sea,  the  day  or  night, 

The  crow  or  dove,  it  shapes  them  to  your  feature. 
Incapable  of  more,  replete  with  you. 
My  most  true  mind  thus  maketh  mine  untrue.  j 


Those  lines  that  1  before  have  writ,  do  lie. 

Even  those  that  said  I  could  not  love  yoo  dearer 
Yet  then  my  judgment  knew  no  reason  why 

My  most  ftill  dame  should  aJlerwards  bum  clearer. 
But  reckoning  time,  whose  million'd  accidents 

Creep  in  Hwixt  vows,  and  change  decrees  of  kings, 
Tan  aacred  beauty,  blunt  the  sharp'st  intents. 

Divert  strong  minds  to  the  course   of  altering 
Alas !  why  foaring  of  time's  tyranny,  [things; 

Might  I  not  then  aay,  Now  J  lovt  you  bcstf 
When  I  was  certain  o'er  incertainty, 

Crowning  the  present,  doubting  of  the  rest? 
Love  is  a  babe ;  then  might  I  not  say  so. 
To  give  ftill  growth  to  that  which  stUl  do<ih  grow  f 


Let  me  not  to  the  marriage  of  true  minds 
Admit  impediments.    Love  is  not  love 

Which  alters  when  it  alteration  finds. 
Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remove : 

0  no !  It  to  as  ever-fixed  mark. 

That  looks  on  tempests,  and  to  never  ahaken  ; 
It  is  the  star  to  every  wandering  bark,  [taken. 

Whose  worth's  unknown,  although  his  height  be 
Love's  not  Time's  fool,  tho'  rosy  lips  and  clieeks 

Within  his  bending  sickle's  compass  rome. 
Love  alters  not  with  his  brief  hours  and  weeka. 

But  bears  it  out  even  to  the  edge  of  doom. 
If  this  be  error,  and  upon  me  proved, 

1  never  writ,  nor  no  man  ever  loved. 

cxvii. 
Accuse  me  thus ;  that  I  have  scanted  an 

Wherein  I  ahould  your  great  deserts  repay: 
Forgot  upon  your  dearest  love  to  call, 
I     Whereto  all  bonds  do  tie  me  day  by  day : 
Tliat  1  have  flreqncnt  been  with  unknown  minds. 

And  given  to  time  your  own  dear-purchased  right ; 
That  I  have  hoisted  sail  to  all  the  winds 

Which  should  transport  me  forthest  ftom  yoar 
Book  both  my  wilOilness  and  errors  down,     [sight. 

And  on  just  proof,  surmise  accumulate, 
Bring  mo  within  the  level  of  your  (Vown, 

But  ahoot  not  at  me  in  your  waken'd  hate : 
Since  my  appeal  says,  I  did  strive  to  prove 
The  constancy  and  virtue  of  your  love. 

CXVIII. 

Like  as,  to  make  our  appetitea  more  keen. 

With  eager  compounds  we  our  palate  urge : 
As,  to  prevent  our  maladies  unseen. 

We  sicken  to  shun  sickness,  when  we  purge : 
Even  so,  being  Aill  of  your  ne'er-cloying  sweetness. 

To  bluer  sauces  did  I  (Vame  my  feeding, 
And,  sick  of  welfare,  found  a  kind  of  meetnesa 

To  be  diseased,  ere  that  there  was  true  needing. 
Thus  policy  in  love,  to  anticipate 

The  ills  that  were  not,  grew  to  fonlts  assured. 
And  brought  to  medicine  a  healthAil  state. 

Which,  rank  of  goodneaa,  would  by  ill  bo  cured. 
But  thence  I  learn,  and  find  the  lesson  true, 
Drugs  potoon  him  that  so  fell  sick  of  yoa. 


Or  whether  doth  my  mind,  being  crown'd  with  you. 

Drink  up  the  monarch's  plague,  this  flattery, 
Or  whether  shall  I  say  mine  eyes  saith  true. 

And  that  your  love  taught  it  this  alchymy, 
To  make  of  monsters  and  things  indigest. 

Such  cherubims  as  your  sweet  self  resemble, 
Creating  every  bad  a  perfect  best. 

As  fost  as  objects  to  bis  beams  aasemble  1 
O  'tis  the  first ;  'tis  flattery  in  my  seeing, 

And  my  great  mind  must  kingly  drinks  it  up :        . 
Mine  eye  well  knows  what  with  Ills  gust  is  'freeing, 

And  to  his  palate  doth  prepare  the  cup ; 
If  it  be  poison'd,  'tis  the  lesser  sin 
That  mine  eye  loves  it,  and  doth  first  begin. 


What  potions  have  I  drunk  of  Syren  tears, 

DistlU'd  flrom  limbecks  foul  as  heU  within, 
Applying  fears  to  hopes,  and  hopes  to  fears 

Still  losing  when  I  saw  myself  to  win  ! 
What  wretched  errors  hath  my  heart  committed. 

Whilst  it  hath  thought  itself  so  blessed  never.' 
How  have  mine  eyes  out  of  their  spheres  been  fittad. 

In  the  distraction  of  this  madding  fever ! 
0  benefit  of  ill !  now  I  find  true 

That  bettor  is  by  evil  still  made  better  ; 
And  ruln'd  love,  when  it  ia  built  anew, 

Grows  foirer  than  at  first,  more  strong,  Our  gisMr. 
So  I  return  rebuked  to  my  content. 
And  gain  by  ill  thrice  more  than  I  have  speat. 
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That  TOD  W6i«  oneo  nnkiadf  befriendi  mo  now, 

And  for  that  aorrow,  which  I  then  did  fael, 
Naeda  moat  I  onder  my  tranagreaaion  bow, 

Unleaa  my  nenrea  were  braaa  or  bammer'd  ateel. 
For  If  yon  were  by  my  nnkindneaa  shaken, 

Aa  I  by  yonr'a,  yon  have  paaa'd  a  hell  of  time; 
And  I,  a  tyrant,  have  no  leiaore  taken 

To  weigh  how  once  I  auffer'd  in  your  crime. 
O  that  oar  night  of  woe  might  have  remember'd 

My  deepeat  aenae,  how  hard  true  aorrow  hiu. 
And  aoon  to  you,  aa  you  to  me,  then  tender*d 

The  humble  aalve  which  wounded  boaom  flta! 
But  that  your  treapaaa  now  becomea  a  fee  ; 
Mine  raaaom  your'a,  and  your'a  muat  ranaom  ma. 


cxxi. 
*Tia  batter  to  be  vila,  than  vile  eateam'd, 

When  not  to  be  receivea  reproach  of  being. 
And  the  Juat  pleaaure  loat,  which  ia  ao  deemM 

Not  by  our  feeling,  but  by  othera'  aeeing. 
For  why  ahould  others'  (Use  adulterate  eyeo 

Give  aalutatlon  to  my  apoitive  blood? 
Or  on  my  flrailtiea  why  are  flrailer  apiea, 

Which  in  their  willa  count  bad  what  I  think  good  ? 
No,— I  am  that  I  am :  and  they  that  level 

At  my  abuaea,  reckon  up  their  own : 
I  may  he  atraight,  though  they  ihemselvea  be  bevel ; 

By  their  rank  thoughta  my  deeda  must  not  be 
Unleaa  this  general  evil  they  maintain,  [shown ; 
All  man  are  bad,  and  in  their  badneaa  reign. 


Thy  gift,  thy  tablea  are  within  my  brain 

Full  charaeterM  with  laatlng  memory, 
Which  ahall  above  that  Idle  rank  remain, 

Beyond  all  date,  even  to  eternity : 
Or  at  the  leaat  ao  long  aa  brain  and  heart 

Have  faculty  by  nature  to  aubslat ; 
Till  each  to  rated  oblivion  yield  hia  part 

Of  thee,  thy  record  never  can  be  miaa*d. 
That  poor  retention  could  not  ao  much  hold, 

Nor  need  I  tallies,  thy  dear  love  to  aeoro ; 
Therefore  to  give  them  from  me  waa  I  bold, 

To  tniat  thoae  tablea  that  receive  thee  more : 
To  keep  an  adjunct  to  remember  thee, 
Were  to  import  forgetiVilneaa  in  me. 


No !  Time,  thon  ahalt  not  boaat  that  I  do  change : 

Thy  pyramids,  built  up  with  newer  might. 
To  me  are  nothing  novel,  nothing  atrenge ; 

They  are  but  dreaainga  of  a  former  eight. 
Our  dalea  are  brief,  and  therefore  we  aamira 

What  thou  dost  foist  upon  na  that  is  old. 
And  rather  make  them  bom  to  our  deaire. 

Than  think  that  we  before  have  heard  them  told. 
Thr  regiMera  and  thee  I  both  defy. 

Not  wondering  at  the  preaent  nor  the  paat ; 
For  thy  raeorda  and  what  we  aee  doth  lie, 

Made  mora  or  ieaa  by  thy  continual  haate ; 
Thia  I  do  vow,  and  thla  ahall  ever  be, 
I  wUl  be  true,  deapite  thy  acythe  and  thee. 


our. 
Were  it  aught  to  me  I  bore  the  canopy, 

With  my  extern  the  outward  honooring. 
Or  lay*d  gifeat  baaea  for  eternity. 

Which  prove  more  abort  than  waate  or  raining  f 
Have  I  not  aeen  dwellere  on  form  and  favour 

Loae  all,  and  more,  by  paying  too  much  rant. 
For  compound  aweet  foregoing  aimple  savour, 

Pitiftil  thriven,  in  their  gazing  apent  I 
No ;— let  me  be  obaequioua  in  thy  heart. 

And  take  thou  mv  oblation,  poor  but  free, 
Whieh  ia  not  mixM  with  aeeonda,  knowa  no  ail, 

But  mutual  render,  only  me  for  thee. 
Hence,  thou  auborn'd  informer !  a  true  aoul. 
When  moat  impeaeh'd,  ataoda  leaat  in  thy  eontrol. 


O  them,  my  lovely  boy,  who  in  thy  power 
I     Doat  hold  Time'a  fickle  glaaa,  hia  sickle,  hour ; 
I  Who  haat  by  waning  grown,  and  therein  ahow*at 

Thy  lovera  withering,  aa  thy  aweet  aelf  grow'at ! 
If  nature,  aovereign  miatreaa  over  wrack, 

Aa  thon  go'at  onwarda,  atUl  will  pluck  thee  back. 
She  keepa  thee  to  thia  pnrpoae,  that  her  akill 

May  time  diagrace,  and  wretched  minntea  kill 
Yet  foar  her.  O  thou  minion  of  her  pleaaure ; 

She  may  detain,  but  not  atill  keep  her  treaaure: 
Her  audit,  though  delayed,  anawer*d  moat  ha. 
And  her  qulatua  ia  to  render  thaa. 


oxzni. 
Id  the  old  ageblaek  waa  not  eouited  folr, 

Or,  if  it  wen.  it  bore  not  beauty'a  name ; 
But  now  la  blaek  beauty*a  aucceaaive  heir. 

And  beauty  alanderM  with  a  baatard  ahama. 
For  ainoe  each  hand  hath  pat  on  nature's  power. 

Fairing  the  fool  with  art*a  (Uae  borrow'^d  fliee. 
Sweet  beauty  hath  no  name,  no  holy  hour, 
I     But  ia  profoned,  if  not  Uvea  in  diagraee. 
Therefore  my  miatreea'  eyea  are  raven  blaek. 

Her  eyea  ao  auited :  and  they  moornera  aeem 
At  auch,  who  not  bora  foir,  no  beanty  lack. 

Slandering  creation  with  a  folae  esteem : 
Tet  80  they  moara,  becoming  of  their  woe. 
That  every  tongna  aaya,  beamy  ahoald  do  no. 

cxxYin. 
How  oft,  when  thon,  my  mnaie,  moaie  play'ot, 

Upon  that  bleaaed  wood  wboae  motion  aoanda 
With  thy  aweet  flngera,  when  thoa  gently  away'at 
I     The  wiry  concord  that  mine  ear  eonfoanda, 
I  Do  I  envy  thoae  jacka,  that  nimble  leap 

To  kiaa  the  tender  inward  of  thy  hand, 
Whilat  my  poor  lipa.  whieh  ahoald  that  harveat  reap, 

At  the  wood'a  boldneaa  by  thee  bluahlng  atand ! 
To  be  ao  tickled,  they  would  change  their  auta 

And  aitnaiion  with  thoae  dancing  chipa. 
O'er  whom  thv  flngera  walk  with  gentle  gait. 

Making  dead  wood  more  bleaa'd  than  living  Ilpa. 
Sinoe  aaucy  Jacka  ao  happy  are  in  thia. 
Give  them  thy  flngera,  ma  thy  lipa  to  klaa. 


If  my  dear  love  were  bnt  the  child  of  state. 

It  might  for  fortune'a  baatard  be  unfother'd, 
Aa  aubjeet  to  Time'a  love,  or  to  Time's  hate, 

Weeda  among  weeda,  or  flowere  with  flowere  laih- 
No,  it  waa  bullded  for  lh>m  accident :  [er'd. 

It  aoflbn  not  in  amiiing  pomp,  nor  foUa 
Under  the  blow  of  thralled  diacontent, 

Whereto  the  inviting  time  our  foahion  ealla : 
It  foara  not  policy,  that  heretic, 

Which  worka  on  leaaea  of  nhort>namber*d  hoan. 
Bat  all  alone  atanda  hugely  politic. 

That  It  not  growa  with  heat,  nor  drowna  with 
To  thla  I  witneaa  call  the  foola  of  time,  [ahowera. 
Which  dla  for  goodneaa,  who  have  lived  for  crime. 


The  expenae  of  apirtt  in  a  waate  of  ahama 

la  luet  in  action ;  and  till  action,  Inat 
la  nerjurad,  marderooa,  bloody,  foil  of  blame, 

Savage,  extreme,  rade,  crael,  not  to  traat'; 
Bnjoy'd  no  aooner  but  deaplaed  atraight : 

Paat  reaaon  hnnted,  and  no  aooner  had, 
Paat  reaaon  hated,  aa  a  awallow'd  bait, 

On  pnrpoae  laid  to  make  the  taker  mad: 
Mad  in  parauit,  and  in  poaaeaaion  ao ; 

Had,  naving,  and  in  qneat  to  have,  extreme ; 
A  bliaa  In  proof,— and  proved,  a  very  woe ; 

Before,  a  joy  propoaed ;  behind,  a  dream ; 
All  thia  the  world  well  knowa ;  yet  none  knowa  wan 
I  To  ahon  the  haavaa  that  laoda  bmi  to  thlt  haU. 
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My  mistrem'  ey«e  are  noUiing  like  tho  mm : 

Coral  is  far  more  red  than  her  lipa*  red : 
If  aiiow  be  white,  why  then  her  breasts  are  dan  ; 

If  hairs  be  wirea,  blaek  wirea  grow  on  her  head. 
I  hare  aeen  roses  damaakM,  red  and  white, 

But  DO  each  roses  see  I  In  her  cheeks ; 
And  in  some  perflimee  is  there  more  delight 

Than  in  tbe  breath  that  fVom  my  miatress  reeks. 
I  love  to  hear  her  speak,— yet  well  I  know 

That  mosle  hath  a  ftr  more  pleaaing  sound ; 
I  grant  I  nerer  saw  a  goddess  go,—  [ground  ; 

My  mistress,  when  she  walks,  treada  on  the 
And  yet,  by  heaven,  I  think  my  love  as  rare 
As  any  she  bely*d  with  fhlae  compare. 

cxzxx. 
Thou  art  as  tyrannous,  so  as  thou  art, 

As  those  whose  beauties  proudly  make  them  cruel ; 
For  well  thou  know'st  to  my  dear  doting  heart 

Thou  art  the  fkirest  and  most  precious  jewel. 
Tet,  in  good  fhlth,  some  say  that  thee  behold, 

liiy  fkce  hath  not  the  power  to  make  love  groan : 
To  aay  they  err,  I  dare  not  be  ao  bold, 

Although  I  swear  It  to  myself  alone. 
And,  to  be  sure  that  is  not  fiilse  I  swear, 

A  thousand  groana,  but  thinking  on  thy  faoe, 
One  on  another'a  neck,  do  witneas  bear 

Thy  black  is  fiiirest  in  my  judgment's  place. 
In  nothing  art  thou  black,  save  in  thy  deeds. 
And  thenoe  this  slander,  as  I  think,  proceeda. 


Thine  eyes  I  love,  and  they,  as  pitying  roe. 

Knowing  thy  heart,  torment  me  with  disdain ; 
Have  put  on  black,  and  loving  moumera  be, 

Looking  with  pretty  ruth  upon  my  pain. 
And  truly  not  the  morning  sun  of  heaven 

Better  becomes  the  gray  cheeks  of  the  east, 
Nor  that  fhll  star  that  ushers  in  the  even, 

Doth  half  that  glory  to  the  sober  west. 
As  those  two  mourning  eyes  become  thy  (hce : 

0  let  it  then  as  well  beseem  thy  heart 
To  mourn  for  me,  since  mourning  doth  thee  grace. 

And  suit  thy  pity  like  in  every  part. 
Then  will  I  swear  beauty  herself  is  black, 
And  all  they  foul  that  thy  complexion  lack. 


Beshrew  that  heart  that  makes  my  heart  to  groan 

For  that  deep  wound  it  glvea  my  flriend  and  me ! 
Is*t  not  enough  to  torture  me  alone. 

But  slave  to  slavery  my  sweetest  flriend  must  be  ? 
Me  from  myself  thy  cruel  eye  hath  taken. 

And  my  next  self  thou  harder  hast  engrosa'd, 
Of  him,  myself,  and  thee,  I  am  forsaken  ; 

A  torment  thrice  three-fold  thus  to  be  crossM. 
Prison  my  heart  in  thy  ateel  bosom's  ward, 

But  then  my  Mend's  heart  let  my  poor  heart  bail ; 
Whoe'er  keeps  me,  let  my  heart  be  hia  guard ; 

Thou  canat  not  then  use  rtgour  in  my  gaol : 
And  yet  thou  wilt ;  for  I,  being  pent  in  thee, 
Peribroe  am  thine,  and  all  that  ia  in  me 


80  now  I  have  eonfoss'd  that  he  is  thine. 

And  I  myself  am  mortgaged  to  thy  will ; 
Myaeif  I!ll  forftlt,  ao  that  other  mine 

Thou  wilt  restore,  to  be  my  comfort  still : 
But  thou  wilt  not,  nor  he  will  not  be  ftee. 

For  thou  art  covetous,  and  he  is  kind ; 
He  leam'd  but,  surety-like,  to  write  for  me. 

Under  that  bond  that  him  aa  flist  doth  bind. 
The  statute  of  thy  beauty  thou  wilt  take, 

Thou  usurer,  that  put'st  forth  all  to  use. 
And  sue  a  ftiend.  came  debtor  for  my  aeke ; 

So  him  I  lose  through  my  unkind  abuse. 
Him  have  I  lost ;  thou  hast  both  him  and  me ; 
He  paya  the  whole,  and  yet  I  am  not  free. 


Whoever  hath  her  wtah,  thou  hast  thy  wOl, 

And  will  to  boot,  and  will  in  overplus ; 
More  than  enough  am  I  that  vex  thee  still, 

To  thy  sweet  will  making  addition  thus. 
Wilt  thou,  whose  will  is  large  and  spacious. 

Not  once  vauchsafo  to  hide  my  will  in  thine 
Shall  will  in  others  seem  right  gracious, 

And  in  my  will  no  foir  acceptance  ahine  t 
The  sea,  ail  water,  yet  receives  rain  still. 

And  in  abundance  addeth  to  hi*  store ; 
So  thou,  being  rich  in  will,  add  10  thy  will 

One  will  of  mine,  to  make  thy  large  will  mora. 
Let  no  unkind,  no  fldr  beseeches  kill ; 
Think  all  but  one,  and  me  in  that  one  WiU, 


It  thy  soul  check  thee  that  I  come  so  near, 

Swear  to  thy  blind  aoul  that  I  waa  thy  will 
And  will,  thy  soul  knows,  is  admitled  there ; 

Thus  for  for  love,  my  love-suit,  sweet,  fuUll. 
Will  will  Ailfll  the  treasure  of  thy  love. 

Ay,  fill  it  1^  with  wills,  and  my  will  one. 
In  things  of  great  receipt  with  ease  we  prove ; 

Among  a  number  one  is  reckon'd  none. 
Then  in  the  number  let  me  pass  untold. 

Though  in  thy  stores'  account  I  one  must  be; 
For  nothing  hold  me,  so  it  pleaae  thee  hold 

That  nothing  me,  a  aomething  sweet  to  thee : 
Make  but  my  name  thy  love,  and  love  that  still. 
And  then  thou  lov'st  me,— for  my  name  is  WiU 


Thou  blind  fool  Love,  what  dost  thou  to  mine  eys 

That  they  behold,  and  aee  not  what  they  see  ? 
They  know  what  beauty  is,  see  where  it  lies, 

Yet  what  the  best  is,  take  the  wont  to  be. 
If  eyes,  corrupt  by  over-partial  looka. 

Be  ancbor'ci  in  the  bay  where  all  men  ride, 
Why  of  eyes'  folsehood  hast  thou  forged  hooks, 

W  hereto  tbe  judgment  of  my  heart  is  tied  ? 
Why  should  my  heart  think  that  a  several  plot. 

Which  my  heart  knows  the  wide  world's  coounoii 
Or  mine  eyes  seeing  this,  say  this  is  not,       [place  ? 

To  put  Ihir  truth  upon  ao  foul  a  foce ; 
In  things  right  true  my  heart  and  eyes  have  err*d. 
And  to  this  fUse  plague  are  they  now  transferred. 

CXXXTIIX. 

When  my  love  sweara  that  she  is  made  of  tnub, 

I  do  believe  her,  though  I  know  she  lies ; 
That  she  might  think  nie  some  untutor'd  youth, 

Unlearned  in  the  world's  (Use  subtilties. 
Thus  vainly  thinking  that  she  thinks  me  young. 

Although  she  knows  my  days  are  past  the  best. 
Simply  I  credit  her  folse-speaking  tongue. 

On  both  sides  thus  ia  simple  truth  supprest. 
But  wherefore  says  ahe  not,  she  is  unjust  ? 

And  wherefore  say  not  I,  that  I  am  old ! 
O  love's  best  habit  is  in  seeming  trust. 

And  age  in  love  loves  not  to  have  years  told : 
Therefore  I  lie  with  her,  and  she  with  me, 
And  in  our  foulu  by  lies  we  flatter'd  be. 


O  call  not  me  to  justify  the  wrong. 

That  thy  unkindness  lays  upon  my  heart ; 
Wound  me  not  with  thine  eye,  but  with  thy  tongue,* 

Use  power  with  power,  and  slay  me  not  by  art. 
Tell  me  thou  lovest  elsewhere ;  but  in  my  sight. 

Dear  heart,  forbear  to  glance  thine  eye  aside. 
What  need's!  thou  wound  with  cunning  when  thy 

Is  more  than  my  oppress'd  defonce  can  'bide?  [might 
Let  me  excuse  thee :  ah !  my  love  well  knows 

Her  pretty  looks  have  been  mine  enemies ; 
And  therefore  flrom  my  foce  she  tunis  my  fbes. 

That  they  elsewhere  might  dart  their  iignries : 
Yet  do  not  so,  but  since  I  am  near  alain. 
Kill  me  outright  with  looka,  and  rid  my  pain. 
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Be  wise  aa  thou  art  cruel ;  do  not  preee 

My  tongue-tied  patieuce  with  to  much  diadaln  i 
Leet  Borrow  lend  me  worda^  and  worda  expreaa 

The  manner  of  my  pity-wanting  pain. 
If  I  might  teach  thee  wit,  better  It  were, 

Though  not  to  Ioyc,  yet,  lore,  to  tell  me  ao ; 
(Aa  teaty  aiek  men,  when  their  deatha  be  near. 

No  newa  but  health  (torn  their  phyaiciane  know : ) 
For,  if  I  ahould  deepair,  I  should  grow  mad. 

And  in  my  madneas  might  apeak  ill  of  thee : 
Now  thia  ill- wresting  worid  haa  grown  ao  bad, 

Mad  alanderers  by  mad  eara  believed  be. 
That  I  may  not  be  ao,  nor  thou  bely'd,  [wide. 

Bear  thine  eyea  atralght,  though  thy  proud  heart  go 


In  fhith  f  do  not  lore  thee  with  mine  eyea, 

For  they  in  thee  a  thouaand  errora  note  ; 
But  tla  my  heart  that  lovea  what  they  deaplae, 

Who  in  despite  of  Tlew  ia  pleaaed  to  dote. 
Nor  are  mv  eara  with  thy  tongue's  tune  delighted ; 

Nor  tenMT  Ibeling,  to  base  touchea  prone. 
Nor  taate  nor  amell,  desire  to  be  invited 

To  any  aenaual  feaat  with  thee  alone : 
But  my  five  wits,  nor  my  five  senses  can 

Dissuade  one  foolish  heart  from  aerving  thee, 
Who  leavea  unaway'd  the  likeness  of  a  man. 

Thy  proud  heart'a  alave  and  vaaaal  wretch  to  be ; 
Only  my  plague  thua  Aur  I  count  my  gain. 
That  ahe  that  makea  me  ain,  awards  me  pain. 


Love  ia  my  ain,  and  thy  dear  virtue  hate, 

Hate  of  my  ain,  grounded  on  ainfhl  loving : 
O  but  with  mine  compare  thou  thine  own  atate, 

And  thou  ahalt  find  it  merita  not  reproving ; 
Or,  if  it  do,  not  from  those  lips  of  thine, 

That  have  profluied  their  scarlet  omamenta, 
And  seal'd  (Use  bonds  of  love  aa  oft  aa  mine ; 

Robb'd  others'  beds  revenuee  of  their  rents. 
Be  it  lawflil  I  love  thee,  aa  thou  lov'at  thoae 

Whom  thine  eyes  woo  as  mine  importune  thee : 
Root  pity  in  thy  heart,  that  when  it  growa, 

Thy  pity  may  deaerve  to  pitied  be. 
If  thou  dost  aeek  to  have  what  thou  doat  hide, 
By  aelf-example  may'at  thou  be  denied ! 


Lo,  aa  a  careflil  house-wifb  runs  to  catch 

One  of  her  fisather'd  creatures  broke  away. 
Seta  down  her  babe,  and  makea  all  swift  dispatch, 

In  pursuit  of  the  thing  ahe  would  have  stay ; 
Whilst  her  neglected  child  holds  her  in  chase, 

Crlea  to  catch  her  whose  busy  care  ia  bent 
To  follow  that  which  tUea  before  ber  fkce. 

Not  prizing  her  poor  inflint's  discontent ; 
80  run'st  thou  after  that  which  fliea  fh>m  thee, 

Whilst  I  thy  babe  chase  thee  afkr  behind ; 
But  if  tbou  catch  thy  hope,  turn  back  to  nie, 

And  play  tbe  mother's  part,  kiaa  me,  be  kind : 
So  will  I  pray  that  thou  may'st  have  thy  Will, 
If  thou  turn  back,  and  my  loud  crying  atill. 


Two  lovea  I  have  of  comfort  and  despair, 

Which  like  two  apirita  do  suggest  mo  atiU ; 
The  better  angel  la  a  man  right  fair. 

The  woraer  aplrit  a  woman,  coloured  UL 
Tu  win  me  soon  to  hell,  my  female  evil 

Tempteth  my  better  angel  flrom  my  aide, 
And  would  corrupt  my  aaint  to  be  a  devil. 

Wooing  his  purity  with  her  foul  pride. 
And  whother  that  my  angel  be  tum'd  fiend, 

Suspect  I  may,  yet  not  directly  tell ; 
Bat  being  both  fW>m  me,  both  to  each  fHend, 

I  gueaa  one  angel  In  another'a  hell. 
Yet  thia  shall  I  ne'er  know,  but  live  in  doubt. 
Till  my  bad  angel  fire  my  good  one  out. 


Thoae  Upa  that  Love's  own  hand  did  make. 

Breathed  (brth  the  sound  that  aaid,  /  Aote, 
To  me  that  languiahM  for  her  aake : 

But  when  ahe  aaw  my  woefhl  ataie. 
Straight  in  her  heart  did  mercy  come. 

Chiding  that  tongue,  that  ever  aweet 
Waa  used  in  giving  gentle  doom ; 

And  uught  it  thus  a-new  to  greet : 
/  hate  ahe  alter'd  with  an  end, 

That  foUow'd  It  aa  gentle  day 
Doth  (Mlow  night,  who  like  a  fiend 

From  heaven  to  heU  la  flown  away. 
/  hate  (torn  hate  away  ahe  threw, 
And  aaved  my  lift,  aaying— 2VU  yon. 

ezLYi. 
Poor  aonl,  the  centre  of  my  alnfViI  aartb, 

Fool'd  by  those  rebel  powers  that  thee  amy, 
Why  doat  thou  pine  within,  and  suffer  dearth, 

Painting  thy  outward  walla  ao  costly  gayl 
Why  ao  large  ooat,  having  ao  short  a  leaae, 

Doat  thou  upon  thy  fkding  manalon  apendT 
Shall  worme,  Inberltora  of  thia  exoeaa, 

Eat  up  thy  charge !    Ia  this  thy  body's  end  f 
Then,  soul,  live  thou  upon  thy  servsnt's  loss. 

And  let  that  pine  to  aggravate  thy  store ; 
Buy  terma  divine  in  aelling  houra  of  droaa ; 

Within  be  fbd,  without  be  rich  no  more : 
So  Shalt  thou  (k«d  on  death,  that  feeda  on  men, 
And  Death  once  dead,  there'a  no  more  dying  then. 

CXLTII. 

My  love  ia  aa  a  fbver,  longing  still 

For  that  which  longer  nurseth  the  disease ; 
Feeding  on  that  which  doth  preserve  the  ill. 

The  uncertain  sickly  appetite  to  pleaae. 
My  reason,  the  physician  to  my  love. 

Angry  that  hie  preacriptlona  are  not  kept. 
Hath  left  me,  and  I  deaperate  now  approve, 

Deaire  ia  death,  which  physic  did  except. 
Paat  cure  I  am,  now  reason  is  past  care, 

And  fhmtie-mad  with  ever-more  unrest ; 
My  thoughu  and  my  dlacourse,  as  mad  men*S  an. 

At  random  fVom  the  truth  vainly  expreaa'd ; 
For  I  have  awom  thee  fUr,  and  thought  thee  brlglM, 
Who  art  aa  black  aa  hell,  aa  dark  aa  night. 


O  me!  what  eyea  hath  love  pot  In  my  head. 

Which  have  no  correapondence  with  true  eight  T 
Or,  if  they  have,  where  ia  my  judgment  fled. 

That  cenaurea  fUsely  what  they  aee  aright  T 
If  that  be  fair  whereon  my  falae  eyes  dote. 

What  meana  the  world  to  say  it  la  not  ao  ? 
If  it  be  not,  then  love  doth  well  denote 

Love'a  eye  ia  not  ao  true  aa  all  men'a :  no. 
How  can  it  t    O,  how  can  Love's  eye  be  true. 

That  ia  ao  vex'd  with  watching  and  with  teara  ? 
No  marvel  then  though  I  mistake  my  view ; 

The  ann  itself  sees  not,  till  heaven  clears. 
O,  cunning  Love !  with  tears  thou  keep'st  me  blind, 
I<e8t  eyea  weU-aeeing  thy  foul  fhulta  ahotild  find. 


Canat  thou,  O  cruel !  aay  I  love  thee  not. 

When  I.  againat  myaelf,  with  thee  partaks  f 
Do  I  not  think  on  thee,  when  1  fbrgot 

Am  of  myaelf,  all  tyrant,  for  thy  aake  ? 
Who  hateth  thee  that  I  do  call  my  fMend  T 

On  whom  fh)wn'st  thou  that  I  do  fkwn  upon? 
Nay,  if  thou  low'r'at  on  me,  do  I  not  apend 

Revenge  upon  myaelf  with  preaent  moant 
What  merit  do  I  in  myaelf  reapeet. 

That  ia  ao  proud  thy  aerviee  to  despise. 
When  all  my  beat  doth  worahip  thy  defbet, 

Commanded  by  the  motion  of  thine  eyes  f 
But,  love,  hate  on,  for  now  I  know  thy  mind ; 
Thoae  that  ean  aee  thou  lov'st,  and  I  am  blind. 
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O  (Vom  what  power  hast  thou  thia  powerful  might. 

What  iiiaufflriency  my  heart  to  sway  ? 
To  make  me  £ire  the  lie  to  my  true  sight, 

And  swear  that  brightness  dof  b  not  grace  the  day  ? 
Whence  hast  thou  this  becoming  of  things  ill, 

That  in  the  very  revise  of  thy  deeds 
There  is  such  strength  and  warranties  of  skill, 

That  in  my  mind,  thy  worst  all  best  exceeds  T 
Who4aught  thee  how  to  make  me  love  thee  more, 

The  more  I  hear  and  see  just  cause  of  hate  ? 
O,  though  I  lore  what  others  do  abhor, 

With  others  thou  shouid'st  not  abhor  my  itats ; 
If  thy  unworthiness  raised  love  in  me. 
If  ore  worthy  I  to  be  beloved  of  thee. 


Love  Is  too  young  to  know  what  conscience  Is ; 

Tet  who  knows  not  conscience  is  bom  of  love? 
Then,  gentle  cheater,  urge  not  my  amiss. 

Lest  guilty  of  my  Ihults  thy  sweet  self  prove. 
For  thou  betraying  me,  1  do  betray 

My  nobler  part  to  my  gross  body*s  treason ; 
Ify  soul  duth  tell  my  body  that  he  may 

Triumph  in  love ;  flesh  stays  no  farther  reason ; 
But  rising  at  thy  name,  doth  point  out  thee 

As  his  triumphant  pnxe.    Proud  of  this  pride, 
Be  is  contented  thy  poor  drudge  to  be. 

To  stand  in  thy  affkirs,  (Ul  by  thy  side. 
No  want  of  eonsrience  hold  it  that  I  call 
Hot  love,  for  whose  dear  love  I  rise  and  (kll. 


In  loving  thee  thou  know'st  I  am  forsworn, 
But  thou  art  twice  forsworn,  to  me  love  swearing  ,- 

In  act  thy  bed- vow  broke,  and  new  fiiith  torn, 
In  vowing  new  hate  after  new  love  bearing. 

Bu  why  of  two  oaths*  breach  do  I  accuse  thee. 
When  I  break  twenty  ?  I  am  perjured  most ; 

For  all  my  vows  are  oaths  but  to  misuse  thee. 


And  all  my  honest  fkith  in  thee  is  lost : 
For  I  have  sworn  deep  oaths  of  thy  deep  kindness. 

Oaths  of  thy  love,  thy  truth,  thy  constancy; 
And,  to  enlighten  thee,  gave  eyes  to  blindness. 

Or  made  them  swear  against  the  thing  they  see , 
For  I  have  sworn  thee  fair ;  more  perjured  I, 
To  swear,  against  the  troth,  so  foul  a  lie. 


Cupid  layM  by  his  brand,  and  fell  asleep : 

A  maid  of  Dian's  this  advantage  found, 
And  his  love-kindling  fire  did  quickly  steep 

In  a  cold  vallev-founuin  of  that  ground ; 
Which  borrowed  Qrom  this  holy  fire  of  love 

A  dateless  lively  heat,  still  to  endure, 
And  grew  a  seething  bath,  which  yet  men  prove 

Agiinst  strange  maladies  a  sovereign  cure. 
But  at  my  mistress*  eye  love's  brand  new-fired. 

The  boy  for  trial  needs  would  touch  ray  breast ; 
I  sick  withal,  the  help  of  bath  desired. 

And  thither  hied,  a  aad  distempered  guest. 
But  ft>und  no  cure ;  the  bath  fw  my  help  lies 
Where  Cupid  got  new  fire ;  my  mistress'  eyes. 


The  little  love-fod  lying  once  asleep, 

Laid  by  his  side  his  heart-inflaming  brand, 
Whilst  many  nymphs  that  vowed  chaste  Ufb  to  keep. 

Came  tripping  by ;  but  in  her  maiden  hand 
The  fkirest  votary  took  up  that  fire 

Which  many  legions  or  true  hearts  had  warm'd ; 
And  so  the  general  of  hot  desire 

Was  sleeping  by  a  virgin  hand  disarm'd. 
This  brand  she  quenched  in  a  cod  well  by. 

Which  ftom  love's  fire  took  heat  perpetual, 
Growing  a  bath  and  helpful  remedy 

For  men  diseased ;  bm  I,  my  mistress*  thrall, 
;  Came  here  for  cure,  and  this  by  that  I  prove. 
Love's  fire  heau  water,  water  cools  not  love. 
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Did  not  the  hearenljr  rhetoric  of  thine  eye, 

'Oainat  whom  the  world  cannot  hold  argumeot, 
Perauflde  my  heart  to  this  falie  peijory  T 

VowB  for  thee  broke  deserve  not  puniahmenly 
A  woman  I  forswore ;  but  I  will  prove, 

Thou  being  a  goddess,  I  forswore  not  thee : 
My  vow  was  earthly,  thou  a  heavenly  love ; 

Thy  gnoo  being  galn'd,  cures  all  dlsgnoe  in  me. 
llyvow  was  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is ; 

Then,  thou  fair  sun,  which  on  my  earth  dost  shine, 
Eshal*M  this  vapour  vow ;  in  thee  it  is : 

If  broken,  then  it  is  no  fault  of  mine. 
If  by  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  so  wise 
To  break  an  oath,  to  win  a  paradiset 


Sweet  Cytherea,  sitting  by  a  brook. 

With  young  Adonis,  lovely,  ftash,  and  green, 
Did  court  the  lad  with  many  a  lovely  look, 

Such  looks  as  none  couki  look  but  beauty's  quem. 
She  tokl  him  stories  to  delight  his  ear; 

She  showM  him  (hvours  to  allure  his  eye ; 
To  win  his  heart,  she  touched  him  here  and  there : 

Touches  so  soft  still  conquer  chastity. 
But  whether  unripe  years  did  want  conceit, 

Or  he  refused  to  take  her  figured  prolfer. 
The  tender  nibbler  woukl  not  touch  the  bait, 

But  smile  and  lest  at  every  gentle  oflbr : 
Then  fell  she  on  her  back,  fair  queen,  and  toward ; 
Ha  rose  and  ran  away;  ah,  fool  too  froward  ! 


•'If  love  make  meforsworn,how  shall  I  swear  to  love? 

O  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vow*d : 

Tho'  to  myself  fomwom,  to  thee  IMi  constant  prove ; 

Those  tho^ts  tome  Itkeoaks,  to  thee  like  osiere bow'd. 

Study  his  bias  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine  eyes. 

Where  all  those  pleasures  live,  that  art  can  com- 

£rehend.  [flee ; 

dge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  shall  suf- 
WeU  learned  is  that  tongue  that  weU  can  thee 
commend ; 
AH  Ignorant  that  soul  that  sees  thee  without  wonder ; 
Which  is  to  me  some  praise,  that  I  thy  parts  admire : 
Thine  eye  Jove's  lightning  seems,  thy  voice  his 
dreadful  thunder. 
Which  (not  to  anger  bent)  is  music  and  sweet  fire. 
Celestial  as  thou  art,  O  do  not  love  that  wrong. 
To  sing  the  heaven's  praise  with  such  an  earthly 

[tongue." 
nr. 
Scarce  had  the  sun  dried  up  the  dewy  mom. 

And  scarce  the  herd  gone  to  the  hedge  for  shade, 
When  Cytherea,  all  in  love  forlorn, 

A  longing  tarriance  for  Adonis  made, 
Under  an  osier  growing  by  a  brook, 

A  brook,  where  Adon  used  to  cool  his  spleen. 
Hoi  was  the  day ;  she  hoUer  that  did  look 

For  his  approach,  that  often  there  had  been. 
Anon  he  comes,  and  throws  bis  mantle  by, 

And  stood  stark  naked  on  the  brook's  green  brim ; 
The  sun  look'd  on  the  world  with  glorious  eye, 

Yet  not  so  wistly  as  this  queen  on  him: 
He  spying  her,  bounced  in,  whereas  he  stood ; 
««0  Jove,"  quoth  she,  *«  why  was  not  I  a  floodf 


M  Fair  is  my  love,  but  not  so  (Ur  as  flekle, 
Mlkl  as  a  dove,  but  neither  tme  nor  trusty ; 

Brighter  than  glass  is,  and  yet,  as  glass  is,  brittle, 
Softer  than  wax,  and  yet,  as  iron,  rusty: 

A  little  pale,  with  damask  die  to  grace  her, 

Muoe  faurer,  nor  none  Ihlser  lo  deface  her. 


Her  lips  to  mine  how  often  hath  she  Joined, 

Between  each  kiss  her  oaths  of  true  love  swearing ; 
How  many  tales  to  please  me  hath  she  coin'd, 

Dreading  mv  love,  the  loss  whereof  still  fearing! 
Yet  in  the  midst  of  all  her  pure  protestings. 
Her  fUth,  her  oaths,  her  tears,  and  all  were  Jestlnga. 
She  burnt  with  love,  as  straw  with  Are  flameth. 

She  burnt  out  love,  as  soon  os  straw  out  bumeth ; 
She  fhuned  the  love,  and  yet  she  foil'd  the  ftaining, 

She  bade  love  last,  and  yet  she  fell  a  turning. 
Was  this  a  lover,  or  a  lecher  whether? 
Bad  in  the  best,  though  excellent  in  neither. 


^If  music  and  sweet  poetry  agree. 

As  they  must  needs,  the  sisler  and  the  brother. 
Then  must  the  love  be  great  Hwixt  thee  and  me. 

Because  thou  lov'st  the  one,  and  I  the  other. 
Dowland  to  thee  is  dear,  whose  heavenly  touch 

Upon  the  lute  doth  ravish  human  sense ; 
Spenser  to  me,  whose  deep  conceit  is  such. 

As  passing  all  conceit,  needs  no  defence. 
Thou  lov'st  to  hear  the  sweet  melodious  sound, 

That  Phoebus'  lute,  the  queen  of  music,  makes ; 
And  I  in  deep  delight  am  cliiefly  drown'd, 

Whenas  himself  to  singing  he  betakes. 
One  god  is  god  of  both,  as  poets  feign ; 
One  knight  loves  both,  and  both  in  thee  remain." 


Fair  was  the  mora,  when  the  lUr  queen  of  love, 

•  •  •  •  • 

Paler  for  sorrow  than  her  milk-white  dove. 

For  Aden's  sake,  a  youngster  proud  and  wild ; 
Her  stand  she  takes  upon  a  steep-up  hill: 

Anon  Adonis  comes  with  horn  and  hounds ; 
She,  silly  queen,  with  more  than  love's  good  will, 

Forbsde  the  boy  he  shouki  not  pass  those  grounds : 
^^Onoe,"  quoth  she,  ^  did  1  see  a  fair  sweet  youth 

Here  in  these  brakes  deep-wounded  with  a  boar, 
Deep  in  the  thigh,  a  spectacle  of  ruth ! 
See  In  my  Ihigh,  (auoth  she,)  here  was  the  sore:" 
She  showed  hers :  be  saw  more  wounds  than  one, 
And  blushing  fled,  and  left  her  all  alone. 


viu. 
*^  Sweet  roae,fUr  flower,untlmel 
Pluck'd  in  the  bud,  and  fa  ' 


*d,soonflKied, 
in  the  spring  t 
Blight  orient  pearl,  alack !  too  timely  shaded ! 

Fair  creature,  kill'd  too  soon  by  death's  sharp  stingi 
Like  a  green  plum  that  hangs  upon  a  tree. 

And  mils,  through  wind,  before  the  fall  should  be. 
I  weep  for  thee,  and  yet  no  cause  I  have ; 

For  whvT  thou  leftist  me  nothing  in  thy  WUL 
And  yet  thou  lefl'st  me  more  than  I  did  crave ; 

For  why  f  I  craved  nothing  of  thee  still : 
O  yes,  dear  friend,  I  pardon  crave  of  thee ; 
Thy  discontent  thou  didst  bequeath  to  me." 


Fair  Venus  with  Adonis  sitting  by  her, 

Under  a  myrtle  shade,  began  to  woo  falm: 
She  told  the  youngling  how  god  Mars  did  try  her, 

And  as  he  fell  to  her,  she  fell  to  him.  [me ;" 

^  Even  thus,"  quoth  she,  ^  the  warlike  god  embraced 

And  then  she  cllp'd  Adonis  In  her  arms :      [me ;" 
t^Even  thus,"  quoth  she,  •*  the  warlike  god  unlaced 

As  if  the  boy  shouki  use  such  like  loving  charms. 
**Even  thus,"  quoth  she, »  he  seixed  on  my  lips," 

And  with  her  lips  on  his  did  act  the  seizure ; 
And  as  she  fetched  breath,  away  he  skips ; 

And  wouki  not  take  her  meaning  nor  her 
Ah  I  that  I  had  my  lady  at  this  bay. 
To  kiss  and  cUp  me  tm  I  run  away  1 
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Crabbed  age  and  youth 

Cannot  iTvo  tugethor; 
Youth  is  run  of  pleaaaooe) 

Age  is  Aill  of  care : 
Youth  like  summer  mora, 

Age  like  winter  weather; 
Youth  like  summer  brave, 

Age  like  winter  bare. 
Youth  is  full  of  sport, 
Age*s  breath  is  short. 

Youth  is  nimble,  age  Is  lame : 
Youth  is  hot  and  bold. 
Age  is  weak  and  cold ; 

Youth  is  wlkl,  and  age  is  tame. 
Age,  I  do  abhor  thee, 
Youlh,  I  do  adore  thee : 

O,  mv  love,  my  love  is  young: 
Age,  I  do  deiy  thee ; 
O,  sweet  shepherd,  hie  thee, 

For  methinks  thou  stay'st  too  long 


Beautv  is  but  a  vain  and  doubtful  good, 

A  shining  gloss,  that  Ikdeth  suddenly ; 
A  flower  that  dies,  when  first  it  V^"*  to  bud ; 

A  brittle  glass  that's  broken  presently : 
A  doubtful  gMMi,  a  gloss,  a  glass,  a  flower. 
Lost,  (kded,  broken,  dead  within  an  hour. 
And  as  goods  lost  are  seld  or  never  found. 

As  fhded  gloss  no  rubbing  will  re(h»h, 
As  flowers  dead,  lie  witlierM  on  the  ground, 

As  broken  glass  no  cement  can  redress. 
Bo  beauty,  blemish'd  once,  for  everts  lost. 
In  spite  of  physic,  painting,  pain,  and  ooeL 


(*  Good  night,  good  rest.  Ah  t  neither  be  my  share  :** 

She  bade  giMd  night,  tliat  kept  my  rest  away ; 
And  daft  me  to  a  cabin  hang'd  with  care. 

To  descant  on  tlie  doubts  of  my  decay. 
«*  Farewell,"  quo'  she,  »*  and  come  again  to-^nomiw;'* 
Farewell  1  could  not,  for  I  suppM  with  sorrow. 
**  Yet  at  my  parting  sweetlv  did  she  smilo, 

In  scorn  or  nriendaliip,  mil  I  construe  whethw: 
May  be,  shejoy'd  tojeta  at  my  exile. 

Hay  be,  again  to  make  me  wander  thither: 
Wmnder,  a  word  for  shadows  like  myself. 
As  take  the  pain,  but  cannot  pluck  the  peU, 


•(Lord,  how  mine  eyes  throw  gazes  to  the  east  I 

Hy  heart  doth  charge  Uie  watch ;  the  morning  rise 
Doth  cite  each  moving  seuao  fhim  idle  rest. 

Not  daring  tnut  the  f)tHco  of  mine  eyes, 
While  Philomela  sits  and  sings,  I  sit  and  mark, 
And  wish  her  lays  were  tuned  like  the  lark ; 
M  For  she  doth  welcome  day-light  with  her  ditty. 

And  drives  away  dork  diamal-dreamiug  night : 
The  night  so  pack*d,  1  poet  unto  my  prettv ; 

Heart  hath  bis  hope,  and  eyes  tlieir  wished  sight ; 
Sorrow  changed  to  sulace,  suiuce  niix'd  with  sorrow; 
For  why  ¥  she  sigh'd,  and  bade  me  come  tomorrow. 
**  Were  I  with  her,  the  night  would  post  too  soon ; 

But  now  are  minutes  adcicd  to  the  hours ; 
To  spite  me  now,  each  minute  seems  an  hour ; 

Yet  not  for  me,  shine  suu  to  succour  flowers !  [row; 
Pack  night,  peep  day ;  good  day,  of  night  now  bor- 
Sbort,  Night,  to-night,  and  length  thyself  to-morrow.'' 

XIV. 

It  was  a  lording's  daughter,  the  (kir^  one  of  three, 
Ttiat  liked  of  her  master  as  well  as  well  might  be, 
Till  looking  on  an  Englishman,  the  fairest  that  eye 

Her  fancy  fell  a  turning.  [could  see. 

Long  was  the  combat  doubtfUl,  that  lore 'with  love 

did  fight. 
To  leave  the  master  loveless,  or  kill  the  galhmt  knight: 
To  put  in  practice  either,  alas !  it  waa  a  spite 

Unto  the  silly  damsel. 


1  But  (Hie  must  be  refused,  more  mickle  was  the  pain. 
That  nothing  could  be  used  to  turn  them  butii  to  ^a. 
For  of  the  two  the  trusty  knight  was  wouudtfd  with 

Alas,  she  could  not  help  it !  [diMiaia : 

Thus  art  with  arms  ctiutending  was  victor  uf  the  day, 
Which  by  a  gift  of  learning  did  bear  the  maid  awqr; 
Then  lullaby,  th^  Iearne<i  man  hath  got  the  ladj  gaj; 

For  DOW  my  song  is  ended. 


On  a  day  (alack  the  day !) 

Love,  whose  month  was  ever  Maj, 

Spy'd  a  bkMsom  passing  fair. 

Playing  in  the  wanton  air, 

Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  wind, 

AU  unseen,  Igan  passage  find; 

That  the  lover,  sick  to  death, 

Wish'd  himself  the  heaven's  breath: 

**  Air,"  quoth  he,  **  thv  cheeks  may  blow  ; 

Air,  would  I  might  triumph  so! 

But,  alas !  my  hand  hath  sworn 

Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  flrom  thy  thorn. 

Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet. 

Youth,  so  apt  to  pluck  a  sweet. 

Do  not  call  it  sin  m  me, 

Tliat  I  am  forsworn  for  thee ; 

Thou  for  whom  even  Jove  would  i 

Juno  but  an  Ethiop  were ; 

And  deny  himself  for  Jove, 

Turning  mortal  for  thy  love. 


My  flocks  feed  not. 
My  owes  breed  not. 
My  rams  speed  not. 

All  is  amiss: 
Love's  denying. 
Faith's  defying. 
Heart's  renying. 

Causer  of  this. 
Ail  my  merry  Jigs  are  quite  forgot. 
Ail  my  lady's  love  is  Unit,  God  wot : 
Where  her  faith  was  firmly  flx'd  in  love, 
There  a  nay  is  pUced  without  remove. 
One  silly  cross 
Wrought  all  my  loss ; 

O,  frowning  fortune,  cursed,  fickle  daoie! 
For  u(iW  1  see, 
Inconstancy 

More  in  women  than  in  men  remain. 
Li  black  mourn  I, 
All  fears  scorn  I, 
Love  hath  furUim  me, 

Living  in  thrall : 
Heart  is  bleeding, 
All  help  needing, 
(O  cruei  itp4!(Hltii(f!) 

FniUijhtUi  with  ^11. 
My  shephf>rd's  pipe;  cun  sound  no  dell. 
My  wether's  bell  rings  doleful  knell: 
My  curtail  dog,  that  wont  to  have  piay*d, 
Plays  not  at  all,  but  seems  afraid ; 
With  sighs  so  deep, 
Procures  to  weep. 

In  howling-wise,  to  see  my  dolefUl  pligbU 
How  sighs  resound 
Through  heartless  ground. 
Like  u  ihousoud  vonquish'd  men  in  bloody  flghl 
Clear  wells  spring  not. 
Sweet  birds  sini;  iiot, 
Grocn  plants  bring  not 

Forth ;  they  die : 
Herds  stand  weeping. 
Flocks  all  slHoping, 
Nymphs  back  peeping 

Fearfully. 
All  our  pleasure  known  to  us  poor  swalD% 
All  our  merry  meetings  on  the  plains, 
All  our  evening  sport  th>m  us  is  fled, 
All  our  love  is  lost,  for  love  is  dead. 
Farewell,  sweet  love, 
Thy  life  ne'er  was 
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For  iweol  ooDtenti  the  a 
Poor  Coridon 
Must  live  alonef 

Other  help  for  him  I  see 


Bof  ■DmynuMui: 


that  there  to  none. 


When  BM  thine  eje  heth  chose  the  dame, 

And  BtaUM  the  deer  that  thoa  ahonki'Bt  atiike, 
Let  reason  rule  things  worthy  blame, 

As  well  as  &ncy,  partial  might : 
Take  counsel  of  some  wiser  head, 
Neither  too  young,  nor  yet  unwed. 
And  when  thou  com'st  thy  tale  to  tell. 

Smooth  not  thy  tongue  with  filed  talk, 
Lest  she  some  subtle  practice  smeU; 

(A  cripple  soon  can  find  a  halt:) 
But  plainly  say  thou  lov*st  her  well. 
And  set  her  person  forth  to  sale. 
What  thoueh  her  frowning  brows  be  bent, 

Her  cloudy  looks  will  calm  ere  night ; 
And  then  too  late  she  will  repent. 

That  thus  dissembled  her  delight; 
And  twice  derire,  ere  it  be  day. 
That  which  with  scorn  she  put  away. 
What  though  she  strive  to  try  her  strength, 

And  ban  and  brawl,  and  sav  thee  nay, 
Her  feeble  force  will  yield  at  length. 

When  craft  hath  Uught  her  thus  to  say : 
(*  Hail  women  been  so  strong  as  men. 
In  faith  you  had  not  had  it  then.** 
And  to  her  will  frame  all  thy  ways ; 

Spare  not  to  spend— and  chiefly  there 
Whore  thy  desert  may  merit  praise, 

By  rintring  in  thy  lady^s  ear: 
The  struiigest  cai»ll«,  tower,  and  town, 
The  golden  bullet  beats  it  down. 
Serve  always  with  asaured  trust, 

And  in  thy  suit  be  humble,  true ; 
Unless  thy  lady  prove  ui^ust. 

Press  never  thou  to  choose  anew : 
When  time  shall  serve,  be  thou  not  slack 
To  proffer,  though  she  put  thee  back. 
The  wiles  and  guiles  that  women  work. 

Dissembled  with  on  outward  show. 
The  tricks  and  toys  that  in  them  lurk. 

The  cock  that  treads  them  shall  not  know. 
Have  you  not  heard  it  said  full  oft, 
A  woman^s  nay  doth  stand  for  nought? 
Think  women  still  to  strive  with  men, 

To  sin,  and  never  for  to  saint: 
There  is  no  heaven,  by  holy  then. 

When  time  with  age  shall  them  attaint 
Were  kisses  all  the  Joys  in  bed. 
One  woman  would  another  wed. 
But  soft ;  enough— too  much  I  fear. 

Lest  that  my  mistress  hear  my  song; 
Sheni  not  stick  to  roimd  me  V  th*  ear. 

To  teach  my  tongue  to  be  so  long: 
Yet  will  she  blush,  here  be  It  said, 
To  hear  her  secretes  so  bewimy*d. 


As  It  fell  upon  a  day. 
In  the  merry  month  of  Blay, 
Bitting  in  a  pleasant  shade 
Which  a  KTove  ot  myrtles  made. 
Beasts  did  leap,  and  birds  did  sing. 
Trees  did  grow,  and  plants  did  spring: 
Every  thint;  did  banish  moan, 
Save  the  nlKhtingale  alone : 
She,  poor  bird,  as  all  forlorn, 
Leaim  her  breast  up4ill  a  thorn. 
And  there  sung  the  dolefuPst  ditty. 
That  to  hear  it  was  great  pity : 
Fie,  fle,  fie,  now  would  she  cry. 
Tern,  Teru,  by  and  by ! 
That  to  hear  her  so  complain. 
Scarce  I  could  from  tears  refrain ; 
For  her  griefs  so  lively  shown. 
Made  me  think  upon  mine  own. 


Ah !  (thought  I)  thou  moom^t  in  vain ; 

None  take  pity  oa  thy  pain : 

Senseless  trees,  thoy  cannot  hear  thee ; 

Ruthless  beasts,  they  will  not  cheer  thee; 

King  Pandion  he  is  dead : 

All  thy  friends  are  lapp*d  in  lead: 

AH  thy  follow  birds  do  sing, 

Oareless  of  thy  sorrowing. 

Even  so,  poor  bird,  like  thee, 

None  alive  will  pity  me. 

Whilst  as  fickle  fortune  smiled. 

Thou  and  I  were  both  beguilnd. 

Every  one  that  flatters  thee, 

Is  no  friend  In  misery. 

Words  are  easy  like  the  wind ; 

Faithful  friends  are  hard  to  find. 

Every  man  will  be  thy  friend. 

Whilst  thou  hast  wherewith  to  spend; 

But  If  store  of  crowns  be  scant, 

No  man  will  supply  thy  want. 

If  that  one  be  pnxllgal, 

Bountiftil  they  will  him  call: 

And  with  such  Uke  flattering 

<*  Pity  ha  he  wers  «  kinfJ* 

If  he  be  addict  to  vice, 

Quickly  him  they  will  entice     « 

If  to  women  he  be  bent, 

They  have  him  at  commandment; 

But  if  fortune  once  do  frown, 

Then  flvewell  his  great  renown : 

They  that  fhwnM  on  him  before, 

Use  his  company  no  more. 

He  that  is  thy  friend  indeed. 

He  will  help  thee  in  thy  need : 

If  thou  sorrow,  he  will  weep; 

If  thou  w^e,  he  cannot  sleep : 

Thus  of  every  grief  in  heart 

Ho  with  thee  doth  bear  a  part. 

These  are  certain  signs  to  now 

Faithful  friend  from  flattering  foe. 


Ttkidf  oh  I  take  those  lips  away, 

That  so  sweetly  were  forsworn ; 
And  those  eyes,  the  break  of  day, 

Lighto  that  do  mislead  the  mom : 
But  my  kisses  bring  aaain, 
Seals  of  love,  but  seaTd  in  vain. 

Hide,  oh,  hide  those  hills  of  snow 

Which  thy  fh)xon  bosom  bears, 
On  whose  tops  the  pinks  that  grow, 

Are  of  those  that  April  weara. 
But  first  set  my  poor  heart  free. 
Bound  in  those  icy  chains  by  thee. 

sx. 

Let  the  bird  of  loodest  lay, 
On  the  sole  Aimbian  tree, 
Herald  sad  and  trumpet  be, 

Tb  whose  sound  chaste  wings  ob^. 

But  thou,  shrieking  harbinger. 
Foul  precursor  of  the  fiend, 
Augur  of  the  fever^s  end. 

To  this  troop  come  thou  not  near. 

From  this  session  interdict 
Every  fowl  of  tyrant  wing. 
Save  the  eagle,  feathered  king: 

Keep  the  obsequy  so  strict. 

Let  the  priest  in  surplice  white, 
That  deftmctlve  music  can. 
Be  the  dealh-divlulng  swan. 

Lest  the  requiem  lack  his  right 

And  thou,  trebled  ated  crow. 
That  thy  sable  gender  mak*st 
With  the  breath  thou  glv*st  and  tak'st 

'Mongst  our  mourners  shalt  thou  go. 

Here  the  anthem  doth  commence: 
Love  and  constancy  are  dead ; 
Phcenlx  and  the  turtle  fled 

In  a  mutual  flame  troax  hence. 
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Bo  thtj  loTed  M  love  In  twain 
Had  the  esacnoe  but  In  one ; 
Two  distinctB,  division  none : 

Number  there  in  love  was  slain. 

Hearts  remote,  yet  not  asunder; 
Distance,  and  no  space  was  seen 
*Twixt  the  turtle  and  his  queen; 

But  in  thorn  it  were  a  wonder. 

So  between  them  love  did  shine, 
That  the  turtle  saw  his  riKhl 
Flam{ni(  in  the  phwuix'  sight: 

Either  was  the  other's  mine. 

Property  was  thus  appallM, 
That  the  self  was  not  the  same ; 
Single  nature's  double  name 

Neither  two  nor  one  was  cali'd. 

Reason,  in  Itself  confounded, 
Saw  division  grow  togi^ther: 
To  themselves,  yet  either-neither, 

Simple  were  so  weU  compounded, 

That  it  cried  how  true  a  twain 
Seemeth  this  conctmiant  one! 
Love  hath  reason,  reason  ncrne. 

If  what  parts  can  so  remain. 


Wherrapon  tt  made  this  ttarene 
To  the  pfafpnix  and  the  dove, 
Co-supremes  and  stars  (rf^  love ; 

As  chorus  to  the  tragic  fl 


Beauty,  truth,  and  rarity, 
Grace  in  ail  simpUeltr, 
Here  inclosed  in  cinders  He. 

Death  is  now  the  phcenix'  neat; 
And  the  turtle^s  loyal  breast 
To  eternity  doth  rnt, 

Iieaving  no  poBterity>— 
Twas  not  their  infirmity. 
It  was  married  chastity. 

Truth  may  seem,  but  cannot  be  ; 
Beauty  brag,  but  His  not  ahe; 
Truth  and  beauty  buried  be. 

To  this  urn  let  tliose  repair, 
That  are  either  true  or  mir ; 
For  these  dead  birds  aigh  a  prayer. 


A  LOVER'S   COMPLAINT. 


From  olT  a  hill  whose  concave  womb  reworded 
A  plalutfiil  story  Arom  a  slstering  vale, 

My  spirits  to  attend  this  double  voice  aoooided, 
And  down  I  lav  to  list  the  sad-tuned  tale : 
Ere  long  espy'd  a  fickle  maid  fUll  pale, 

Tearing  of  papers,  breaking  rings  a-twain, 

Storming  her  work!  with  sorrow's  wind  and  ndn. 

Upon  her  head  a  plaited  hire  of  straw, 
which  fortified  her  visage  fW>m  the  sun, 

Whereon  tlie  thought  might  think  sometime  it  aaw 
The  carcase  of  a  beauty  spent  and  done. 
Time  had  not  scythed  all  that  youth  begtm, 

Kor  youth  all  quit ;  but,  spite  of  heaven's  fell  rage, 

Some  beauty  peep'd  through  lattice  of  sear'd  age. 

Oft  did  she  heave  her  napkin  to  her  eyne. 
Which  on  it  had  conceited  characters, 

I«aundVing  the  silken  figun«  in  the  brine 
Ttiat  seasoned  woe  Iiad  pelleted  in  tears. 
And  often  reading  what  contents  it  bears; 

As  often  shrieking  undistinguish'd  woe. 

In  damours  of  all  size,  both  high  and  low. 

Sometimes  her  levoll'd  eyes  their  carriage  ride, 
As  they  did  battery  to  the  spheres  intend ; 

Sometime  diverted  their  poor  balls  are  ty'd 
To  the  orb'd  earth ;  sometimes  they  do  extend 
Their  view  right  on ;  anon  their  gazes  lend 

To  every  place  at  once,  and  no  where  flx'd, 

The  mind  and  sight  distractedly  commix'd. 

Her  hair,  nor  loose,  nor  ty'd  In  formal  pla^ 
Proclaimed  in  her  a  careless  hand  of  pride ; 

For  some  untuckM,  descended  her  sheaved  hat, 
Hanging  her  pale  and  pined  cheek  beside ; 
Some  in  her  ihreaden  fillet  still  did  bide. 

And,  true  to  bondage,  would  not  break  flrom  thenoe, 

Though  slackly  braided  in  loose  negligence. 

A  thousand  favours  fh>m  a  maund  she  drew 
Of  amber,  crystal,  and  of  bedded  Jet, 

Which  one  by  one  she  in  a  river  threw, 
Upon  whose  weeping  margent  she  wai 
Like  usury,  applying  wet  to  wet. 

Or  roonarchs'  hands,  that  let  not  bounty  fkll, 

Where  wont  cries  some^  but  where  exoesa  begs  aU. 


Of  folded  schedules  had  she  many  a  one, 
Ulilch  she  perused,  sigh'd,  tore,  and  gave  tbe  flood; 

CrackM  many  a  ring  of  posied  gold  and  bonei, 
Bidding  them  find  their  sepolchrea  in  mud ; 
Found  yet  more  letters  sadly  pennM  in  i>loo(L 

With  sleided  silk  feat  and  aflectodiy 

Enswath'd,  and  seal'd  to  curious  secreqr. 

These  often  bathed  she  in  her  fluxive  eyea, 
And  often  kias'd,  and  often  'gan  to  tear; 

CritHi,  O,  fiiise  blood  I  thou  register  of  liea. 
What  unapproved  witness  dost  thon  bear! 
Ink  would  have  seem'd  more  black  and  HMima^ 

This  said.  In  top  of  rage  the  lines  she  rents,     [henl 

Big  discontent  so  breaking  their  contents. 

A  reverend  man  that  grazed  his  cattle  nigh, 
(Sometime  a  blusterer,  that  the  ruffle  knew 

Of  court,  of  city,  and  had  let  go  by 
The  swiftest  hours,)  observed  as  they  flew ; 
Towards  this  afflicted  (kiicy  fastiy  drew ; 

And,  privileged  by  age,  desires  to  know 

In  brief,  the  grounds  and  motives  of  her  woe. 

So  slides  he  down  upon  his  grained  bat. 
And  comely-distant  sits  he  by  her  aide ; 

When  he  again  desires  her,  btflng  sat, 
Her  grievance  with  his  hearing  to  divide : 
If  that  fVom  him  there  may  be  aught  apply'd 

Which  may  her  sufl'ering  ecstasy  assuage, 

'TIS  promised  in  the  charity  of  age. 

Father,  she  says,  though  in  mo  you  behokl 
The  ii\)ury  of  many  a  blasting  hour. 

Let  it  not  toll  your  Judgment  I  am  old ; 
Not  age,  but  sorrow,  over  me  hath  power: 
I  might  as  yot  have  been  a  spreading  flower. 

Fresh  to  myself,  if  I  had  self«pplyM 

Love  to  myself,  and  to  no  love  oeeide. 

But,  woe  Is  me !  too  early  I  attended 
A  youthful  suit  (it  was  to  gain  my  grace) 

Of  one  by  nature's  outwards  so  commended, 
That  maiden's  eyes  stuck  over  all  his  fhce: 
Love  lackM  a  dwelliiu?,  and  made  him  borpket; 

And  when  in  his  fair  parts  she  did  abide, 

She  was  new  lodged  and  newly  deified. 
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His  brotmy  locks  did  hwig  in  crooked  carte ; 
And  every  light  occasion  of  the  wind 

Upon  his  lips  their  silken  parcels  buris. 
What^s  sweet  U)  do,  to  do  will  aptly  flod: 
Each  eye  that  saw  him  did  enchant  the  mind ; 

For  on  his  Tlssage  wss  in  little  drawn. 

What  laiiBiBneas  thinks  in  paradise  was  sawn. 

Small  show  of  man  was  yet  upon  his  chin ; 

His  phcenix  down  began  but  to  appear, 
Like  unshorn  velvet,  on  that  termless  sUn, 

Whose  bare  out-bragg'd  the  web  it  seemM  to  wear ; 

Yet  show'd  his  viM^e  by  that  cost  must  dear; 
And  nice  affections  wavering  stood  in  doubt 
If  best  Hwera  as  it  was,  or  best  without. 

His  qualities  wero  beauteous  ss  his  form, 
For  maiden-tongued  he  was,  and  thereof  fVie ; 

Yet,  if  men  moved  him,  was  he  such  a  storm 
As  oft  'twixt  May  and  April  te  to  see, 
When  winds  breathe  sweet,  unrulv  though  they  be. 

H(s  rudeness  so  with  his  authorised  youth. 

Did  lively  fklsenesB  in  a  pride  of  truth. 

Weli  oould  he  ride,  and  oftwk  men  would  say, 
**  That  horte  kit  mettle  from  kit  rider  takes  : 

Proud  of  euAjectiifn,  noble  bf  tke  «»«|r,  [Ae  makes  P* 
fVkat  rounds^  wkat  bounds^  wkat  course^  wkat  atop 
And  controversy  hence  a  question  takes. 

Whether  the  horse  by  him  liecame  his  deed, 

Or  ho  his  manage  by  the  well-doing  steed. 

Btit  quickly  on  his  side  the  verdict  went, 
His  real  habitude  gave  life  and  grace 

To  appertaininss  and  to  ornament, 
AooompllshM  in  himself^  not  in  his  case : 
All  aids,  themselves  made  fUrer  by  their  place, 

C«me  tor  additions;  vet  their  purposed  trim 

Pieced  not  his  grace,  but  were  ail  graced  by  him. 

So  on  the  tip  of  hto  subduing  tongue 
All  kind  of  arguments  and  question  deep, 

All  replication  prompt,  and  reason  strong, 
For  his  advantage  still  did  wake  and  sleep : 
To  make  the  weeper  laugh,  the  laugher  weep, 

He  had  the  dialect  and  different  skill. 

Catching  all  paaaions  in  his  craft  of  will ; 

That  he  did  in  the  general  bosom  reign 
Of  young,  of  old :  and  sexes  both  enchanted. 

To  dwell  with  him  in  thoughts,  or  to  remain 
In  personal  duty,  foUowing  where  he  haunted : 
Consents  bewitchM,  ere  he  desire,  have  granted ; 

And  dialogued  for  him  what  he  would  say, 

AskM  theh-  own  wills,  and  made  their  wilte  obey. 

Many  there  wero  that  did  hto  picture  get. 
To  serve  their  eyes,  and  in  it  put  theh-  mind ; 

Like  footo  that  in  the  imagination  set 
The  goodly  objects  which  abroad  they  Ihid 
Of  lands  and  mansions,  theirs  in  thought  asslgnM ; 

And  labouring  in  more  pleasures  to  bestow  them, 

Than  the  true  gouty  landlord  which  doth  owe  them. 

So  many  have,  that  never  touchM  his  hand, 
Sweetly  supposed  them  mtotress  of  hto  heart 

My  woeful  seli;  that  did  in  fWiedora  stand, 
And  was  mv  own  fee^imple,  (nut  in  part,) 
What  with  hto  art  in  youth,  and  youth  in  art, 

Threw  my  affections  in  his  charmed  power. 

Reserved  the  stalk,  and  gave  him  all  my  flower. 

Yet  did  I  not,  as  some  my  equate  did. 
Demand  of  him,  nor  being  desired,  yielded; 

Finding  myself  in  honour  so  (brbid. 
With  safest  dtotance  I  mine  honour  shielded; 
Experience  for  me  many  bulwarks  builded 

Of  proofs  new-bleeding,  which  remained  the  foil 

Of  thto  fUse  Jewel,  and  hto  amorous  spoU. 

But,  ah !  who  ever  shunn'd  with  precedent  I 

The  deetinM  ill  she  must  herself  assay  T 

Or  forced  examples,  Against  her  own  content, 
To  put  the  by-p«ss*d  perils  in  her  way  7 
Ck>unsel  may  stop  a  while  what  will  not  stay ; 

For  when  we  rage,  advice  to  often  seen 

By  blunting  OB  to  make  our  wits  more  keen.  I 


Nor  gives  it  siitisfiiction  to  our  blood, 
That  we  must  curb  it  upon  others'  proof^ 

To  be  forbid  the  sweeto  that  seem  so  good, 
For  fear  of  harms  that  preach  in  our  behooC 
O,  appetite,  from  Judgment  stand  aloof  t 

The  one  a  palate  hath,  that  i>eeds  will  taste, 

Though  reason  weep,  and  cry,  /(  is  Uy  luou 

For  further  I  oould  say,  tkio  man*o  Mntrue, 
And  knew  the  patterns  of  his  foul  beguiling ; 

Heard  where  hto  plants  in  others'  orchards  grew, 
Saw  how  deceits  were  gilded  in  his  smiling; 
Knew  vows  were  ever  brokers  to  defiling ; 

Thought,  characters,  and  words  merely  but  art, 

And  Imstards  of  hto  foul  adulterate  heart 

And  long  upon  these  terms  I  held  my  city. 
Till  thus  he  'gan  besiege  roe:  *» Gentle  maid, 

Have  of  my  suffering  youth  some  feeling  pity. 
And  be  not  of  my  holy  vows  afhiid : 
That's  to  vou  swoni,  to  none  was  ever  Mid ; 

For  feasts  of  love  I  have  been  call'd  unto, 

Till  now  did  ne'er  invite,  nor  ever  vow. 

All  my  offences  that  abroad  you  see. 
Are  errors  of  the  blood,  none  of  the  mind : 

Love  made  them  not ;  with  acture  they  may  be. 
Where  neither  party  to  nor  true  nor  kind :     [find : 
They  sought  their  shame  that  so  their  shame  did 

And  so  much  less  of  shame  in  me  remains. 

By  how  much  of  me  theb*  reproach  contains. 

Among  the  many  that  mine  eyes  have  seen. 

Not  one  whose  Oame  my  heart  so  much  as  wann'd, 
Or  my  affection  put  to  the  smallest  teen. 

Or  any  of  my  leisures  ever  charm'd : 

Harm  have  i  done  to  them,  but  ne'er  was  harm'd ; 
Kept  hearts  in  liveries,  but  mine  own  was  free, 

And  reign'd,  commanding  in  hto  monarchy. 

I  Look  here  what  tributes  wounded  (hncles  sent  ma. 
Of  paled  pearls,  and  rubies  red  as  blood ; 
Figuring  that  they  their  passions  likewise  lent  me 
Of  grief  and  blushes,  aptly  understood 
In  bloodless  white  and  the  encrimson'd  mood; 
Effectoof  terror  and  dear  modesty, 
Encamp'd  in  hearts,  but  fighting  outwardly. 

And  lol  behold  these  talento  of  their  hair. 
With  twisted  metal  amorously  impleach'd, 

[  have  received  from  many  a  several  fUr, 
rrbeir  kind  acceptance  weepingly  beaeech*d,) 
With  the  annexions  of  fair  gems  enrich'd. 

And  deep -brain'd  sonneto  that  did  amplify 

Each  stone'k  dear  nature,  worth,  and  quality. 

The  diamond ;  why  Hwas  beautiful  and  hard, 
Whereto  hto  invised  properties  did  tend ; 

Hie  deepitreen  emerald,  in  whose  tteah  regard 
Weak  sighto  thoir  sickly  radiance  do  amend ; 
The  heaven-hued  sapphire  and  the  opal  blond 

With  objects  manifold ;  each  several  stone. 

With  wit  weU  blason'd,  smiled,  or  made 


Lo !  an  these  trophies  of  afltetlons  hot. 
Of  pensive  and  subdued  desires  the  tender. 

Nature  hath  charged  me  that  I  hoard  them  not. 
But  yield  them  up  where  I  myself  must  rendei^ 
That  is,  to  yon,  my  origin  and  ender : 

For  these,  of  force,  must  your  oblstlons  be^ 

Since  I,  their  altar,  you  enpatron  me. 

O  then  advance  of  yours  that  phraseless  hMid, 
Whose  while  weighs  down  the  airy  scale  of  praise; 

Take  all  these  similes  to  your  own  command, 
Hallow'd  with  sighs  that  burning  lungs  did  raise ; 
What  me  your  minister,  for  you  obeys. 

Works  under  you ;  and  to  your  audit  comes 

Their  distract  paroeto  in  combined  sums. 

Lo !  this  device  was  sent  me  ttom  a  nun, 

Or  sister  sanctified  of  holiest  note ; 
Which  late  her  noble  suit  in  court  did  shun. 

Whose  rarest  havings  made  the  blossoms  dote; 

For  she  was  sought  by  sptrito  of  richest  coat, 
But  kept  cokl  distance,  and  did  thonce  remove. 
To  spend  her  living  in  eternal  love. 
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Bot  O,  ni7  sweet,  whiit  labfinr  IsH  to  leftve 
The  thing  we  hare  iiot,  maetering  what  not  atriTeB  ? 

Playtiiff  the  place  whieh  did  no  form  receive, 
laying  patient  apucls  in  anoomtrained  gjree: 
She  that  Iter  fiune  lo  to  henelf  contriTea, 

The  aean  of  battle  acapeth  by  the  flight, 

And  makes  her  abeenoe  yaUant,  not  her  might. 

O  Midoo  me,  in  that  my  boast  ia  troe ; 
The  accident  wliich  brought  me  to  her  eye, 

Upon  the  moment  did  lier  force  sabdne. 
And  now  she  would  the  caged  cloister  fly : 
Religious  love  put  oat  reli^on^s  eye: 

Not  to  be  temptod,  would  she  be  enmored, 

And  now,  to  tempt  all,  liberty  procured. 

How  mighty  then  you  are,  O  tiear  me  tell ! 
The  broken  bosoms  tliat  to  me  belong. 

Have  emptied  all  their  fountains  in  my  well, 
And  mine  I  pour  your  ocean  all  among: 
I,  strong  u*er  them,  and  vou  o'er  me  being  strong. 

Must  for  your  victory  us  aU  congest. 

As  compound  love  to  physic  your  cold  breast 

My  parts  had  power  to  charm  a  sacred  nun, 
who  disciplined  and  dieted  In  grace. 

Believed  her  eyes  when  I  the  assail  begun, 
All  vows  and  consecrations  giving  place. 
O,  most  potential  love!  vow,  bond,  nor  space, 

In  thee  hath  neither  sting,  knot,  nor  confine. 

For  thou  art  all,  and  all  things  else  are  thine. 

When  thou  Improssost,  what  are  precepts  worth 
Of  stale  example?   When  thou  wilt  inflame. 

Bow  cokily  those  impediments  stand  forth 
Of  wealth,  of  filial  fear,  law,  kindred,  feme  7 
Love's  arms  are  peace,  Against  rule,  'gainst  sense. 


And  sweetens  in  the  suffering  pangs  it  bears, 
The  aloes  of  all  forces,  shocks  and  fears. 

Now  an  these  hearts  that  do  on  mine  depend. 
Feeling  it  break,  with  bleeding  groans  they  pine, 

And  supplicant  their  sighs  to  you  extend, 
And  leave  the  battery  that  you  make  'gainst  mine, 
Lending  soft  audience  to  my  sweet  design, 

And  credent  soul  to  that  strong-bounded  oath, 

That  shall  prefer  and  undertake  my  troth." 

Thto  said,  his  watery  eyes  he  did  dismount, 

Whose  sights  till  then  were  levelled  on  my  face, 
Eftch  cheek  a  river  nmning  (torn  a  fount 


With  hrlnish  current  downward  flowed  apace. 

O  how  the  channel  to  the  stream  gave  grace ! 
Who,  glazed  with  crystal,  gave  the  glowii^  roses 
That  flame  through  water  which  their  hoe  indc^w. 

»0  fktber,  what  a  hen  of  witchcraft  lies 
In  the  smaU  orb  of  one  particular  tear  T 

But  with  the  inundation  or  the  ejes 
What  rocky  heart  to  water  will  not-waarT 
What  breast  so  cold  that  is  not  warmed  here  T 

O,  deft  eflbct!  cold  modesty,  hut  wrath. 

Both  Ore  from  hence  and  chitt  extincture  hath  I 

For  lot  his  passion,  but  an  art  of  craft, 
Even  there  resolved  my  reason  faito  tears ; 

Thers  my  white  stole  of  chasUty  I  daft, 
Shook  off  mv  sober  guards,  and  dvU  fean; 
Appear  to  him,  aa  he  to  me  appssn* 

AU  melting ;  though  our  drops  this  dlflBteaee  bora, 

His  poisonM  me,  and  mine  did  him  restore. 

In  him  a  plentitude  of  subtle  matter, 
Applied  to  cautels,  aU  strange  forms  reeelTea, 

Of  burning  blushes,  or  of  weeping  water. 
Of  swooning  paleiness;  and  he  takes  and 
In  cither's  ^ytness  ss  it  best  deceives, 

To  blush  at  speeches  rank,  to  weep  at  woes. 

Or  lo  turn  wliite,  and  swoon  at  tngtc  shows; 

Tliat  not  a  heart  which  in  his  level  came, 
Could  scape  the  haU  of  his  all-hurtiug  aim. 

Showing  fUr  nature  is  both  kind  and  tame;  0 
And  vell'd  in  them,  would  win  whom  he  woold 
Against  the  thing  he  sought,  he  would  exclaim  ; 

When  he  most  brunt  in  beart'WishM  luxuir, 

He  praach'd  pure  mafcl,  and  praised  ooM  chaatltj. 

Thus  merely  with  the  garment  of  a  Grsoe 

The  naked  aod  concealed  fiend  he  cover'd. 
That  the  unexperienced  gave  the  tempter  plaoa, 
Which,  like  a  cherubim  above  them  hoverd. 

Who,  younff  and  simple,  would  not  be  so  toverM  ? 
Ah  me !  I  fell;  and  yet  do  question  make 
What  I  should  do  again  for  such  a  sake. 

O,  that  infected  moisture  of  his  ^e, 
O,  that  false  Are  which  in  his  cheek  so  glow'd, 

O,  that  forced  thunder  from  his  heart  did  fly, 
O,  that  sad  breath  his  spungy  lungs  bestowM, 
O,  all  that  borrowed  motion,  seeming  owed. 

Would  yet  again  betray  the  fore-betray'd, 

And  new  pervert  a  reoondled  maidf 


THE    END, 
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